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BOOKQ. 


Let  us  consider  how  great  a  commodity 
of  doctrine  exists  in  books,  how  easily, 
how  secretly,  how  safely  they  expose  the 
nakedness    of  human  ignorance,  without 
putting  it  to  shame.    These  are  the  mas- 
ters who    instruct  us  without  rods  and 
ferules,  without  hard  words  aud  anger, 
without  clothes  or  mouey.     If  you  ap- 
proach them,  they  are  not  asleep ;  if  iuves- 
tigatin^  you  interrogate  them,  they  con- 
ceal nothing :  if  you  mistake  them,  they 
never  grumble;  if  you  are  ignorant,  they 
cannot  laugh  at  you. — Bury,  Richard  de, 
1345  7-1473,  PhUobiblion. 

He  hath  never  fed  of  the  dainties  that 
are  bred  in  a  book ;  he  hath  not  eat  paper, 
as  it  were;  he  hath  not  drunk  ink;  his 
intellect  is  not  replenished ;  he  is  only  an 
animal,  only  sensible  in  the  duller  parts. 
— Shakespeare,  William,  1588-98,  Zxwe'* 

Labours  Lost,  Act  iv.  Scene  ii. 
Happy*  ye  leaves !  when  as  those  lilly  hands, 
Which  hold  my  life  in  their  dead-doing  might, 
Shall  handle  you,  and  liold  in  love's  soft 

bands, 
Like  captives  trembling  at  the  victors  sight. 
And  happy  lines!  on  which,  with  starry  liglit, 
Those  lamping  eyes  will  deigne  sometimes  to 

look 
And  reade  the  sorrowes  of  mj  dying  spright, 
Written  with  teares  in  liarts  close-bleeding 

book. 
And  happy  rymes !  bath*d  in  the  sacred  brooke 
<Jf  Etelicon,  whence  she  derived  is; 
When  ye  behold  that  Angels  blessed  looke, 
My  sonleB  long-lacked  foode,  my  Iieaveus  blis ; 
Leaves,  lines,  and  rymes,  seeke  her  to  please 

alone,   . 
Wliozn  if  ye  please,  I  care  for  other  none! 

— Spenser,  Edmund,  1595,  Amoretti, 

If  I  were  not  a  King,  I  would  be  a  Uni- 
versity man ;  and  if  it  were  so  that  1  must 
be  a  prisoner,  if  I  might  have  my  wish, 
I  wonid  desire  to  have  no  other  prison 
than  that  library,  and  to  be  chained  to- 
gether with  so  many  good  authors,  et 
mortuis  maguter. — James  I.,  1605,  Speech 
an  Visit  to  the  Bodleian  Library, 


Libraries  are  as  the  shrines  where  all 
the  relics  of  the  ancient  saints,  full  of 
true  virtue,  and  that  without  delusion  or 
imposture,  are  preserved  and  reposed. — 
Bacon,  Francis  Lord,  1605,  The  Ad- 
vancement  of  Learning. 

I  never  come  into  a  library  (saith  Hein- 
sius)  but  1  bolt  the  door  to  me,  excluding 
lust,  ambition,  avarice,  and  all  such  vices 
whose  nurse  is  idleness,  the  mother  of 
ignorance  and  melancholy  herself ;  and  in 
the  very  lap  of  eternity,  among  so  many 
divine  souls,  I  take  my  seat  with  so  lotty 
a  spirit  and  sweet  content  that  I  pity  all 
our  great  ones  and  rich  men  that  know 
not  their  happiness.— Burton,  Robert, 
1621,  Anatomy  of  Melancholy. 

.  Books  are  not  absolutely  dead  things, 
but  do  contain  a  progeny  of  life  in  them, 
to  be  as  active  as  that  soul  whose  progeny 
they  are ;  nay,  they  do  preserve  as  in  a 
vial  the  purest  efficacy  and  extraction  of 
that  living  intellect  that  bred  them. — 
Milton,  John,  1644,  Areopagiiica. 

Our  books.  .  .  .  Do  not  our  hearts 
hug  them,  and  quiet  themselves  in  them 
even  more  than  in  God  ?— Baxter,  Rich- 
ard, 1650,  The  Saint's  Everlasting  Rest. 

This  to  a  structure  led  well  known  to  fame, 
And  called,  **The  Monument  of  Vanislied 

Minds/' 
Where  when  they  thought  they  saw  in  well- 

sought  hooks 
The  assembled  souls  of  all  that  men  thought 

wise, 
It  bred  such  awful  reverence  in  their  looks, 
As  if  they  saw  tlie  buried  writers  rise. 
Such  heaps  of  written  thonght ;  gold  of  the 

dead, 
Which  Time  does  still  disperse  but  not  de- 
vour, 
Made  them  presume  all  was  from  deluge 

freed 
Which  long-lived  authors  writ  ere  Noali's 

shower. 

— Davenant,  Sir  William,  1651,  Gondi- 
hcrt 
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Unconfnsed  Babel  of  all  tongues  1  which  e*er 
The   mighty  lingraist  Fame,  or   Time,  the 

mighty  traveller. 
That  oonld  speak,  or  this  conld  hear. 
Majestic  monument  and  pyramid  1 
Where  still  the  shapes  of  parted  sonls  abide 
Embalmed  in  verse ;  eiudted  sonls  which  now 
Enjoy  those  arts  they  wooed  so  well  below ; 
Which  now  all  wonders  plainly  see 
That  liave  been,  are,  or  are  to  be, 
In  the  mysterious  library. 
The  beatific  Bodley  of  the  Deity  I 

— Cowley,  Abraham,  1667?  Ode  on  the 
Bodleian  Library, 

The  spectacles    of   books. —  Dryden, 
John,  1668,  Essay  on  Dramatic  Poetry. 

Bright  books!  the  perspectives  to  our  weak 

sights, 
The  clear  projections  of  discerning  lights, 
Burning  and  shining  thoughts,  man's  post- 

hume  day. 
And  track  of  fled  souls,  and  their  milkie  way; 
The  dead  alive  and  busie,  the  still  voice 
Of   enlarged  spirits,  kind   Heaven's   white 

decoys! 
Who  lives  with  you,  lives  like  those  knowing 

flowers. 
Which  in  commerce  with  light  spend  all 

their  hours; 
Which  shut  to  clouds,  and  shadows  nicely 

shun, 
But  with  glad  haste  unveil  to  kiss  the  sun. 
Beneath  you,  all  is  dark  and  a  dead  night, 
Which  whoso  lives  in,  wants  both  health 

and  sight. 
By  sucking  you,  the  wise,  like  bees,  do  grow 
Healing  and  rich,  though  this  they  do  most 

slow. 
Because  most  clioicely ;  for  as  great  a  store 
Have  we  of  books*  as  bees  of  herbs,  or  more ; 
And  the  great  task  to  try,  then  know,  the 

good. 
To  discern  weeds,  and  judge  of  wholesome 

food. 
Is  a  rare,  scant  performance.    For  man  dyes 
Oft  ere  'tis  done,  while  the  bee  feeds  and 

flyes. 
But  you  were  all  choice  flowers ;  all  set  and 

dressed 
By  old  sage  florists,  who  well  knew  the  best; 
And  I  amidst  you  all  am  turned  a  weed. 
Not  wanting   knowledge,  but   for  want  of 

heed. 
Then  tliank  thyself,  wild  fool,  that  would'st 

not  be 
Content  to  know, — what  was  too  much  for 

thee! 

— Vaughan,  Henry,  1678,  Tkalia  Redi- 
viva. 

Read  Homer  once,  and  you  can  read  no  more ; 
For  all  books  else  appear  so  mean,  so  poor. 


Verse  wHl  seem  prose;  but  still  persist  to 

read. 
And  Homer  will  be  all  the  books  you  need. 

—Sheffield,  John,  1682,  Essays  on 
Poetry. 

Books  like  proverbs  receive  their  chief 
value  from  the  stamp  and  esteem  of  ages 
through  which  they  have  passed. — Tem- 
ple, Sir  William,  1689-99,  Ancient  and 
Modem  Ijcaming. 

We  whom  the  world  is  pleased  to  hon- 
our with  the  title  of  modern  authors 
should  never  have  been  able  to  compass 
our  great  design  of  everlasting  remem- 
brance and  never-dying  fame  if  our  en- 
deavours had  not  been  so  highly  service- 
able to  the  general  good  of  mankind. — 
Swift,  Jonathan,  1704,  A  Tale  of  a  Tub. 

Read  we  must,  be  writers  ever  so  indif- 
ferent.—Shaftesbury,  Anthony  Ashley 
CiooPER  Earl,  1711,  Characteristics. 

Whence  is  thy  learning?  Hath  thy  toil 
0*er  books  consumed  the  midnight  oil? 

—Gay,  John,  1727-38,  The  Shepherd  and 
the  Philosopher^  Fables. 

(Query)  Whether  the  collected  wisdom 
of  all  ages  and  nations  be  not  found  in 
books  ?— Berkeley,  George,  1735-37, 
The  Qverist. 

Nor  is  there  any  paternal  fondness 
which  seems  to  savour  less  of  absolute 
instinct,  and  which  may  be  so  well  recon- 
ciled to  worldly  wisdom,  as  this  of 
authors  for  their  books.  These  children 
may  most  truly  be  called  the  riches  of 
their  father,  and  many  of  them  have  with 
true  filial  piety  fed  their  parent  in  his  old 
age;  so  that  not  only  the  affection  but 
the  interest  of  the  author  may  be  highly 
injured  by  those  slanderers  whose  poison- 
ous breath  brings  his  book  to  an  untimely 
end.— Fielding,  Henry,  1749,  The  His- 

^^  ft 

tory  (f  Tom  Jones. 

My  neighbours  think  me  often  alone, 
and  yet  at  such  times  I  am  in  company 
with  more  than  five  hundred  mutes,  each 
of  whom  communicates  his  ideas  to  me  by 
dumb  signs  quite  as  intelligibly  as  any 
person  living  can  do  by  uttering  of  words ; 
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and  with  a  motion  of  my  hand  I  can  bring 
them  88  near  to  me  as  I  please ;  I  handle 
them  as  1  like ;  they  never  complain  of 
ill-usage ;  and  when  dismissed  from  my 
inresence,  though  ever  so  abruptly,  take 
no  offence.— Sterne,  Laurence,  1775, 
LdUrs. 

Gome,  Child  of  Oare !  to  make  thy  sonl  serene, 
Approach  the  treasnres  of  this  tranqnil  scene ; 
Survey  the  dome,  and,  as  the  doors  unfold. 
The  80ul*8  best  cure,  in  all  her  cares,  behold! 
Where  mental  wealth  the  poor  in  thought 

may  find, 
And  mental  physic  the  diseased  in  mind ; 
See  here  the  balms  that  passion's  wounds 

assuage; 
See  coolers  here,  that  damp  the  fire  of  rage ; 
Here  alteratives,  by  slow  degrees  control 
The  clironic  habits  of  tlie  sickly  soul; 
And  round  the  heart,  and  o'er  the  aching 

head. 
Mild  opiates  here  their  sober  influence  shed. 
Now  bid  thy  soul  man's  busy  scenes  exclude, 
And  view  composed  this  silent  multitude : — 
Silent   they   are — ^but,  though  deprived   of 

sound, 
Here  all  the  living  languages  abound; 
Here  all  that  live  no  more ;  preserved  they  lie, 
In  tombs  that  open  to  the  curious  eye. 

— Crabbe,  George,  1781,  The  Library, 

Knowledge  is  proud  that  he  has  learned  so 

much ; 
Wisdom  is  humble  that  he  knows  no  more. 
Books  are  not  seldom  talisman  and  spells. 

— Cowper,    Wiluam,    1785,    The   Task, 
it.  Ti. 

I  adopted  the  tolerating  measure  of 
the  elder  Pliny — "nullum  esse  librum  tarn 
malum  ut  non  in  aliqua  parte  prodesset." 
—Gibbon,  Edward,  1794,  Autobiography. 

Abode's  a  book,  although  there 's  nothing  in' t. 

—Byron,  Lord,  1809,  English  Bards  and 
Suick  Remewers. 

What  a  place  to  be  in  is  an  old  library ! 
It  seems  as  though  all  the  souls  of  all  the 
vriters  that  have  bequeathed  their  labours 
to  the  Bodleians  were  reposing  here  as  in 
aome  dormitory  or  middle  state.  ...  I 
nem  to  inhale  learning,  walking  amid  their 
fofiage;  and  the  odour  of  their  old  moth- 
nented  coverings  is  fragrant  as  the  first 
Uoom  of  the  sciential  apples  which  grew 
■nidthe  happy  orchard.— Lamb,  Charles, 
182Q»  Orford  in  the  Lang  Vacation. 


In  my  youthful  days  I  never  entered  a 
great  library  .  .  .  but  my  predominant 
feeling  was  one  of  pain  and  disturbance  of 
mind, — not  much  unlike  that  which  drew 
tears  from  Xerxes  on  viewing  his  immense 
army,  and  reflecting  that  in  one  hundred 
years  not  one  soul  would  remain  alive. 
To  me,  with  respect  to  the  books,  the  same 
effect  would  be  brought  about  by  my  own 
death.  Here,  said  I,  are  one  hundred 
thousand  books,  the  worst  of  them  capa- 
ble of  giving  me  some  pleasure  and  in- 
struction ;  and  before  I  can  have  had  time 
to  extract  the  honey  from  one-twentieth 
of  this  hive  in  all  likelihood  I  shall  be 
summoned  away. — De  Quincy,  Thomas, 
1823-60,  Letters  to  a  Young  Man. 

We  visit  at  the  shrine,  drink  in  some 
measure  of  the  inspiration,  and  cannot 
easily  breathe  in  other  air  less  pure,  ac- 
customed to  immortal  fruits. — Hazlitt, 
William,  1826,  The  Plain  Speaker. 

Were  I  to  pray  for  a  taste  which  should 
stand  me  instead  under  every  variety  of 
circumstances,  and  be  a  source  of  happi- 
ness and  cheerfulness  to  me  during  life, 
and  a  shield  against  its  ills,  however  things 
might  go  amiss,  and  the  world  frown 
upon  me,  it  would  be  a  taste  for  reading. 
Give  a  man  this  taste,  and  the  means  of 
gratifying  it,  and  you  can  hardly  fail  of 
making  him  a  happy  man :  unless,  indeed, 
you  put  into  his  hands  a  most  perverse 
selection  of  Books.  You  place  him  in 
contact  with  the  best  society  in  every 
period  of  history, — with  the  wisest,  the 
wittiest,  the  tenderest,  the  bravest,  and 
the  purest  characters  who  have  adorned 
humanity.  You  make  him  a  denizen  of 
all  nations,  a  contemporary  of  all  ages. 
— Herschel,  Sir  John,  1833,  Address  at 
the  Opening  (f  the  Eton  Library, 

It  is  our  duty  to  live  among  books. — 
Newman,  John  Henry,  1834,  Tracts  for 
the  Times,  No.  2. 

Nothing  is  pleasanter  than  exploring 
in  a  library. — Landor,  Walter  Savage, 
1836,  Pericles  and  Aspasia. 
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In  the  best  books,  great  men  talk  to  us, 
give  us  their  most  precious  thoughts,  and 
pour  their  souls  into  ours.  God  be  thanked 
for  books.  They  are  the  voices  of  the 
distant  and  the  dead,  and  make  us  heirs  of 
the  spiritual  life  of  past  ages.  Books  are 
the  true  levellers.  They  give  to  all,  who 
will  faithfully  use  them,  the  society,  the 
spiritual  presence  of  the  best  and  greatest 
of  our  race.  No  matter  how  poor  I  am.  No 
matter  though  the  prosperous  of  my  own 
time  will  not  enter  my  obscure  dwelling. 
If  the  Sacred  Writers  will  enter  and 
take  up  their  abode  under  my  roof,  if  Mil- 
ton will  cross  my  threshold  to  sing  to  me 
of  Paradise,  and  Shakespeare  to  open  to 
me  the  worlds  of  imagination  and  the  work- 
ings of  the  human  heart,  and  Franklin  to 
enrich  me  with  his  practical  wisdom,  I 
shall  not  pine  for  want  of  intellectual 
companionship,  and  I  may  become  a  culti- 
vated man  though  excluded  from  what  is 
called  the  best  society  in  the  place  where 
I  live.  .  •  .  Nothing  can  supply  the 
place  of  books.  They  are  cheering  and 
soothing  companions  in  solitude,  illness, 
affliction.  The  wealth  of  both  continents 
would  be  no  equivalent  for  the  good  they 
impart.  Let  every  man,  if  possible,  gather 
some  good  books  under  his  roof,  and  obtain 
access  for  himself  and  family  to  some 
social  library.  Almost  any  luxury  should 
be  sacrificed  to  this.— Channing,  Wil- 
liam Ellery,  1838,  Self-Culture. 

On  ail  sides,  are  we  not  driven  to  the 

conclusion  that,  of  the  things  which  men 

can  do  or  make  here  below,  by  far  the 
most  momentous,  wonderful  and  wo.  thy  are 

the  things  we  call  Books !  .  .  .  For  in- 
deed, whatever  be  the  outward  form  of  the 
thing  ...  is  it  not  verily,  at  bottom, 
the  highest  act  of  man's  faculty  that  pro- 
duces a  Book  ?  It  is  the  Thought  of  man ; 
the  true  thaumaturgic  virtue;  by  which 
man  works  all  things  whatsoever.  AH  that 
he  does,  and  brings  to  pass,  is  the  vesture 
cf  a  Thought.— Carlyle,  Thomas,  1841, 
Heroes  and  Hero  Worship. 


I  will  bury  myself  in  my  books  and  the  devil 
may  pipe  to  bis  own. 

—Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord,  1842,  Locks- 
ley  Hall. 

Lightly  as  I  have  spoken  of  these  old 
books,  there  yet  lingers  with  me  a  super- 
stitious reverence  for  literature  of  all 
kinds.  A  bound  volume  has  a  charm  in 
my  eyes  similar  to  what  scraps  of  manu- 
script possess  for  the  good  Mussulman. 
He  imagines  that  those  wind-wafted  rec- 
ords are  perhaps  hallowed  by  some  sacred 
verse ;  and  I,  that  every  new  book  or  an- 
tique one  may  con  tain  the ''open  sesame," 
— the  spell  to  disclose  treasures  hidden 
in  some  unsuspected  cave  of  Truth. — 
Hawthorne,   Nathaniel,   1846,   Mosses 

from  an  Old  Manse. 

Yet  is  it  just 
Tliat  here,  in  memory  of  all  books  which  lay 
Their  sure  foundations  in  the  heart  of  man, 

That  I  should  here  assert  their  rights,  attest 
Their  honours,  and  should,  once  for  all,  pro- 
nounce 
Their  benediction,  speak  of  them  as  ix)wers 
For  ever  to  be  hallowed ;  only  less 
For  what  we  are  and  wliat  we  may  become 
Than  Nature*s  self,  which  is  the  breath  of 
God, 

Of  His  pure  Word  by  miracle  revealed. 

—Wordsworth,     William,    1850,    The 
Prelude. 

It  is  oppressive  to  conceive  what  a  world 
of  human  thought  and  human  passion  is 
dwelling  on  the  silent  and  senseless  paper, 
how  much  of  wisdom  is  ready  to  make  its 
entrance  into  the  mind  that  is  prepared 
to  give  it  welcome.  .  .  .  Reflecting 
on  what  a  book  can  do  and  oaght  to  do 
for  you— how  it  may  act  on  your  mind» 
and  your  mind  react  on  it — and  thus,  hold- 
ing communion,  you  can  travel  through  a 
wilderness  of  volumes  onward,  onward 
through  time,  wisely  and  happily,  and 
with  perfect  vision  of  your  way,  as  the 
woodman  sees  a  path  in  the  forest — a  path 
to  his  home,  while  the  wanderer,  whether 
standing  or  staggering,  is  lost  in  blind 
and  blank  bewilderment. — Reed,  Henry, 
1855,  Lectures  on  English  Literature  from 
QuLUcer  to  Tennyson. 
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The  Elzevirs 
Have  fly-leaves  over-written  by  his  hand, 
In  faded  notes,  as  thick  and  fine  and  brown 
As  cob- webs  on  a  tawny  monxunent 
Of  the  ol«l  Greeks,—  Conferenda  hxc  cum  Aw— 
Comipie  vital — lege  poduSt — 
And  so  on,  in  the  scholar's  regal  way 
Of  giving  judgment  on  the  parts  of  speech. 
As  if  he  sate  on  all  twelve  thrones  np-piled 
Arraigning  Isreal. 

—Browning,  Elizabeth  Barrett,  185Y, 
Aurora  Leigh,  bk.  v. 

We  confess  a  bibliothecaraian  avarice 
that  gives  all  books  a  value  in  our  eyes ; 
there  is  for  us  a  recondite  wisdom  in  the 
phrase,  **A  book  is  a  book;"  from  the 
time  when  we  made  the  first  catalogue  of 
our  library,  in  which  **  Bible,  large,  1  vol.," 
and  ** Bible,  small,  1  vol.,"  asserted  their 
alphabetic  individuality  and  were  the  sole 
Bb  in  our  little  hive,  we  have  had  a  weak- 
ness even  for  those  checker-board  vol- 
umes that  only  fill  up ;  we  cannot  breathe 
the  thin  air  of  that  Pepysian  self-denial, 
that  Himalayan  selectness,  which,  con- 
tent with  one  bookcase,  would  have  no 
tomes  in  it  but  porphyrogeniti,  books  of 
the  bluest  blood,  making  room  for  choicer 
new-comers  by  a  continuous  ostracism  to 
the  garret  of  present  incumbents.  There 
is  to  us  a  sacredness  in  a  volume,  how- 
ever dull ;  we  live  over  again  the  author's 
lonely  labors  and  tremulous  hopes;  we 
see  him,  on  his  first  appearance  after 
parturition,  ''as  well  as  could  be  ex- 
pected," a  nervous  sympathy  yet  surviv- 
ing between  the  late-severed  umbilical 
cord  and  the  wondrous  offspring. — Low- 
ell, James  Russell,  1858-64-90,  Li- 
brary  (f  Old  Authors ;  Prose  Works,  River- 
side  ed.,  vol.  I,  p.  292. 

In  a  library  we  are  surrounded  by  many 
'  hundred  of  dear  friends  but  they  are  im- 
prisoned by  an  enchanter  in  these  paper 
and  leathern  boxes. —  Emerson,  Ralph 
Waldo,  1870,  Society  and  Solitude. 

It's  mighty  hard  to  write  nowadays 
withont  getting  something  or  other  worth 
listening  to  into  your  essay  or  your  vol- 
ame.    The  foolishest  book  is  a  kind  of 


leaky  boat  on  a  sea  of  wisdom.  Some  of 
the  wisdom  will  get  in  any  how.— Holmes, 
OuvER  Wendell,  1872,  The  Poet  at  the 

Brealtfast  Table. 

All  round  the  room  my  silent  servants  wait — 
My  friends  in  every  season,  bright  and  dim ; 
Angels  and  seraphim 
CJome  down  and  murmur  to  me,  sweet  and 

low. 
And  spirits  of  the  skies  all  come  and  go 
Early  and  late ; 
All  from  the  old  world's  divine  and  distant 

date, 
From  the  sublimer  few, 
Down  to  the  poet  who  but  yester-eve 
Sang  sweet  and  made  us  grieve. 
All  oome,  assembling  here  in  order  due. 
And  here  I  dwell  with  Poesy,  my  mate, 
With  Erato  and  all  her  vernal  sighs, 
Great  Olio  with  her  victories  elate, 
Or  pale  Urania's  deep  and  starry  eyes. 
Oh  friends,  whom  chance  and  change  can 

never  harm. 
Whom  Death  the  tyrant  cannot  doom  to  die. 
Within  whose  folding  soft  eternal  charm 
I  love  to  lie 

And  meditate  upon  your  verse  that  flows, 
And  fertilizes  wheresoe'er  it  goes. 

—Procter,  Bryan  Waller  (Barry 
Coranwll),  1874?  An  Autobiographical 
Fragment. 

Every  book  that  we  take  up  without  a 
purpose,  is  an  opportunity  lost  of  taking 
up  a  book  with  a  purpose — every  bit  of 
stray  information  which  we  cram  into  our 
heads  without  any  sense  of  its  importance, 
is  for  the  most  part  a  bit  of  the  most  use- 
ful information  driven  out  of  our  heads 
and  choked  off  from  our  minds.  It  id  so 
certain  that  information,  that  is,  the 
knowledge,  the  stored  thoughts  and  obser- 
vations of  mankind,  is  now  grown  to  pro- 
portions so  utterly  incalculable  and  prodig- 
ious, that  even  the  learned  whose  lives  are 
given  to  study,  can  but  pick  up  some 
crumbs  that  fall  from  the  table  of  truth. 
They  delve  and  tend  but  a  plot  in  that  vast 
and  teeming  kingdom,  whilst  those  whom 
active  life  leaves  with  but  a  few  cramped 
hours  of  study  can  hardly  come  to  know 
the  very  vastness  of  the  field  before  them, 
or  how  infinitesimally  small  is  the  comer 
they  can  traverse  at  the  best. — Harrison, 
FrederIv.  1879-86,  The  Choice  (f  Books. 
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This  union  of  freedom  with  authority — 
of  a  choice  for  one's  self,  and  a  willing- 
ness to  believe  that  the  world  is  right  in 
setting  Shakespeare  above  Swinburne,  and 
Homer  above  Tupper — is,  I  believe,  the 
true  and  the  only  guide  in  the  selection 
of  books  to  read.  In  the  long  run,  noth- 
ing but  truth,  simplicity,  purity,  and  a 
lofty  purpose  approves  a  book  to  the  favor 
of  the  ages,  and  nothing  else  ought  to 
approve  it  to  the  individual  reader.  Thus 
the  end  is  reached,  and  the  choice  is  made, 
not  by  taking  a  book  because  a  "course 
of  reading"  commands  you  to  do  so,  but 
because  you  come  to  see  for  yourself  the 
wisdom  of  the  selection.  The  pure  and 
wholesome  heart  of  humanity — that  thing 
which  we  call  conscience — is  the  guide  of 
the  readers  as  it  is  of  every  other  class  of 
workers  in  life.— Richardson,  Charles 
Francis,  1881,  The  Choice  of  Books. 

The  book  is  the  lens  between  life  and 
the  reader  by  which  he  gathers  a  clear 
knowledge  of  the  former.  There  are  two 
elements  in  this  connection.  The  book 
receives  light,  it  also  gives  light.  In 
the  consideration  of  the  first  the  priority 
of  life  must  be  recognized  as  the  priority 
of  the  material  to  the  work.  Literature 
which  does  not  show  a  life  below  itself, 
and  fundamental,  is  too  shallow  to  live. 
Therefore,  a  man  or  a  people  must  live 
before  writing.  What  darkness  would 
fall  on  the  world  if  this  were  not  so. 
For  literature  is  a  point  of  departure  for 
new  achievements,  without  which  each 
person  would  have  to  start  at  the  bottom 
and  climb  the  whole  hill  of  knowledge 
anew.  Literature  does  more  than  this. 
It  gives  life  new  qualities  through  style. 
In  Carlyle's  ** French  Revolution,"  we 
recognize  a  revolution  which  existed  in 
the  world,  because  it  existed  in  his  intel- 
lect and  soul.  The  same  is  true  of  all 
books.  The  relations  between  life  and 
literature  are  so  delicate  that  if  the  life 
is  a  little  too  strong  for  literature,  or 
mce-versa  they  are  much  disturbnl.     The 


former  is  now  the  case.  The  latter  was 
the  case  when  Goethe  lived ;  books  were 
considered  sacred.  Literature  as  the 
food  of  life  appeals  to  three  faculties — 
curiosity,  obedience,  and  admiration. 
The  perfection  of  these  in  Christ  makes 
the  Bible  the  book  of  books.  Literature 
appeals  to  the  same  vitality  which  gives 
man  knowledge,  and  so  it  is  the  livest 
man  who  makes  the  best  reader.  A  good 
idea  is  to  pursue  some  topic  as  deeply  as 
possible.— Brooks,  Phillips,  1886,  Ad- 
dress before  New  England  Sunday-School 
Assembly, 

From  '*The  Book  Hunter"  I  learnt  a 
reverence  for  a  book,  a  respect  for  it  as 
the  shrine  of  wisdom,  a  regard  for  it  as 
a  thing  of  beauty  in  itself.  So  possessed 
am  I  now  by  this  feeling  that  I  find  Imogen 
were  fitly  punished  for  ill-treating  the 
book  she  had  been  reading  while  lachimo 
was  hidden  in  the  chest:  she  bade  her 
woman,  Helen,  *'fold  down  the  leaf  where 
she  had  left."  To  fold  down  the  leaf  of 
a  book  is  to  torture  a  poor  dumb  friend 
which  cannot  protest  in  self-defense,  and 
for  this  crime  lese-literature  and  for 
other  reasons  known  to  the  dramatist, 
Imogen  suffered  not  a  little. — Matthews, 
Brander,  1888,  Books  That  Have  Helped 
Me,  p,  81. 

Teach  me  rightly  to  admire  Milton  and 
Keats,  and  I  will  find  my  own  criticism  of 
living  poets.  Help  me  to  enjoy,  however 
feebly.  Homer  and  Dante,  and  I  will  prom- 
ise not  to  lose  my  head  over  Pollok's 
' 'Course  of  Time,"  or  Mr.  Bailey's  'Tes- 
tus."  Fire  my  enthusiasm  for  Henry 
Vaughan  and  George  Herbert,  and  I  shall 
be  able  to  distinguish  between  the  muse 
of  Miss  Frances  Ridley  Havergal  and  of 
Miss  Christina  Rossetti.  Train  me  to  be- 
come a  citizen  of  the  true  Republic  of 
Letters,  and  I  shall  not  be  found  on  my 
knees  before  false  gods,  or  trooping  with 
the  vulgar  to  crown  with  laurel  brazen 
brows.— Birrell,  Augustine,  1894,  Es- 
says about  Afen,  Women  and  Books  p.  227. 
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SamiLel  Sewall 

1652-1730. 

Colonist  and  judge,  son  of  Henry  Sewall  and  Jane,  daughter  of  Stephen  Drummer, 
was  born  at  Bishopstoke,  Hampshire,  on  28  March  1652.  Emigrating  in  childhood 
with  his  parents  to  Newbury,  Massachusetts,  he  was  educated  at  a  private  school  and 
at  Harvard,  entering  in  1667,  and  graduating  6.  A.  in  1671  and  M.  A.  in  1674.  He 
was  then  ordained  minister,  but  on  his  marriage  in  1677  was  induced  to  leave  that  call- 
ing, and,  under  the  patronage  of  his  father-in-law,  started  a  printing-press  at  Boston. 
He  soon  became  known  in  public  life,  and  in  1684  was  elected  a  member  of  the  court 
of  assistants  for  Massachusetts.  In  1688  he  came  to  England  on  business.  In  1692 
Sewall,  as  a  justice  of  the  peace,  was  concerned  in  adjudicating  in  the  Salem  witch- 
craft case,  but  afterwards  bitterly  repented  of  his  share  in  the  proceedings,  and  pub- 
licly announced  the  fact,  henceforward  spending  one  day  annually  in  fasting  and  prayer. 
He  afterwards  became  one  of  the  regular  judges  of  Massachusetts,  and  in  1718  chief 
justice.  He  retired  in  1728,  and  died  at  Boston  on  1  Jan.  1730.  Sewall  married, 
on  28  Feb.  1676,  Hannah,  daughter  of  John  Hull  and  Judith  Quincy.  He  left  a  long 
line  of  descendants,  the  'loyalist"  branch  of  which  changed  the  spelling  of  the  name 
to  ''Sewell."  Sewairs  diary,  an  interesting  and  valuable  source  for  the  social  history 
of  the  colony  from  1674  to  1729,  was  first  published  in  the  ''Collections  of  the  Massa- 
ehusetts Historical  Society,"  5th  Ser.  vol.  v.  An  engraving,  from  a  supposed  original 
portrait  (date  and  artist  unknown),  forms  the  frontispiece.  Sewall  was  also  author 
of  a  phamphlet  against  slavery,  entitled  "The  Selling  of  Joseph"  (1700). — Harris, 
C.  Alexander,  1897,  Dictionary  ofNatioml  Biography,  vol.  Li,  p.  279. 


PERSONAL 

Stately  and  slow,  with  thonghtfal  air, 
His  black  cap  hiding  his  whitened  hair, 
Walks  the  Judge  of  the  great  Assize, 
Samael  Bewail  the  good  and  wise. 
His  face  with  lines  of  firmness  wrought, 
He  wears  the  look  of  a  man  nnbonght, 
Who  swears  to  his  hnrt  and  changes  not ; 
Tet,  touched  and  softened  nevertheless 
With  the  grace  of  Ohristian  gentleness, 
The  fftce  that  a  child  wonld  dimb  to  kiss ! 
Trae  and  tender  and  brave  and  Just, 
That  man  might  honw  and  woman  trust. 

— WHrrriBB,  John  Grbenleap,  1857,  The 
Prophecy  qf  Samuel  SewaU, 


A  strong,  gentle,  and  great  man  was; 
Samuel  Sewall,  great  by  almost  every 
measure  of  greatness, — moral  courage, 
honor,  benevolence,  learning,  eloquence, 
intellectual  force  and  breadth  and  bright- 
ness.— Tyler,  Moses  Coit,  1878,  A  His- 
tory of  American  Literature,  1676-1765, 
vol.  II,  p.  99. 

Sewall  was  a  representative  of  the  most 
devout  English  Puritans,  but  he  was  of  a 
submissive,  not  an  aggressive  temper. 
He  was  honestly  attached  to  the  old 
church  and  state  government  of  the  early 
settlers.      His    political    and   religious 
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principles  were  thoroughly  Puritan,  and  he 
had  an  almost  morbid  dislike  of  innova- 
tions of  all  sorts.  .  .  .  The  character 
and  behavior  of  Sewall  and  men  like  him 
were  the  prevailing  cause  of  the  over- 
throw of  the  charter  government. — Lodge, 
Henry  Cabot,  1878,  The  Last  of  the  Puri- 
tans, Magazine  of  American  History,  vol. 
2,  p.  645. 

Judge  Sewall  is  better  known  to  us  in 
both  his  outer  and  inner  being,  in  all  his 
elements,  composition,  and  manifestation 
of  character,  in  his  whole  personal,  domes- 
tic, social,  official,  and  religious  life,  than 
is  any  other  individual  in  our  local  history 
of  two  hundred  and  fifty  years.  And  this 
is  true  not  only  of  himself,  but  through 
his  pen,  curiously  active,  faithful,  candid, 
kind,  impartial,  and  even  just,  his  own 
times  stand  revealed  and  described  to  us, 
as  if  by  thousands  of  daguerreotypes  and 
repeating  telephones. — Elus,  George  E., 
1884,  Address  on  Samuel  SewaU,  Oct,  26. 

He  was  an  amiable  and  honorable  man, 
whose  outer  and  inner  life  for  fifty-six 
years,  laid  open  upon  the  pages  of  his 
private  Diary,  bears  the  light  as  few  men's 
lives  could  do,  but  he  had  a  leaning 
toward  creature  comforts  and  respect 
for  shillings  and  pence  prophetic  of  the 
Yankee  constitution. — Bates,  Katharine 
Lee,  1897,  American  Literature,  p.  37. 

Sewall,though  he  seems  opinionated,nar- 
row,  mercenary,  and  over  frugal,  as  seen 
by  the  light  of  to-day,  should  be  judged 
by  the  ethics  of  historical  criticism — that 
is,  regarded  in  the  environment  of  his 
age,  in  the  atmosphere  and  circumstances 
of  Puritan  New  England.  Thus  viewed, 
his  was  certainly  a  kindly,  wise,  thought- 
ful, prudent,  helpful,  honourable,  and 
fruitful  life.  Even  those  dark  days  of  his 
life,  his  brief  but  sad  part  in  the  Salem 
Witchcraft,  are  glorified  by  his  noble 
public  penitence  therefor  in  later  life. — 
Earle,  Alice  Morse,  1897,  ''A  Puritan 
Pepys,'*  The  Bookman,  vol.  5,  p.  425. 

DIARY 

Throughout  we  find  evidences  that  he 
was  a  devout  Puritan,  a  worthy  member 
of  the  Old  South  Church  in  Boston.  His 
prayers  and  fasts  were  numerous,  and 
doubtless  genuine.  His  early  training  in 
theology  gives  a  flavor,  always  apparent, 
to  his  reflections.  It  is,  however,  as 
difficult  to  make  satisfactory  selections 
from  Sewall  as  it  always  has  been  from 


Pepys  or  Evelyn.  The  interest  of  the 
work  lies  not  so  much  in  any  particular 
part  as  in  the  aggregation  of  the  details 
of  the  whole  record.  In  this  volume  we 
have  the  daily  life  of  a  Bostonian  recorded 
for  fifteen  years.  We  enter  imperceptibly 
into  a  knowledge  of  his  surroundings,  his 
joys  and  sorrows,  his  cares  and  his  suc- 
cesses. We  learn  when  his  children  are 
born,  when  they  are  ill,  and  when  they 
die.  We  know,  above  all,  about  the 
daily  occurrences  of  the  town  at  a  time 
when  newspapers  were  not  and  the 
reporter  was  unimagined. —  Whitmore, 
W.  H.,  1878,  Sewalis  Diary,  The  Nation, 
vol.  27,  p.  287. 

Judge  SewalPs  **Diary"  is  essentially 
a  work  of  historical  reference.  It  can 
never  be  a  popular  book,  or  even  in  con- 
siderable demand  with  general  readers. 
There  is  too  much  uninteresting  detail  in 
it ;  nor  is  the  subject  in  any  aspect  a  large 
or  inviting  one.  To  the  student  of  New 
England  history,  however,  it  is  a  mine  of 
necessary  information. — Adams,  Charles 
Francis,  Jr.,  1882,  SewaWs  Diary,  The 
Nation,  vol.  35,  p.  77. 

In  these  many  pages  of  Sewall  we  find 
traces  of  austerity,  narrowness,  bigotry, 
pettiness,  and  (in  the  witchcraft  matter) 
fatal  delusion;  but  we  are  still  more 
impressed  with  the  writer's  sincerity, 
constant  endeavor  to  do  right,  and  faith- 
ful adherence  to  those  principles  of  duty 
which  are  the  foundation  of  society.  The 
little  details  of  his  life  are  no  more  trivial 
than  would  be  those  of  most  men,  if  writ- 
ten down  as  fully ;  the  records  of  an  old 
man's  courtships,  melancholy — amusing  as 
they  are, — and  it  should  be  said  that  they 
ought  not  to  have  been  printed, — reveal 
nothing  morally  discreditable;  and  even 
in  the  witchcraft  error,  let  us  not  forget 
that  Sewall  shared  his  mistake  with  hun- 
dreds of  the  most  learned  and  devout 
men  of  this  time,  in  both  hemispheres; 
that  his  part  in  the  executions  was  no 
greater  than  that  of  others  of  high  stand- 
ing in  England  and  America ;  and  that, 
more  fully  than  any  of  them,  he  publicly 
and  privately  recanted. — Richardson, 
Charles  F.,  1887,  American  Literature, 
1607-1885,  vol.  I,  p.  108. 

It  is  perhaps  the  only  book  of  the  Colonial 
period  that  can  be  read  through  with  pleas- 
ure.—Hawthorne,  Julian  and  Lemmon, 
Leonard,  1891,  American  Literature,  p.  6. 
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Has  been  compared  with  the  more 
famous  '*  Diary"  of  Samuel  Pepys,  which 
it  resembles  in  its  confidential  character 
and  the  completeness  of  its  self-revela- 
tion, but  to  which  it  is  as  much  inferior 
in  historical  interest  as  '"  the  petty 
province  here"  was  inferior  in  political 
and  social  importance  to  '*  Britain  far 
away."  For  the  most  part  it  is  a  chron- 
icle or  small  beer,  the  diarist  jotting 
down  the  minutiaB  of  his  domestic  life 
and  private  affairs,  even  to  the  recording 
of  such  haps  as  this :  ' '  March  23, 1  had  my 
hair  cut  by  G.  Barret."  But  it  also 
affords  instructive  glimpses  of  public 
events,  such  as  King  Philip's  War,  the 
Quaker  troubles,  the  English  Revolution 
of  1688,  etc.— Beers,  Henry  A.,  1895, 
Initial  Studies  in  American  Letters^  p.  31. 

We  have  no  other  book  like  it ;  per- 
haps no  other  storehouse  of  old  ways  and 
social  life  so  abundant  as  it.  Sewall 
never  took  the  time  or  the  pstins,  being 
too  busy,  to  get  himself  a  well-mannered 
style  and  fixed  forms  as  a  literary  man. 
Perhaps  the  exacting,  and  even  narrow, 
zeal  of  Puritanism,  always  unfavorable  to 
art,  dissuaded  him.  Yet  there  are  not 
lacking  passages  in  his  Diary  and  Letter 
Book  which  show  his  ability  to  have  writ- 
ten the  strongest,  well-ordered  English 
had  he  willed  it.— Chamberlain,  N.  H., 
1897,  Samuel  Sewall  and  the  World  he 
Lived  Iriy  Preface,  p.  viii. 

Inferior  in  literary  merit  to  Elvelyn  and 
Pepys,  Sewall  may  yet  be  classed  with 
his  two  contemporary  diarists ;  resembling 
the  former  in  the  piety  which  tinges  his 
journal,  and  the  latter  in  the  variety  of 
his  scope  and  the  personal,  even  trivial, 
nature  of  much  that  he  records.  .  .  . 
Like  many  people  who  have  launched  into 
autobiography,  this  aged  charmer  does 
not  know  when  to  close  his  diary,  and  his 
biographer  thinks  it  only  right  to  punish 
him  for  his  indiscretion  by  giving  to  the 
world  some  of  his  l^ter  entries  along  with 
the  rest.  Shall  we  regard  his  autumnal 
frivolity  as  one  more  proof  that  human 
nature  will  not  be  denied  its  rights,  and, 
if  forced  to  conform  to  a  strait-laced  Puri- 
tanism in  its  springtime,  will  kick  up  its 
heels  in  old  age?— Bicknell,  Percy 
Pavob,  1897,  A  Glimpse  of  Puritan  New 
England,  The  Dial,  vd.  23,  pp.  328,  329. 

On  the  whole.  Judge  SewalPs  diary  is 
not  cheerful  reading,  but  the  grayness  of 


its  atmosphere  is  mainly  due  to  the 
unlovely  aspect  of  colonial  life,  to  the 
rigors  of  an  inclement  climate  not  yet 
subdued  by  the  forces  of  a  luxurious  civil- 
ization, and  by  a  too  constant  considera- 
tion of  the  probabilities  of  being  eternally 
damned. — Reppuer,  Agnes,  1897,  The 
Deathless  Diary,  Varia,  p.  58. 

His  diary  presents  a  vivid  picture  of  the 
public  and  private  life  of  the  time,  besides 
disclosing  a  singularly  pure,  manly,  and 
gentle  character.— Noble,  Charles,  1898, 
Studies  in  American  Literature,  pp.  47,  48. 

Gives  very  interesting  and  sometimes 
very  amusing  pictures  of  the  man  and  the 
times — the  harmless  vanity,  love  of  crea- 
ture comforts,  hatred  of  wigs,  and  min- 
gled shrewdness  and  simplicity  of  the  one ; 
the  political  troubles,  quaint  customs, 
sympathetic  piety,  and  abundance  of 
human  nature  (regenerate  and  unregen- 
erate)  in  the  other.— Bronson,  Walter 
C,  1900,  A  Short  History  of  American 
Literature,  p.  34. 

GENERAL 

I  have  called  Samuel  Sewall  ''A  Puritan 
Pepys, "  and  the  description  is  by  no  means 
so  fanciful  as  might  be  supposed.  From 
the  fact  that  they  were  in  a  measure  con- 
temporary, a  comparison  of  the  two  dia- 
rists is  obvious,  but  the  first  impression 
is  of  the  strange  contrast  between  them 
rather  than  of  any  similarity.  Pepys  was 
twenty  years  older  than  Sewall,  and  his 
diary  ceases  nearly  six  years  before  that 
of  the  latter  begins.  Pepys  lived  in  Lon- 
don, the  great  metropolis  of  a  great 
nation.  .  .  .  Between  the  gay  poli- 
tician of  the  Restoration  and  the  grave 
Puritan  judge  there  is  a  marked  and  inter- 
esting likeness.  Possibly  certain  fixed 
qualities  of  mind  and  character  must  be 
common  to  all  good  diarists,  but,  however 
this  may  be,  if  Pepys  had  been  brought 
up  as  a  Puritan  and  lived  in  New  England, 
one  cannot  help  thinking  that  he  would 
have  been  much  like  Sewall. — Lodge, 
Henry  Cabot,  1884,  Studies  in  History, 
pp.  24,  25. 

Justice  Sewall  was  a  strong  writer  on 
many  topics.  He  was  one  of  the  first  to 
protest  against  African  slavery.  His 
little  tract,  **The  Selling  of  Joseph,"  a 
powerful  and  impassionate  plea  against 
this  evil,  is  still  readable. — Pattee,  Fred 
Lewis,  1896,  A  History  of  American  Lit- 
erature, p,  45. 
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Elijah  Fenton 

•    1683-1730. 

An  English  poet,  dramatist,  and  biographer;  born  at  Shelton,  Staffordshire,  May 
20,  1683 ;  died  in  Berkshire,  August  (not  July),  1730.  He  worked  with  Pope  at  the 
translation  of  the  Odyssey,  wrote  **Mariamne,"  a  tragedy,  and  produced  a  **Hymn  to 
the  Sun,"  with  other  verse  displaying  taste  and  talent. — Warner,  Charles  Dudley, 
1897,  ed.y  Biographical  Dictionary  of  Anthors,  Library  of  the  WorlcCs  Best  lAteraturey 
vol.  XXIX,  p.  183. 


PERSONAL 

The  lazy  Mr.  Fenton  has  obeyed  your 
commands,  and  wrote  for  the  notes  in  a 
huge  long  letter  of  at  least  three  lines. 
I  am  now  in  hopes  he  will  not  lose  the  use 
of  writing  and  speaking.  I  will  tell  you  a 
true  story:  When  he  was  with  me  at 
Sturston  he  often  fished;  this  gave  him 
an  opportunity  of  sitting  still,  and  being 
silent ;  but  he  left  it  off  because  the  fish 
bit.  He  could  not  bear  the  fatigue  of 
pulling  up  the  rod  and  baiting  the  hook. 
— BROOBiB,  WiLUAM,  1725-6,  Letter  to 
Alexander  Pope,  Jan,  2. 

I  Intended  to  write  to  you  on  this  mel- 
ancholy subject,  the  death  of  Mr.  Fenton, 
before  y"  came;  but  stay'd  to  have 
informed  myself  &  you  of  y*  circum- 
stances of  it.  All  I  hear  is,  that  he  felt 
a  Gradual  Decay,  tho  so  early  in  Life,  & 
was  declining  for  5  or  6  months.  It  was 
not,  as  I  apprehended,  the  Gout  in  his 
Stomach,  but  I  believe  rather  a  Complica- 
tion first  of  Gross  Humours,  as  he  was 
naturally  corpulent,  not  discharging 
themselves,  as  he  used  no  sort  of  Exer- 
cise. No  man  better  bore  y^  approaches 
of  his  Dissolution  (as  I  am  told)  or  with 
less  ostentation  yielded  up  to  his  Being. 
The  great  Modesty  w'''*  you  know  was 
natural  to  him,  and  y*"  great  Contempt  he 
had  for  all  Sorts  of  Vanity  &  Parade, 
never  appeared  more  than  in  his  last 
moments :  He  had  a  conscious  Satisfac- 
tion (no  doubt)  in  acting  right,  in  feeling 
himself  honest,  true,  &  unpretending  to 
more  than  was  his  own.  So  he  dyed,  as 
he  lived,  with  that  secret,  yet  sufficient, 
Contentment.  ...  I  shall  with  pleasure 
take  upon  me  to  draw  this  amiable,  quiet, 
deserving,  unpretending  Christian  and 
Philosophical  character,  in  His  Epitaph. 
.  .  .  Let  us  love  his  Memory,  and  profit 
by  his  example.— Pope,  Alexander,  1730, 
Letter  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Broome^  Arig.  29. 
This  modest  Stone,  what  few  vain  Marbles 

can, 
May  truly  say,  Here  lies  an  honest  Man: 
A  Poet,  blest  beyond  the  Poet's  fate, 


Whom  Heav'n  kept  sacred  from  the  Proud 

and  Great : 
Foe  to  load  Praise,  and  Friend  to  learned 

Ease, 
Ckmtent  with  Science  in  the  Yale  of  Peace. 
Calmly  he  looked  on  either  Life,  and  here 
Saw  nothing  to  regret,  or  there  to  fear; 
From  Nature's  temp'rate  feast  rose  satisfy'd, 
Thank'd  Heav'n  that  he  had  liv'd,  and  that 

he  died. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1730,  On  Mr.  Eli- 
jah Fenton ;  at  Easthamstead  in  Berks. 

Whoever  mentioned  Fenton,  mentioned 
him  with  honour.  .  .  .  Fenton  was 
tall  and  bulky,  inclined  to  corpulence, 
which  he  did  not  lessen  by  much  exercise ; 
for  he  was  very  sluggish  and  sedentary, 
rose  late,  and  when  he  had  risen,  sat 
down  to  his  books  or  papers.  .  .  Of 
his  morals  and  his  conversation  the 
account  is  uniform ;  he  was  never  named 
but  with  praise  and  fondness,  as  a  man  in 
the  highest  degree  amiable  and  excellent. 
—Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Fenton, 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

His  character  was  that  of  an  amiable 
but  indolent  man,  who  drank,  in  his  great 
chair,  two  bottles  of  port  wine  a  day. — 
Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of 
the  British  Poets. 

GENERAL 
Sweet  Fancy's  bloom  in  Fenton*s  lay  appears, 
And  the  ripe  judgment  of  instmctive  years. 

—Savage,   Richard,   1729,    The    Wan- 
derer. 

As  the  plan  of  this  play  [**Mariamne,"] 
is  regular,  simple,  and  interesting,  so  are 
the  sentiments  no  less  masterly,  and  the 
■characters  graphically  distinguished.  It 
contains  likewise  many  beautiful  strokes 
of  poetry. — Gibber,  Theophilus,  1753, 
Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  iv,  p.  170. 

Fenton  seems  to  have  had  some  peculiar 
system  of  versification.  **Mariamne''  is 
written  in  lines  of  ten  syllables,  with  few 
of  those  redundant  terminations  which 
the  drama  not  only  admits  but  requires, 
as    more    nearly    approaching    to    real 
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dialo^e.  The  tenor  of  his  verse  is  so  uni- 
form that  it  cannot  be  thought  casual; 
and  yet  upon  what  principle  he  so  con- 
structed it,  is  difScult  to  discover.  .  .  . 
Of  his  petty  poems  some  are  very  trifling, 
without  any  thing  to  be  praised  either  in 
the  thought  or  expression,  tie  is  unlucky 
in  his  competition ;  he  tells  the  same  idle 
tale  with  Congreve,  and  does  not  tell  it  so 
well.  He  translates  from  Ovid  the  same 
epistle  as  Pope ;  but  I  am  afraid  not  with 
equal  happiness.  To  examine  his  per- 
formances one  by  one  would  be  tedious. 
His  translation  from  Homer  into  blank 
verse  will  find  few  readers,  while  another 
can  be  had  in  rhyme.  The  piece  addressed 
to  Lambarde  is  no  disagreeable  specimen 
of  epistolary  poetry ;  and  his  ode  to  the 
lord  Gower  was  pronounced  by  Pope  the 
next  ode  in  the  English  language  to  Dry- 
den's  ** Cecilia.''  Fenton  may  be  justly 
styled  an  excellent  versifier  and  a  good 
poet. — ^Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  -Pen- 
ion,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

A  survey  of  Fenton's  works  shows  a 
striking  reproduction  on  his  part  of  most 
of  the  species  of  poetry  cultivated  by  Pope. 
Fenton  has  a  pastoral  (Florelio)  to  cor- 
respond to  Pope's  fourth  and  favourite 
Pastoral ;  a  paraphrase  of  the  14th  chap- 
ter of  Isaiah  to  correspond  to  Pope's 
''Messiah";  an  epistle  from  ''Sappho  to 
Phceon, "  Epistles,  Prologues,  and  Trans- 
lations and  Imitations  of  Horace.  Fenton 
was  a  thorough  master  of  versification, 
and  excelled  Pope  in  his  command  of  a 
variety  of  metres.  His  "Ode  to  Lord 
Gower"  (which  Pope  placed  next  in  merit 
to  Dryden's  "St.  Cecilia")  avoids  the 
faults  committed  by  Pope  in  his  own 
"Pindaric"  essay;  and  his  blank  verse 
translation  of  the  11th  book  of  the 
"Odyssey'*  is  dignified  without  heaviness. 
Fenton's  tragedy  of  "Mariamne"  seems 
to  have  owed  its  success  in  part  to  the 
judicious  suggestions  of  the  author  of 
"Oroonoko. " —  Ward,  Adolphus  Wil- 
liam, 1869,  erf..  Poetical  Works  of  Alex- 
ander Pope,  p.  460,  note. 

No  poet,  though  a  man  with  poetic 
tastes. — ^Adams,  W.  H.  Davenport,  1886, 
Good  Queen  Anne,  vol.  ii,  p.  331. 

Fenton  is  styled  by  Johnson  "an  excel- 
lent versifier  and  a  good  poet."  He  had, 
indeed,  caught  the  trick  of  Pope's  versifi- 
cation with  such  success  that  it  has  never 
been  possible  to  distinguish  his  share  of 


the  version  of  the  "Odyssey"  from 
Pope's  by  internal  evidence.  It  is  ques- 
tionable whether  he  deserves  the  appel- 
lation of  poet.  His  most  considerable 
pieces,  the  "Hymn  to  the  Sun,"  the  ode 
to  Lord  Gower,  the  elegy  on  Lord 
Blandford,  the  "Epistles,"  are  at  most 
agreeable  exercises  in  metre,  and  his 
general  good  taste  does  not  preserve  him 
from  some  rather  ludicrous  lapses.  Per- 
haps his  most  memorable  couplet  is  one  in 
which  he  completely  inverts  the  conclu- 
sions of  modem  science  respecting  the 
origin  of  the  human  species : — 

Foes  to  the  tribe  from  which  they  trace 

their  clan, 
As  monkeys  draw  *their  pedigree  from 

man. 

His  tragedy  exhibits  considerable  ability, 
but  rather  that  of  a  playwright  than  of  a 
poet.  Mariamne's  fate  had  already  been 
the  subject  of  one  of  Calderon's  greatest 
plays,  of  which  Fenton  probably  never 
heard.  His  lighter  pieces  are  not  defi- 
cient in  sprightliness,  but  the  humour  is 
far  inferior  to  that  of  his  model  Prior. 
On  the  whole  he  must  be  classed  with 
those  to  whom  poetry  has  been  rather  an 
amusement  than  an  inspiration  or  an 
art.  The  testimony  to  his  character  is 
very  high  and  uniform.  "He  was  never," 
says  his  pupil  Orrery,  "named  but  with 
praise  and  fondness,  as  a  man  in  the 
highest  degree  amiable  and  excellent." 
In  face  of  this  evidence,  which  is  amply 
confirmed  by  particular  anecdotes,  the 
assertion  that  he  spoke  ungratefully  of 
Pope  may  be  dinmissed  as  groundless. 
He  seems  to  have  had  no  fault  except  the 
indolence  which  shortened  his  life. — 
Garnett,  Richard,  1889,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xviii,  p.  323. 

He  seems  to  have  been  one  of  those 
beings  who  are  generally  and  perhaps 
rather  selfishly  beloved,  because,  while 
known  to  possess  fine  powers,  they  make 
little  eflFort  to  use  them  in  their  own  behalf. 
His  poems,  which  occasionally  show 
glimpses  of  genius,  exhibit  his  character 
much  in  the  same  light  as  his  letters  to 
Broome,  suggesting  something  of  Swift's 
contempt  for  mankind,  mixed  with  a  gen- 
eral kindliness  and  benevolence,  and  a 
strong  vein  of  religious  feeling. — Court- 
hope,  William  John,  1889,  The  Life  of 
Alexander  Pope,  Works,  erf.,  Elivin  and 
Courthope,  vol.  v,  p.  196. 
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Laurence  Echard 

1670?-173a 

A  voluminous  historian,  at  one  time  very  popular,  now  seldom  read.  Born  at  Cas- 
sam,  near  Beccles,  in  Suffolk,  about  1671.  His  first  important  work  was  ''The  Roman 
History,  from  the  building  of  the  City  to  the  perfect  settlement  of  the  Empire  by 
Augustus  Caesar," — fourth  edition  published  in  1699.  In  1702  was  published  **A 
General  Ecclesiastical  History,  from  the  Nativity  of  our  blessed  Saviour,  to  the  estab- 
lishment of  Christianity  by  human  laws,  under  the  emperor  Constantino  the  Great ; 
containing  the  space  of  about  313  years ;  with  so  much  of  the  Jewish  and  Roman  his- 
tory as  is  necessary  and  convenient  to  illustrate  the  work ;  to  which  is  added  a  large 
Chronological  Table  of  all  the  Roman  and  ecclesiastical  affairs,  included  in  the  same 
period  of  time."  In  1707  Echard  became  prebendary  of  Lincoln,  and  chaplain  to  the 
bishop  of  that  diocese,  publishing  in  the  same  year  the  first  part  of  his  most  widely 
known  work,  **The  History  of  England,  from  the  first  entrance  of  Julius  Caesar  and  the 
Romans."  In  1712  Echard  was  installed  archdeacon  of  Stowe,  and  in  1718  he  pub- 
lished the  second  and  third  volumes  of  his  history,  bringing  the  work  down  to  the  Rev- 
olution. Echard  published  a  number  of  other  original  works  and  translations,  now 
forgotten.    He  died  in  1730. — Moulton,  Charles  Wells,  1901. 


GENERAL 

"The  Ecclesiastical  History"  of  Mr. 
Laurence  Echard  is  the  best  of  its  kind 
in  the  English  tongue.— Prideaux,  Hum- 
phrey, 1716-18,  Connection  of  the  Old 
and  New  Testament  in  the  History  cf  the 
Jews  and  Neighboring  Nations. 

King  George  hath  given  300  libs,  to 
Mr.  Laurence  Eachard,  for  his  '^  History 
of  England,"  which  is  dedicated  to  king 
George.  I  suppose  'tis  a  most  roguish, 
whiggish  thing,  much  such  as  what  Ken- 
nett  writes.  I  have  not  read  it.  Such 
writers  ought  to  be  laid  aside.  Yet  I  hear 
that  Dr.  Prideaux,  dean  of  Norwich, 
mightily  commends  this  Eachard's 
** Church  History."  But  Prideaux  is  a 
great  whig  himself,  tho'  a  good  scholar. 
Indeed  Eachard  hath  a  good  pen,  but  he 
does  not  look  into,  much  less  follow,  orig- 
inal authors.— Hearne,  Thomas,  1718, 
ReliquuB  Heamianoe,  ed.  Bliss,  April  27, 
vol.  II,  /?.  61. 

The  clearness  of  your  method,  and  the 
perspicuity  of  your  language,  are  two  very 
great  excellencies,  which  I  admire.  I  am 
singularly  pleased  with  the  refreshing 
divisions  of  your  matter,  and  the  chrono- 
logical distinction  of  the  several  parts  of 
your  history.  ...  I  neither  admire 
many  of  the  authors  which  you  cite,  nor 
your  way  of  citing  them :  and  I  have  some 
reason  to  think  I  am  not  singular  in  either. 
Many  of  the  authors  that  are  cited  by  you 
have  so  little  credit  in  the  world  as  to  be 
far  from  giving  sufficient  warrant  to  jus- 
tify your  inserting  things  from  them  into 
an  history  that  should  give  an  account  to 


posterity  of  past  transactions.  And  your 
way  of  citing  them  is  liable  to  very  great 
objections.— Calamy,  Edmund,  1718, 
Letter  to  Mr.  Archdeacon  Echard  upon 
occasion  of  his  History  of  England. 

More  distinguished  as  an  historian  than 
apoet.— CiBBER,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives 
of  the  Poets,  vol.  iv,  p.  198. 

Laurence  Echard,  A.  M.,  was  a  person 
of  some  estimation  amongst  his  contem- 
poraries, but  who  is  little  known  to  us. 
— Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biographical 
History  of  England,  vol.  in,  pp.  106,  107. 

He  was  familiar  with  the  powerful,  was 
renowned  as  the  chief  historian  of  the 
time,  and  might  well  believe  himself  des- 
tined for  immortality.  .  .  .  The  fame 
of  Echard,  so  imposing  to  his  contem- 
poraries, has  long  since  passed  away.  He 
now  neither  aw^ens  envy  nor  merits 
attention.  He  was,  however,  successful 
in  carrying  off  the  emoluments  of  litera- 
ture. .  .  .  But  no  one  of  Echard's 
works  rises  above  the  level  of  a  third-rate 
writer,  or  have  found  admirers  among 
posterity.— Lawrence,  Eugene,  1855,  The 
Lives  of  the  British  Historians,  vol.  I. 

Echard's  ** History,"  though  it  gave 
rise  to  many  adverse  criticisms,  retained 
its  popularity  until  it  was  superseded  by 
Tindal's  translation  of  Rapin.  It  is  chiefly 
remarkable  for  the  insertion  of  Captain 
Lindsey's  astonishing  narrative  concern- 
ing Cromwell's  interview  with  the  devil 
on  the  morning  of  the  battle  of  Worces- 
ter.—Barker,  G.  F.  Russell,  1888,  Dic- 
tionary of  National  Biography,  vol.  xvi,  p. 
351. 
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Daniel  Defoe 

1661?-1731. 

Born  [Daniel  Foe,  name  changed  to  Defoe  in  1703,]  in  Cripplegate,  1660  or  1661. 
To  school  at  Newington  Green,  1674  or  1675.  Went  into  business  about  1685  [  ?]. 
Sided  with  Monmouth  in  Rebellion,  1685.  Liveryman  of  City  of  London,  26  Jan.  1688. 
With  William's  army,  1688.  Bankrupt,  about  1692  [  ?].  Accountant  to  the  Com- 
missioners of  the  Glass  Duty,  1695-99.  Vigorous  partisan  of  King  William.  Prose- 
cuted for  libelling  the  Church,  1703.  Sentenced  to  fine,  pillory,  and  imprisonment 
during  Queen's  pleasure,  July  1703.  Stood  in  pillory,  which  populace  guarded  and 
wreathed  with  flowers,  July  1703.  Imprisoned  in  Newgate.  Released  from  prison, 
Aug.  1704.  Wrote  "The  Review,"  Feb.  1704  to  June  1713.  Sent  to  Edinburgh  as 
secret  agent  in  favour  of  Union,  autumn  1706.  Returned  to  England,  spring  1708. 
On  another  mission  to  Scotland,  1708 ;  again  in  1712.  Active  political  controver- 
sialist and  pamphleteer.  Prosecuted  for  libel  and  imprisoned,  22  April  1713,  but  par- 
doned immediately.  Found  guilty  of  libelling  Lord  Annesley,  12  July  1715,  but 
escaped  sentence.  Wrote  periodical  **Mercurius  Politicus,"  1716-20 ;  edited  **  Mist's 
Journal,"  Aug.  1717  to  Oct.  1724.  Started  ''Whitehall  Evening  Post, "  1718,  and 
"Daily  Post,"  1719;  wrote  in  ''Whitehall  Evening  Post, "  1718-20;  in  "Daily  Post," 
1719-25;  in  "Applebee's  Journal,"  1720-26.  Died,  in  Moorfields,  26  April  1731. 
Buried  in  Bunhill  Fields.  Works:  k  complete  list  of  Defoe's  works,  numbering 
upwards  of  250,  is  given  in  William  Lee's  "Life  of  Defoe,"  1869.  His  political, 
religious,  and  social  Controversial  Tracts  date  from  1694  to  1731.  In  fiction,  some 
of  his  best-known  works  are ;  "The  Life  and  Strange  Surprising  Adventures  of  Robin- 
son Crusoe,"  1719;  "The  Further  Adventures  of  Robinson  Crusoe,"  1719;  "Life  of 
Captain  Singleton,"  1720;  "Moll  Flanders,"  1722;  "Journal  of  the  Plague  Year," 
1722;  "Life  of  John  Sheppard,"  1724.  Collected  Works:  "A  True  Collection  of  the 
Writings  of  the  Author  of  The  True  Bom  Englishman,  Corrected  by  Himself"  (anon.), 
1703;  "Novels,"  1810;  "Novels  and  Miscellaneous  Works,"  20  vols.,  1840-41; 
"Works,"  with  memoir  by  Hazlitt,  1840-43.  Lt/e,  by  W.  Lee,  1869.— Sharp,  R. 
Parquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  ^  English  Authors,  p.  76. 


PERSONAL 

Daniel  Db-Foe 

Born  1661 

Died  1731 

Author  op 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE. 


This  moiiiixneiit  is  the  result  of  an  appeal, 

in  the  * 'Christian  World'*  newspaper, 

to  the  boys  and  girls  of  England,  for  funds 

to  place  a  suitable  memorial  upon  the  grave 

of 

Daniel  De-Foe. 

It  represents  the  united  contributions 

of  seventeen  hundred  persons. 

Sepfcr.  1870. 

—Inscription  on  Monument,  Erected 
1870. 

Whereas  Daniel  De  Foe,  alias  De 
Fooe,  is  charged  with  writing  a  scan- 
dalous and  seditious  pamphlet,  entitled 
"The  Shortest  Way  with  the  Dissenters;'' 
he  is  a  middle-sized,  spare  man,  about 
forty  years  old,  of  a  brown  complexion, 
and  dark  brown-coloured  hair,  but  wears 
a  wig;  a  hooked  nose,  a  sharp  chin, 
gray  eyes,  and  a  large  mole  near  his 


mouth;  was  born  in  London,  and  for 
many  years  was  a  hose-factor,  in  Free- 
man's yard,  in  Gomhill,  and  now  is 
owner  of  the  brick  and  pantile  works  near 
Tilbury  Fort,  in  Essex.  Whoever  shall 
discover  the  said  Daniel  De  Foe  to  one  of 
her  majesty's  principal  secretaries  of 
state,  or  any  of  her  majesty's  justices  of 
the  peace,  so  as  he  may  be  apprehended, 
shall  have  a  reward  of  fifty  pounds,  which 
her  majesty  has  ordered  immediately  to 
be  paid  on  such  discovery. — London 
Gazette,  1702-3,  Proclamaiion,  Jan.  10. 

The  person  who  discovered  Daniel  Foe 
— for  whom  a  reward  of  £50  was  promised 
in  the  Gazette — sends  to  me  for  his  money, 
but  does  not  care  to  appear  himself.  If, 
therefore,  your  lordship  will  order  the 
sum  to  be  paid  to  Mr.  Armstrong,  1  will 
take  care  that  the  person  shall  have  it 
who  discovered  the  said  Foe,  and  upon 
whose  information  he  was  apprehended. — 
Nottingham,  1703,  Letter  to  Godolphin, 
May ;  Calendar  Treasury  Papers,  vol.  ii, 
p.  153. 

One  of  those  authors  (the  fellow  that 
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was  pilloried,  I  have  forgot  his  name)  is 
indeed  so  grave,  sententious,  dogmatical 
a  rogue,  that  there  is  no  enduring  him. — 
Swift,  Jonathan,  1708,  A  Letter  from  a 
Member  of  the  House  of  Commxms  in  Ireland 
to  a  Member  of  the  House  of  Commons  in 
England,  concerning  the  Sacramental  Test. 

I  remember  an  Author  in  the  World 
some  years  ago,  who  was  generally 
upbraided  with  Ignorance,  and  called  an 
** Illiterate  Fellow,"  by  some  of  the  Beau- 
Monde  of  the  last  Age.  ...  I  hap- 
pened to  come  into  this  Person's  Study 
once,  and  I  found  him  busy  translating  a 
Description  of  the  Course  of  the  River 
Boristhenes,  out  of  Bleau^s  Geography, 
written  in  Spanish.  Another  Time  I 
found  him  translating  some  Latin  Para- 
graphs out  of  Leubinitz  Theatri  Cometiciy 
being  a  learned  Discourse  upon  Comets ; 
and  that  I  might  see  whether  it  was  gen- 
uine, I  looked  on  some  part  of  it  that  he 
had  finished,  and  found  by  it  that  he  under- 
stood the  Latin  very  well,  and  had  per- 
fectly taken  the  sense  of  that  difficult 
Author.  In  short,  I  found  he  understood 
the  Latin,  the  Spanish,  the  Italian,  and 
could  read  the  Greek,  and  I  knew  before 
that  he  spoke  French  fluently — yet  this 
Man  was  no  Scholar.  As  to  Science,  on 
another  Occasion,  I  heard  him  dispute  (in 
such  a  manner  as  surprised  me)  upon  the 
motions  of  the  Heavenly  Bodies,  the  Dis- 
tance, Magnitude,  Revolutions,  and  espe- 
cially the  Influences  of  the  Planets,  the 
Nature  and  probable  Revolutions  of 
Comets,  the  excellency  of  the  New  Phi- 
losphy,  and  the  like ;  but  this  Man  was  no 
Scholar.  .  .  .  This  put  me  upon  won- 
dering, ever  so  long  ago,  what  this  strange 
Thing  called  a  Man  of  Learning  was,  and 
what  is  it  that  constitutes  a  Scholar? 
For,  said  I,  here's  a  man  speaks  five  Lan- 
guages and  reads  the  Sixth,  is  a  master 
of  Astronomy,  Geography,  History,  and 
abundance  of  other  useful  Knowledge 
(which  I  do  not  mention,  that  you  may 
not  guess  at  the  Man,  who  is  too  Modest 
to  desire  it),  and  yet,  they  say  this  Man 
is  no  Scholar. — Defoe,  Daniel,  1720-26, 
Applebee's  Journal. 

De  Foe,  a  man  of  talents,  but  of  indif- 
ferent character,  was  the  darling  of  the 
whig  mob,  and  the  contempt  of  men  of 
genius,  because  he  disgraced  himself  by 
every  low  artfice  as  a  writer.  He  wrote 
poetry,    and    on    politics;    and    was    a 


plagiary.— Noble,  Mark,   1806,  A  Bio- 
graphical History  of  England,  vol.  ii,  p.  306. 

That  De  Foe  was  a  man  of  powerful 
intellect  and  lively  imagination,  is  obvious 
from  his  works ;  that  he  was  possessed  of 
an  ardent  temper,  a  resolute  courage,  and 
an  unwearied  spirit  of  enterprise,  is  ascer- 
tained by  the  events  of  his  changeful 
career :  and  whatever  may  be  thought  of 
that  rashness  and  improvidence  by  which 
his  progress  in  life  was  so  frequently 
impeded,  there  seems  no  reason  to  withold 
from  him  the  praise  of  .  .  .  integrity,  sin- 
cerity, and  consistency. —  Ballantyne, 
John,  1810,  ed.  De  Foe's  Novels,  Edinburgh 
ed..  Memoir. 

When,  or  upon  what  occasion  it  was, 
that  De  Foe  made  the  alteration  in  his 
name,  by  connecting  with  it  the  foreign 
prefix,  no  where  appears.  His  enemies 
said,  he  adopted  it  because  he  would  not 
be  thought  an  Englishman ;  but  this  notion 
seems  to  have  no  other  foundation  than 
the  circumstance  of  his  having,  in  conse- 
quence of  his  zeal  for  King  William, 
attacked  the  prejudices  of  his  countrymen, 
in  his  well-known  satire  of  **The  True- 
bom  Englishman."  Oldmixon  intimates, 
that  it  was  not  until  after  he  had  stood  in 
the  pillory,  that  he  changed  his  name; 
and  Dr.  Browne  tells  us,  that  he  did  it  at 
the  suggestion  of  Harley : 
**HaYe  I  not  changed  by  your  advice  my 


name. 


f » 


But  no  reliance  is  to  be  placed  upon  the 
testimony  of  either  of  these  writers  when 
speaking  of  De  Foe.  His  motive  was, 
probably,  a  dislike  to  his  original  name, 
either  for  its  import,  or  its  harshness ;  or 
he  might  have  been  desirous  of  restoring 
it  to  its  Norman  origin.  —  Wilson, 
Walter,  1830,  Memoirs  of  the  Life  and 
Times  of  Daniel  De  Foe,  vol.  i,  p.  231. 

De  Foe  has  left  one  descendant, — a 
Crusoe  without  a  Friday, — in  an  island  to 
him  a  desert.  .  .  .  There  are  men 
who  may  be  warmed  by  the  reflected  glory 
of  their  ancestors ;  but,  however  elevated 
and  unclouded,  it  falls  feebly  on  the  death- 
bed of  the  forsaken.  .  .  .  Daniel  De 
Foe  wants  no  statue,  and  is  far  beyond 
any  other  want;  but,  alas,  there  is  one 
behind  who  is  not  so.  Let  all  contribute 
one  penny  for  one  year :  poor  James  De 
Foe  has  lived  seventv-seven,  and  his  dim 
eyes  cannot  look  far  into  another.  .  .  . 
It  was  in  the  power  of  Johnson  to  relieve 
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the  granddaughter  of  Milton ;  Mr.  Editor, 
it  is  in  yours,  to  prop  up  the  last  scion 
of  De  Foe.  If  Milton  wrote  the  grandest 
poem  and  the  most  energetic  and  eloquent 
prose  of  any  writer  in  any  country ;  if  he 
stood  erect  before  Tyranny,  and  covered 
with  his  buckler  not  England  only,  but 
nascent  nations;  if  our  great  prophet 
raised  in  vision  the  ladder  that  rose  from 
earth  to  heaven,  with  angels  upon  every 
step  of  it ;  lower  indeed,  but  not  less  use- 
ful, were  the  energies  of  De  Foe.  He 
stimulated  to  enterprise  those  colonies  of 
England  which  extend  over  every  sea,  and 
which  carry  with  them,  from  him,  the 
spirit  and  the  language  that  will  predomi- 
nate throughout  the  world.  Achilles  and 
Homer  will  be  forgotten  before  Crusoe 
and  De  Foe. — Landor,  Walter  Savage, 
1855?  From  The  Times  Newspaper,  Life  by 
Forster,  p,  593. 

Could  the  life  of  this  extraordinary 
man  be  represented  in  a  dramatic  form, 
we  should  behold  him  in  the  utmost 
extremes  of  social  position,  each  explica- 
ble by  his  course  as  an  author.  He  might 
be  seen  the  familiar  and  admired  haiitui 
of  a  Puritan  coffee-house,  ardently  dis- 
cussing the  latest  news  from  the  seat  of 
war,  or  the  local  question  of  the  hour; 
alternating  between  his  hosier's  shop  in 
Comhill  and  the  Dissenters'  chapel  at 
Surrey;  in  arms  for  the  Duke  of  Mon- 
mouth; one  of  the  handsomely-mounted 
escort  of  volunteers  who  attended  William 
and  Miury  from  Whitehall  to  the  Mansion 
house;  a  bankrupt  refugee,  talking  with 
Selkirk  at  the  Red  Lion  Tavern  in  Bristol ; 
the  confidential  visitor  ensconced  in  the 
cabinet  of  William  of  Orange ;  the  occu- 
pant of  a  cell  in  Newgate;  an  honored 
guest  at  Edinburgh,  promoting  the  Union; 
a  secret  ambassador  to  the  Continent ;  the 
delegate  of  the  people,  handing  to  Harley 
a  mammoth  petition ;  the  cynosure  of  a 
hundred  sympathetic  and  respectful  eyes 
as  he  stands  in  the  pillory ;  in  comfortable 
retirement  at  Newington:  and  at  last  a 
victim  of  filial  ingratitude,  his  health 
wasted  in  noble  intellectual  toil,  dying  at 
the  age  of  seventy.  Such  are  few  of  the 
strong  contrasts  which  the  mere  external 
drama  of  De  Foe's  life  presents.  .  .  . 
While  Swift  was  noting  the  banquets  he 
attended  for  the  diversion  of  Stella,  Steele 
dodging  bailiffs  in  his  luxurious  establish- 
ment, Addison,  in    elegant    trim,  paying 


his  court  to  the  Countess  of  Warwick, 
and  Bolingbroke  embodying  his  heartless 
philosophy  in  artificial  rhetoric,  De  Foe 
was  wrestling  for  truth  in  Cripplegate. 
.  .  .  His  contemporary  authors  are 
known  to  us  through  elaborate  and  loving 
memoirs ;  their  portraits  adorn  noble  gal- 
leries ;  scholars  still  emulate  their  works, 
and  glorify  them  in  reviews ;  while  their 
monumental  efSgies  are  clustered  in 
imposing  beauty  in  the  venerable  Abbey. 
Our  knowledge  of  De  Foe's  appearance  is 
chiefly  derived  from  an  advertisment 
describing  him  as  a  fugitive. — ^Tucker- 
man,  Henry  T.,  1857,  Essays,  Biograph- 
ical and  Oritical,  pp.  286,  288. 

On  my  visiting  that  sacred  spot  of 
departed  patriotism — the  last  solemn 
resting-place  of  the  mortal  remains  of 
Daniel  De  Foe,  Bunhill  Fields  Cemetery — 
I  was  struck  with  the  condition  of  the 
tombstone,  which  was  broken,  and  the 
inscriptions,  two  or  three,  obliterated  by 
nelgect  and  the  corrosive  influence  of  time 
and  atmosphere.  I  pointed  this  grave- 
stone to  the  sexton : — "That  tombstone  is 
broken,  and  the  inscriptions  are  worn  off 
through  the  corrosive  influence  of  the 
atmosphere."  ''Yes  sir,  the  lightning: 
did  it,"  was  the  reply.  Lightning  did  it 
— impossible !  The  tomb  of  De  Foe  requir- 
ing lightning  from  heaven  to  destroy  it ! 
This  truly  is  one  way  of  obliterating  the 
memorial  of  departed  greatness;  for  De 
Foe  was  both  great  and  good — yes,  he 
was  a  good  man.  What ! — the  white  reeky 
haze  of  the  sulphurous  exhalations  of  the 
vale  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah  here  ?  For- 
bid it.  Heaven!  Daniel  De  Foe's  last 
resting-place  to  be  torn  up  by  fire  from 
heaven ! — he ;  one  of  the  first  writers  on 
free  trade  and  political  economy,  and 
every  branch  of  civil  and  religious  liberty, 
in  all  seasons  of  prosperity  or  national 
danger — he ;  not  only  statesman  but  phi- 
lanthropist— be  torn  up  or  disturbed,  in 
his  last  resting-place,  by  fire  from  heaven ! 
Impossible !  The  tomb  is  broken  of  that 
man,  who  dared  to  show  to  arbitrary  pow- 
ers in  church  and  in  state ;  how  to  pull 
their  house  about  their  ears — THE 
SHORTEST  WAY. —Chad WICK,  William, 
1859,  The  Life  and  Times  of  Daniel  De  Foe, 
p.  463. 

He  was  a  great,  a  truly  great  liar,  per- 
haps the  greatest  liar  that  ever  lived. 
His  dishonesty  went  too  deep  to  be  called 
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superficial,  yet,  if  we  go  deeper  still  in 
his  rich  and  strangely  mixed  nature,  we 
come  upon  stubborn  foundations  of  con- 
science. .  .  .  Shifty  as  Defoe  was, 
and  admirably  as  he  used  his  genius  for 
circumstantial  invention  to  cover  his 
designs,  there  was  no  other  statesman  of 
his  generation  who  remained  more  true  to 
the  principles  of  the  Revolution,  and  to 
the  cause  of  civil  and  religious  freedom. 
No  other  public  man  saw  more  clearly 
what  was  for  the  good  of  the  country,  or 
pursued  it  more  steadily.  .  .  .  De- 
foe cannot  be  held  up  as  an  exemplar  of 
moral  conduct,  yet  if  he  is  judged  by  the 
measures  that  he  laboured  for  and  not  by 
the  means  that  he  employed,  few  English- 
men have  lived  more  deserving  than  he  of 
their  country's  gratitude.  He  may  have 
been  self-seeking  and  vain-glorious,  but 
in  his  political  life  self-seeking  and  vain- 
glory were  elevated  by  their  alliance  with 
higher  and  wider  aims.  Defoe  was  a 
wonderful  mixture  of  knave  and  patriot. 
Sometimes  pure  knave  seems  to  be  upper- 
most, sometimes  pure  patriot;  but  the 
mixture  is  so  complex,  and  the  energy  of 
the  man  so  restless,  that  it  almost  passes 
human  skill  to  unravel  the  two  elements. 
The  author  of  ''Robinson  Crusoe,"  is 
entitled  to  the  benefit  of  every  doubt. — 
MiNTO,  William,  1879,  Daniel  Defoe 
(English  Men  of  Letters),  pp.  165, 166, 167. 

His  fate  he  has  earned, 

His  book  we  have  bnmed, 

That  its  sonl  may  fly  free ! 

One  and  all,  come  and  see 

Great  London's  brave  show  I 

Here's  to  Daniel  Defoe  t 

On  to  the  Pillory,  hoi 
To  punish  rogue  Daniel  Defoe ! 
Pelt  him,  maidens  and  men  I 
For  he  thinks  with  a  pen. 
And  his  thought  is  too  free ! 
God  bless  him  1  See  I  See ! ! 
Fillglassesl  Fill,  hoi 
Here's  to  Daniel  Defoe  I 

— Venable,  William  Henry,  1885,  De- 
foe in  the  Pillory ;  Melodies  of  the  Heart, 
Songs  qf  Freedom  and  Other  Poems,  p,  132. 
The  names  of  Dryden,  Addison,  Steele, 
Pope,  Johnson  conjure  up  before  us  the 
groups  of  friends  which  surrounded  them, 
the  clubs  which  they  frequented,  the  dis- 
ciples who  sat  admiringly  at  their  feet. 
But  Defoe  strides  through  the  press  a  sol- 
itary figure — sternly  selfreliant,  friend- 
less, uncompanioned — always   alone,  but 


always  suflScient  to  himself — less  fortu- 
nate than  the  cast-away  of  his  own  crea- 
tion, for  he,  at  least,  possessed  the  affec- 
tion of  a  faithful  attendant — active  with 
a  ceaseless  activity,  vigorous  with  a  manly 
strength,  but,  from  first  to  last,  a  lonely 
Man  of  Letters. — Adams,  W.  H.  Daven- 
port, 1886,  Good  Qween  Anne,  vol.  ii, 
i?.  230. 

His  connection  with  Mist  forced  him  to 
pass  himself  off  as  one  of  the  Jacobites, 
''a  generation  who,  I  profess,''  as  he 
says  in  his  letter  in  the  State  Paper  OfSce 
of  26  April  1718,  *  *  my  very  soul  abhores. ' ' 
He  had,  therefore,  to  abandon  his  claims 
to  integrity,  and  submit  to  pass  for  a 
traitor.  No  man  has  a  right  to  make 
such  a  sacrifice;  and  if  not  precisely  a 
spy.  Mist  and  Mist's  friend  would  hardly 
draw  the  distinction. — Stephen,  Lesue, 
1888,  Dictionary  qf  National  Biography, 
vol.  XIV,  p.  288. 

His  fame  is  world-wide,  yet  all  that  is 
known  of  him  is  one  or  two  of  his  least 
productions,  and  his  busy  life  is  ignored 
in  the  permanent  place  in  literary  history 
which  he  has  secured.  His  character- 
istics, as  apart  from  his  conduct,  are  all 
those  of  an  honest  man;  but  when  that 
most  important  part  of  him  is  taken  into 
the  question,  it  is  difficult  to  pronounce 
him  anything  but  a  knave.  His  distin- 
guishing literary  quality  is  a  minute  truth- 
fulness to  fact  which  makes  it  almost 
impossible  not  to  take  what  he  says  for 
gospel;  but  his  constant  inspiration  is 
fiction — not  to  say,  in  some  circumstances, 
falsehood.  He  spent  his  Hfe  in  the  high- 
est endeavors  that  a  man  can  engage  in, 
— in  the  work  of  persuading  and  influ- 
encing his  country,  chiefly  for  her  good, 
— and  he  is  remembered  by  a  boys'  book, 
which  is,  indeed,  the  first  of  boys'  books, 
yet  not  much  more.  Through  these  con- 
tradictions we  must  push  our  way  before 
we  can  reach  any  clear  idea  of  Defoe,  the 
London  tradesman,  who,  by  times,  com- 
posed almost  all  the  newspapers  in  Lon- 
don, wrote  all  the  pamphlets,  had  his 
finger  in  every  pie,  and  a  share  in  all  that 
was  done,  yet  brought  nothing  out  of  it 
but  a  damaged  reputation  and  an  unhon- 
ored  end. — Oliphant,  M.  0.  W.,  1893, 
The  Author  of  '* Robinson  Orusoe,**  The  Cen- 
tury, vol.  46,  p.  740. 

It  would  not  be  fair  to  judge  Defoe 
altogether  by  the  moral  standard  of  our 
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own  day,  but  the  part  he  played  as  a  servant 
and  spy  of  the  government  would  have  been 
an  act  of  baseness  in  any  age,  and  of  this  he 
seems  to  have  been  conscious. — Dennis, 
John,  1894,  The  Age  of  Pope,  p.  181. 

To  narrate  the  career  of  Daniel  Defoe 
is  to  tell  a  tale  of  wonder  and  daring,  of 
high  endeavour  and  marvellous  success. 
To  dwell  upon  it  is  to  take  courage,  and  to 
praise  God  for  the  splendid  possibilities  of 
life.  .  .  .  Defoe  is  always  the  hero ; 
his  career  is  as  thick  with  events  as  a 
cornfield  with  com;  his  fortunes  change 
as  quickly  and  as  completely  as  the  shapes 
in  a  kaleidoscope — he  is  up,  he  is  down, 
he  is  courted,  he  is  spurned ;  it  is  shine, 
it  is  shower,  it  is  couleur  de  rose,  it  is 
Stygian  night.  Thirteen  times  he  was 
rich  and  poor.  Achilles  was  not  more 
audacious,  Ulysses  more  subtle,  .Sneas 
more  pious.  .  .  .  7e  Deum  laudamus, 
that,  as  before  intimated,  is  the  key-note 
to  Defoe's  life,  and  no  careful  student 
thereof  can  help  being  struck  with  the 
frequency  with  which  these  three  words 
occur.  His  whole  life  was  one  long  cry, 
"We  praise  Thee,  0  Lord."  There  was 
nothing  of  the  pessimist  in  Defoe;  and 
optimism  beatified,  and  that  only,  could 
have  carried  him  safely,  as  it  did,  through 
the  surges  that  unceasingly  broke  upon 
him.  .  .  .  Defoe  was  temperate  in 
his  habits :  unlike  so  many  of  his  contem- 
poraries, he  never  drank  to  excess.  He 
did  not  smoke  or  take  snuff.  He  consid- 
ered smoking  as  ''conducive  to  intemper- 
ate drinking ;"  and  in  his  younger  days, 
thanks  to  a  fine  constitution,  he  rarely 
troubled  the  doctor.  The  theatre,  the 
ball-room,  and  the  card-table  were  to  him 
the  very  devil.  In  manly  sports  and  ath- 
letic exercises  he  had  always  found  an 
attraction ;  nor  was  there  wanting  in  him 
the  Puritan  love  of  horse-play;  and  his 
reputation  for  swordsmanship  was  always 
a  protection  to  him.  In  that  ''frenzy  of 
the  tongue, ''  as  he  puts  it,  called  swearing 
he  could  see ' '  neither  pleasure  nor  profit. ' ' 
He  loved  a  good  tale  and  a  merry  jest ; 
bat  'Mow-prised  wit,"  indulged  in  at  the 
expense  of  decency  and  morals,  his  soul 
abhorred.  His  talk,  when  he  was  excited, 
was  pungent  with  witticisms ;  but  he  was 
in  the  habit  of  repeating  favourite  quota- 
tions with  too  great  frequency. — Wright, 
Thomas,  1894,  The  Life  of  Daniel  Defoe, 
fp.  1,  83,  316. 


Most  of  the  attacks  upon  Defoe  pub- 
lished of  late  years  have  been  based  upon 
the  work  which  he  did  for  the  Whigs 
under  George  I.  in  the  guise  of  a  Tory. 
But  whatever  view  we  may  take  of  that 
matter,  there  are  points  which  can  be 
urged  in  Defoe's  favour.  There  is  no 
reason  to  think  that  he  wrote  in  these 
papers  in  a  manner  contrary  to  his  princi- 
ples ;  what  he  undertook,  was  to  prevent 
others  doing  so,  as  far  as  might  be. 
Neither  did  he  betray  the  opponents 
among  whom  he  found  himself;  on  the 
contrary,  he  did  his  utmost  to  prevent 
them  getting  into  trouble,  or  to  shield 
them  from  punishment.  The  position  was 
not  altogether  new  to  him,  for  he  had 
been  employed  on  secret  services  in  the 
previous  reign,  and  he  had  published  iron- 
ical pamphlets  which  had  misled  members 
of  both  parties.  It  is  impossible  to  believe 
that  Defoe  was  not  himself  satisfied  that 
the  part  he  now  played  was  consistent 
with  honour.  "No  obligation,"  he  says, 
"could  excuse  me  in  calling  evil  good,  or 
good  evil. ' '  This  was  written  only  a  year 
before  the  compact  with  Townshend.  The 
morality  or  immorality  of  "secret  service*' 
must  depend  upon  the  nature  of  the  ser- 
vice required ;  and  there  can  be  no  doubt 
that  Defoe  held  that  he  could  perform 
these  duties  without  injuring  his  charac- 
ter. It  should  be  remembered  that  he 
was  in  thorough  sympathy  with  the  states- 
men by  whom  he  was  employed ;  that  there 
was  a  real  danger  to  the  country  in  the 
sedition  preached  by  the  Jacobite  papers 
which  it  was  his  business  to  render  harm- 
less ;  and  that  opposition  to  the  Pretend- 
er's cause  was  a  leading  principle  through- 
out Defoe's  career.  His  critics  seem  to 
forget  that  even  in  these  easy  days  there 
are  few  public  men  against  whom  charges 
of  inconsistency  and  departure  from  the 
literal  truth  are  not  brought,  rightly  or 
wrongly ;  and  they  do  not  realise  the  difS- 
culties  against  which  Defoe  had  to  con- 
tend.— AiTKEN,  George  A.,  1895,  ed, 
Defoe's  Romances  and  Narratives,  General 
IntrodiLction,  vol.  i,  p.  xxxiv. 

It  is  not  of  much  use  to  discuss  Defoe's 
moral  character,  and  it  is  sincerely  to  be 
hoped  that  no  more  revelations  concerning 
it  will  turn  up,  inasmuch  as  each  is  more 
damaging  than  the  last,  except  to  those 
who  have  succeeded  in  taking  his  true 
measure  once  for  all.     It  is  that  of  a  man 
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who,  with  no  high,  fine,  or  poetical  senti- 
ment to  save  him,  shared  to  the  fall  the 
partisan  enthusiasm  of  his  time,  and  its 
belief  that  all  was  fair  in  politics. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  His- 
tory  cf  English  lAteriUurey  p.  547. 

ESSAY  UPON  PROJECTS 
1698 

There  was  also  a  book  of  DeFoe's  called 
an  ''Essay  on  Projects,"  and  another  of 
Dr.  Mather's,  called  ''Essays  to  do 
Good,"  which  perhaps  gave  me  a  turn  of 
thinking  that  had  an  influence  on  some  of 
the  principal  future  events  of  my  life. — 
Franklln,  Benjamin,  1771-89,  AiUobiog- 
raphy,  ed.  BigeUrw. 

It  is  questionable  if  there  is  any  other 
book  that  has  so  much  benefited  mankind 
in  the  practical  manner  as  this  little  essay 
by  the  author  of  "Robinson  Crusoe." — 
Parton,  James,  1864,  Life  and  Times  qf 
Benjamin  PranJclin,  vol.  i,  p.  45. 

It  displays  Defoe's  lively  and  lucid  style 
in  full  vigor,  and  abounds  with  ingenious 
thoughts  and  apt  illustrations,  though  it 
illustrates  also  the  unsystematic  character 
of  his  mind. — Saintsbury,  George,  1877, 
Eneyelapcedia  Britanniea^  Ninth  Edition, 
vol.  vu. 

There  is  more  fervid  imagination  and 
daring  ingenuity  than  business  talent  in 
Defoe's  Essay ;  if  his  trading  speculations 
were  conducted  with  equal  rashness,  it  is 
not  difficult  to  understand  their  failure. 
The  most  notable  of  them  are  the  schemes 
of  a  dictator,  rather  than  of  the  adviser 
of  a  free  Government.  The  essay  is 
chiefly  interesting  as  a  monument  of 
Defoe's  marvellous  force  of  mind,  and  the 
strange  mixture  of  steady  sense  with 
incontinent  flightiness.  There  are  ebul- 
lient sallies  in  it  which  we  generally  find 
only  in  the  productions  of  madmen  and 
charlatans,  and  yet  it  abounds  in  sugges- 
tions which  statesmen  might  profitably 
have  set  themselves  with  due  adaptations 
to  carry  into  effect.  The  "Essay  on  Pro- 
jects" might  alone  be  adduced  in  proof  of 
Defoe's  title  to  genius. — Minto,  William, 
1879,  Daniel  Defoe  (English  Men  of  Let- 
ters), p.  18. 

TRUE-BORN  ENGLISHMEN 

1701 

A  satire  which,  if  written  in  doggerel 
verse,  and  without  the  wit  or  pleasantry 
of  Butler's  "Hudibras,"  is  a  master-piece 


of  good  sense  and  just  reflection,  and 
shows  a  thorough  knowledge  both  of  Eng- 
lish history  and  of  the  English  character. 
It  is  indeed  a  complete  and  unanswerable 
exposure  of  the  pretence  set  up  to  a  purer 
and  loftier  origin  than  all  the  rest  of 
the  world,  instead  of  our  being  a  mixed 
race  from  all  parts  of  Europe,  settling 
down  into  one  common  name  and  people. 
Defoe's  satire  was  so  just  and  true,  that 
it  drove  the  cant,  to  which  it  was  meant 
to  be  an  antidote,  out  of  fashion ;  and  it 
was  this  piece  of  service  that  procured 
the  writer  the  good  opinion  and  notice  of 
King  William.  It  did  not,  however, 
equally  recommend  him  to  the  public.  If 
it  silenced  the  idle  and  ill-natured  clam- 
ours of  a  party,  by  telling  the  plain  truth, 
— that  truth  was  not  the  more  welcome 
for  being  plain  or  effectual. — HAZLrrr, 
WiLUAM,  1830,  Wilson's  Life  and  Times 
of  Daniel  Drfoe,  Edinburgh  Review,  vd. 
50,  p.  413. 

He  lost  a  part  of  his  strength,  his 
facility,  and  his  fancy,  when  he  wrote  in 
verse.  Yet,  even  in  verse,  he  made  a 
lucky,  nervous  hit,  now  and  then ;  and  the 
best  of  his  efforts  was  the  "True-bom 
Englishman."— PoRSTER,  John,  1845, 
Daniel  De  Foe,  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  82, 
jp.  500. 

SHORTEST  WAY  WITH  THE  DIS- 
SENTERS 
1702 

On  the  29th  instant,  Daniel  Foe,  alias, 
De  Foe,  stood  in  the  pillory  before  the 
Royal  Exchange  in  Comhill,  as  he  did  yes- 
terday near  the  Conduit  in  Cheapside,  and 
this  day  at  Temple  Bar ;  in  pursuance  of 
his  sentence  given  against  him  at  the  last 
sessions  at  the  Old  ^iley  for  writing  and 
publishing  a  seditious  libel,  entitled  the 
"Shortest  Way  with  the  Dissenters." 
By  which  sentence  he  is  also  fined  20C' 
marks,  to  find  sureties  for  his  good  behav- 
iour for  seven  years;  and  to  remain  in 
prison  till  all  be  performed. — London 
Gazette,  1703,  Jvly  31. 

Perhaps  we  might  be  allowed  to  ask, 
why  De  Foe,  a  thorough  dissenter  of  the 
old  Puritan  school,  should  write  a  mad 
fire-and-faggot  tract  against  the  whole 
body  of  dissenters  ?  De  Foe's  principles 
were  not  the  ordinary  sunshine  principles 
of  prosperous  mace  or  sword  bearing  dis- 
sent ;  but  were  of  the  true  old  persecuted 
Puritan  class — a  class  doomed  to  conquest 
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or  death  in  the  combat.  .  .  .  De  Foe's 
tract  has  always  been  held  up  for  a  very 
witty  performance;  it  might  be  witty, 
but  I  cannot  see  the  wit  of  it,  and  I  never 
could  see  the  wit  of  it ;  but  I  can  conceive 
a  man  of  De  Foe's  power  of  discrimination 
perceiving  the  exact  position  of  parties 
in  England ;  and  calculating  the  effect  of 
a  pushing  the  High  Church  principles  to 
their  extreme  length.— Chadwick,  Wil- 
UAM,  1859,  The  Life  and  Times  of  Daniel 
De  Foe,  pp.  181,  182. 

The  traditional  criticism  of  this  remark- 
able pamphlet  is  a  most  curious  example 
of  the  way  in  which  thoroughly  inappro- 
priate descriptions  of  boohs  pass  from 
mouth  to  mouth.  Every  commentator 
(with  the  single  exception  of  Mr.  Chad- 
wick) has  dilated  upon  its  ''exquisite 
irony."  Now,  the  fact  of  the  matter  is, 
that  in  **The  Shortest  Way"  there  is  no 
irony  at  all,  and,  as  Defoe's  adversaries 
acutely  remarked,  irony  would  never  have 
been  pleaded  had  not  the  author  got  into 
trouble,  when  of  course  it  suited  himfaire 
fleche  de  tout  hois.  The  pamphlet  is  simply 
an  exposition  in  the  plainest  and  most 
forcible  terms  of  the  extreme  ''high- 
flying" position,  and  every  line  of  it  might 
have  been  endorsed,  and  was  endorsed,  by 
consistent  high-churchmen.  The  author's 
object  clearly  was  by  this  naked  presenta- 
tion to  awaken  the  dissenters  to  a  sense 
of  their  danger,  and  to  startle  moderate 
churchmen  by  showing  them  to  what  end 
their  favourite  doctrines  necessarily  led. 
For  neither  of  these  purposes  was  irony 
necessary,  and  irony,  we  repeat,  there  is 
none.  If  any  lingering  doubt  from  the 
consensus  of  authority  on  the  other  side 
remain,  let  the  student  read  "The  Short- 
est Way"  and  then  turn  to  Swift's  "Mod- 
est Proposal"  or  his  "Reasons  against 
Abolishing  the  Church  of  England. "  He 
will  soon  see  the  difference. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1877,  Eneyelopcedia  Britannicay 
Ninth  Edition,  vol.  vii. 

A  work  of  high  rhetorical  art,  modeled 
after  the  example  set  by  him  who  imag- 
med  the  speech  of  Antony  over  the  dead 
body  of  Csesar.  The  beginning  is  calm, 
gentle,  charitable,  with  a  touch  of  sadness 
over  the  fate  of  those  steadfast  clergymen 
who  had  either  to  sacrifice  their  worldly 
fortunes  to  their  loyalty,  or  wrong  their 
consciences  by  accepting  the  oath  to  the 
Revolution  Settlement.    There  is  a  touch 


of  inevitable  yet  half-suppressed  indigna- 
tion when  the  case  of  the  Church  in  Scot- 
land is  casually  noticed. — Burton,  John 
Hill,  1880,  A  History  of  the  Reign  of  Queen 
Anne,  vol.  i,  p.  94. 

The  reader  will  observe  a  curious 
resemblance  between  the  style  of  argu- 
ment in  "Killing  No  Murder" — incitement 
to  the  assassination  of  a  man — which  was 
meant  to  be  taken  seriously,  and  that  in 
"The  Shortest  Way  with  the  Dissenters" 
— incitement  to  the  assassination  of  a 
party — which  was  meant  to  be  taken  as 
satire.— MoRLEY,  Henry,  1886,  ed.. 
Famous  Pamphlets,  Introduction,  p.  7. 

Defoe's  immortal  satire,  "The  Shortest 
Way  with  Dissenters,"  so  subtle  and 
restrained  as  to  deceive  its  victims  into 
the  belief  that  it  was  written  by  one  of 
themselves,  is  a  worthy  exposure  of  the 
narrowness  and  intolerance  which  were 
the  curse  of  High  Churchmen ;  though  at 
the  same  time  it  helps  one  to  understand 
the  causes  which  led  to  that  intolerance, 
so  thoroughly  does  Defoe  present  his  ene- 
mies' case. — Dearmer,  Percy,  1898,  cd., 
Religious  Pamphlets,  Introduction,  p.  36. 

THE  REVIEW 
1704-1718 

The  poor  "Review"  is  quite  exhausted, 
and  grown  so  very  contemptible  that, 
though  he  has  provoked  all  his  brothers 
of  the  quill,  none  will  enter  into  a  contro- 
versy with  him.  The  fellow,  who  had 
excellent  natural  parts,  but  wanted  a 
small  foundation  of  learning,  is  a  lively 
instance  of  those  wits  who,  as  an  ingen- 
ious author  says,  will  endure  but  one 
skimming. — Gay,  John,  1711,  Present 
State  of  WU. 

One  of  the  leading  objects  of  the 
Review,"  after  the  discussion  of  poli- 
tics, was  to  correct  the  vices  of  the  times. 
Throughout  the  work,  the  writer  carries 
on  an  unsparing  warfare  against  folly  and 
vice,  in  all  their  forms  and  disguises.  In 
forcible  terms  he  inveighs  against  the 
fashionable  practice  of  immoderate  drink- 
ing, the  idle  propensity  to  swearing,  the 
little  regard  that  was  paid  to  the  marriage 
vow,  and  the  loose  conversation  and  habits 
of  men  in  general.  In  well-pointed  satire, 
he  chastises  the  licentiousness  of  the 
stage ;  and  condemns,  in  strong  language, 
the  barbarous  practice  of  duelling.  He 
has  also  some  just  remarks  upon  the  rage 
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for  gambling  speculations,  which,  in  this 
reign,  had  risen  to  a  great  height. 
Upon  all  these  subjects,  he  brings  forth 
his  capacious  stores  of  wit  and  humour  to 
the  assistance  of  grave  reasoning,  adduc- 
ing examples  occasionally  of  the  flagitious 
courses  he  condemns ;  but  with  sufficient 
delicacy  to  shew  that  his  aim  was  the 
reformation,  rather  than  the  exposure,  of 
the  offender.  No  man  paid  a  greater 
regard  to  those  decencies  of  expression 
which  have  so  much  influence  in  regulating 
the  intercourses  of  life ;  and  although  few 
individuals  had  greater  provocation,  from 
the  coarse  and  illiberal  writers  of  the  day, 
yet  he  rarely  suffers  his  temper  to  be  dis- 
turbed, or  departs  from  courtesy  of  lan- 
guage towards  even  his  bitterest  oppo- 
nents.— Wilson,  Walter,  1830,  Memoirs 
of  the  Life  and  Times  of  Daniel  De  Foe,  vol. 
II,  p.  201. 

Defoe's  greatest  work,  greatest  un- 
doubtedly, as  to  its  magnitude,  and  per- 
haps, in  value  and  importance;  yet  the 
least  known  of  his  multifarious  writings. 
.  .  .  When  it  is  remembered,  that  no 
other  pen  was  ever  employed  than  that  of 
Defoe,  upon  a  work  appearing  at  such 
frequent  intervals,  extending  over  more 
than  nine  years,  and  embracing,  in  more 
than  five  thousand  printed  pages,  essays 
on  almost  every  branch  of  human  knowl- 
edge, the  achievement  must  be  pronounced 
a  great  one,  even  had  he  written  nothing 
else.  If  we  add  that,  between  the  dates 
of  the  first  and  last  numbers  of  the 
"Review,"  he  wrote  and  published  no 
less  than  eighty  other  distinct  works,  con- 
taining 4727  pages,  and  perhaps  more,  not 
now  known,  the  fertility  of  his  genius  must 
appear  as  astonishing  as  the  greatness  of 
his  capacity  for  labour.  .  .  .  Only 
those  who  have  read  the  "Review"  can 
be  thoroughly  acquainted  with  Daniel 
Defoe. — Lee,  William,  1869,  Daniel 
Defoe:  His  Life  and  Recently  Discovered 
Writings,  vol.  l,  pp.  84,  85. 

It  is  probable  that  if  the  five  points  of 
bulk,  rapidity  of  production,  variety  of 
matter,  originality  of  design,  and  excel- 
lence of  style  are  taken  together,  hardly 
any  author  can  show  a  work  of  equal  mag- 
nitude.— Saintsbury,  George,  1877, 
Encyclopedia  Britannica,  Ninth  Edition, 
vol.  VII. 

While  Defoe's  "Review,"  with  its 
invention    of    the    leading    article,   its 


splendid  versatility,  and  its  fearless  criti- 
cism of  topics  of  the  day,  must  be  granted 
an  important  place  in  the  history  of  jour- 
nalism; large  reservation  must  be  made 
when  it  is  claimed  that  its  author  antici- 
pated Steele.  Few  writers  more  than 
Defoe  elude  classification.  He  occupies 
a  tantalizing  position  at  the  threshold  of 
two  great  developments  in  prose  litera- 
ture, and  it  is  as  difficult  to  deny  that  the 
"Review"  led  the  way  to  the  "Tatler"  as 
to  maintain  that  "Pamela"  was  not  influ- 
enced by  "Crusoe"  or  "Roxana."  .  .  . 
It  is  generally  hazardous  to  appeal  against 
any  long-sustained  verdict  of  public  lit- 
erary opinion,  but  it  cannot  be  admitted 
that  the  oblivion  into  which  the  "Review" 
has  fallen  is  a  wholly  merited  one. — 
LoBBAN,  J.  H.,  1896,  English  Essays, 
Introduction,  pp.  xvi,  xviii. 

APPARITION  OF  MRS-  VEAL 

1706 

An  adventurous  bookseller  had  ventured 
to  print  a  considerable  edition  of  a  work 
by  the  Reverend  Charles  Drelincourt, 
minister  of  the  Calvinist  Church  in  Paris, 
and  translated  by  M.  D'Assigny,  under 
the  title  of  the  "Christian's  Defence 
against  the  Fear  of  Death,  with  several 
directions  how  to  prepare  ourselves  to  die 
well. ' '  But  however  certain  the  prospect 
of  death,  it  is  not  so  agreeable  (unfortu- 
nately) as  to  invite  the  eager  contempla- 
tion of  the  public;  and  Drelincourt's 
book,  being  neglected,  lay  a  dead  stock 
on  the  hands  of  the  publisher.  In  this 
emergency  he  applied  to  De  Foe  to  assist 
him  (by  dint  of  such  means  as  were  then, 
as  well  as  now,  pretty  well  understood  in 
the  literary  world)  in  rescuing  the  unfor- 
tunate book  from  the  literary  death  to 
which  general  neglect  seemed  about  to 
consign  it.  De  Foe's  genius  and  audacity 
devised  a  plan  which,  for  assurance  and 
ingenuity,  defied  even  the  powers  of  Mr. 
Puff  in  the  Critic;  for  who  but  himself 
would  have  thought  of  summoning  up  a 
ghost  from  the  grave  to  bear  witness  in 
favour  of  a  halting  body  of  divinity? 
There  is  a  matter-of-fact,  businesslike 
style  in  the  whole  account  of  the  transac- 
tion, which  bespeaks  ineffable  powers  of 
self-possession.  .  ,  *•  The  effect  was 
most  wonderful.  "Drelincourt  upon 
Death,"  attested  by  one  who  could  speak 
from  experience,  took  an  unequalled  run. 
The  copies  had  hung  on  the  book-seller's 
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hands  as  heavy  as  a  pile  of  lead  bullets. 
They  now  traversed  the  town  in  every 
direction,  like  the  same  balls  discharged 
from  a  field-piece.  In  short,  the  object 
of  Mrs.  Veal's  apparition  was  perfectly 
attained. — Scx)tt,  Sir  Walter,  c  1821, 
Memoir  of  Daniel  De  Foe,  MisceUaneous 
Works,  vol  IV,  pp.  267,  273. 

No  Elnglish  writer  has  ever  excelled  him 
in  his  power  of  painting  fictitious  events 
in  the  colours  of  truth.  His  simple  and 
natural  style  has  much  to  do  with  this. 
"The  Relation  of  Mrs.  Veal's  Apparition, ' ' 
prefixed  to  "Drelincourt  on  Death," 
affords,  perhaps,  the  best  specimen  of 
Defoe's  wonderful  power  of  clothing 
fiction  with  the  garb' of  truth. — Collier, 
William  Francis,  1861,  A  History  of 
English  Literature^  p,  250. 

Never,  perhaps,  has  a  story  been  so 
misunderstood  as  this  apparition  of  Mrs. 
Veal.  The  idle  tradition  that  it  was  writ- 
ten to  promote  the  sale  of  Drelincourt's 
work  on  "The  Fear  of  Death,"  has  been 
conclusively  disposed  of  by  Mr.  Lee,  who 
proves  that  when  **Mrs.  Veal"  appeared 
"Drelincourt"  was  already  a  popular  work 
in  its  third  edition,  and,  furthermore,  that 
Mrs.  Veal's  recommendation,  contrary  like- 
wise to  tradition,  did  not  have  any  appre- 
ciable effect  on  the  sale  of  '*Drelincourt. " 
These  traditions,  which  arose  from  the 
fact  that  the  printer  of  ''Drelincourt" 
was  permitted  to  reprint  Defoe's  pamphlet 
in  the  fourth  edition  of  "Drelincourt," 
deceived  even  so  acute  a  critic  as  Sir 
Walter  Scott.  *  *  Drelincourt, ' '  which  long 
continued  popular,  was  subsequently 
printed  sometimes  with  and  sometimes 
without  **Mrs.  Veal."  But  there  is 
another  erroneous  notion  concerning 
**Mr8.  Veal"  that  requires  to  be  dealt 
with,  and  that  is  the  assumption  that  the 
narrative  is  a  fiction.  Whoever  will  read 
the  story,  says  Sir  Walter  Scott,  '*as  told 
by  Defoe  himself  will  agree  that,  could 
the  thing  have  happened  in  reality,  so  it 
would  have  been  told. ' '  But  the  extraor-  * 
dinary  thing  is  that  nobody  should  have 
inquired  whether  it  was  not  true,  that  is 
to  say,  whether  a  lady  of  Defoe's  acquaint- 
ance, to  whom  he  gives  the  name  of  Mrs. 
Bargrave,  did  not  tell  him,  and  in  good 
faith,  this  story ;  and  that  such  was  cer- 
tainly the  case,  no  one  who  reads  care- 
folly  Defoe's  works  on  "Magic  and  Appa- 
ritions^''  can  possibly  doubt.    Defoe,  as 


we  shall  show,  when  dealing  with  those 
books,  believed  firmly  in  apparitions;  he 
had  had  stories  told  him  which  there  was 
no  getting  over,  and  this  of  Mrs.  Bar- 
grave's  was  one  of  them. — Wright, 
Thomas,  1894,  The  Life  of  Daniel  Defoe, 
p,  131. 

The  fact  that  there  is  no  record  of 
Defoe's  story  being  contradicted  by  con- 
temporary writers  might  have  suggested 
that  it  was  at  least  based  on  fact;  for 
enemies  were  not  slow  to  blame  Defoe  for 
saying  that  ''Robinson  Crusoe"  and  other 
tales  were  true.  It  has  become  the  fash- 
ion of  late  to  assume  that  Defoe  was 
romancing  when  he  said  that  his  narra- 
tives were  true  histories,  and  the  more 
he  has  asserted  it  the  more  critics  have 
laughed  at  his  skill  or  abused  him  for  the 
immorality  of  his  devices,  according  to 
the  way  the  matter  struck  them.  This 
scepticism  has  been  extended  to  matters 
relating  to  Defoe's  own  life  and  character, 
and  the  late  Professor  Minto  went  so  far 
as  to  say  that  he  was  ''perhaps  the  great- 
est liar  that  ever  lived."  The  result  of 
this  attitude  has  been  a  marked  change  in 
the  common  estimate  of  Defoe,  as  shown 
by  the  chance  notices  of  him  in  the  news- 
papers  But  does  not  the  story 

told  in  this  paper  show  that  we  should  be 
at  least  as  likely  to  arrive  at  the  truth  by 
believing  what  Defoe  says,  in  the  absence 
of  proof  to  the  contrary  ? — Aitken, 
George  A.,  1895*  Defoe's  ** Apparition  of 
Mrs.  Veal,*'  The  Nineteenth  Century,  vol. 
37,  pp.  99,  100. 

FAMILY  INSTRUCTOR 
1715 

My  very  good  friend.  Having,  at  your 
request,  read  over  the  book,  called  the 
"Family  Instructor,"  I  do,  upon  several 
accounts,  very  much  approve  of  the  design 
of  it ;  and  wish  I  could  say  any  thing  to 
recommend  it  to  the  perusal  of  others. 
The  decay  of  family  religion  is  very  vis- 
ible, and  frequently  matter  of  complaint; 
and,  therefore,  I  doubt  not  such  an 
attempt  as  this  will  be  well  received  by 
all  serious  and  thoughtful  persons  among 
us.  The  printer  has  been  faulty  to  a 
degree  that  I  am  afraid  will  render  the 
reader  very  uneasy,  and  I  wish  the  author 
had  thought  fit  to  communicate  his  papers 
to  you  before  they  had  fallen  into  such 
hands;  but  the  substance  of  the  book, 
however,  will  command  regard ;  and  if  I 
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may  judge  for  others  by  myself,  will 
afford  some  pleasure  and  entertainment. 
—Wright,  Samuel,  1715,  Defoe's  ''The 
Family  Inkructor,"  Letter  to  the  PvMisher. 

**The  Family  Instructor"  of  this  author, 
in  which  he  inculcates  weightily  his  own 
notions  of  puritanical  demeanour  and 
parental  authority,  is  very  curious.  It 
is  a  strange  mixture  of  narrative  and  dia- 
lo£:ue,  fanaticism  and  nature ;  but  all  done 
with  such  earnestness,  that  the  sense  of 
its  reality  never  quits  us.  Nothing,  how- 
ever, can  be  more  harsh  and  unpleasing 
than  the  impression  which  it  leaves.  It 
does  injustice  both  to  religion  and  the 
world.  It  represents  the  innocent  pleas- 
ures of  the  latter  as  deadly  sins,  and  the 
former  as  most  gloomy,  austere,  and 
exclusive.  One  lady  resolves  on  poisoning 
her  husband,  and  another  determines  to 
go  to  the  play,  and  the  author  treats  both 
offences  with  a  severity  nearly  equal ! — 
Talfourd,  Thomas  Noon,  1842,  On  Brit- 
ish Novels  and  Romances,  CrUieal  and  Mis- 
cellaneous Writings,  p.  16, 

ROBINSON  CRUSOE 
1719 

The  I  LIFE  |  and  |  Strange  Surprizing 
ADVENTURES  1  of  |  ROBINSON  CRU- 
SOE. I  Of  YORK,  Mariner :  |  Who  lived 
Eight  and  Twenty  Years,  all  alone  in  an 
un-inhabited  Island  on  the  |  Coast  of  Amer- 
ica, near  the  Mouth  of  |  the  Great  River  of 
Oroonoque ;  |  Having  been  cast  on  Shore 
by  Shipwreck,  where  |  in  all  the  Men  per- 
ished but  himself.  |  With  |  An  Account 
how  he  was  at  last  as  strangely  deliver*d 
by  PYRATES.  |  Written  by  Himself.  \ 
LONDON.  I  Printed  for  W.  Taylor  at  the 
Ship  in  Pater-Noster  Row.  MDCCXIX.  | 
— Tttle  Page  op  First  Edition,  1719. 

If  ever  the  story  of  any  private  man's 
adventures  in  the  world  were  worth  mak- 
ing public,  and  were  acceptable  when  pub- 
lished, the  Editor  on  this  account  thinks 
this  will  be  so.  The  wonders  of  this 
man's  life  exceed  all  that  (he  thinks)  is 
to  be  found  extant ;  the  life  of  one  man 
being  scarce  capable  of  a  greater  variety. 
The  story  is  told  with  modesty,  with  seri- 
ousness, and  with  a  religious  application 
of  events  to  the  uses  to  which  wise  men 
always  apply  them,  viz.,  to  the  instruction 
of  others  by  this  example,  and  to  justify 
and  honour  the  wisdom  of  Providence  in 
all  the  variety  of  our  circumstances,  let 


them  happen  how  they  will.  The  I 
believes  the  thing  to  be  a  just  histo 
fact ;  neither  is  there  any  appearai 
fiction  in  it ;  and,  however,  thinks,  be 
all  such  things  are  despatched,  thi 
improvement  of  it,  as  well  to  the  < 
sion  as  to  the  instruction  of  the  re 
will  be  the  same.  And  as  such,  he  tl 
without  farther  compliment  to  the  \ 
he  does  them  a  great  service  in  the  ; 
cation.— Defoe,  Daniel,  1719,  Rot 
CrusoCy  Preface. 

The  Life  and  Strange  Surprizing  A 
tures  of  Mr.  D — DeF — ,  of  Lo 
Hosier,  who  has  lived  above  fifty  yei 
himself,  in  the  Kingdoms  of  Nortl 
South  Britain.  The  various  Shap* 
has  appeared  in,  and  the  Discover] 
has  made  for  the  Benefit  of  his  Coi 
In  a  Dialogue  between  Him,  Rot 
Crusoe,  and  his  Man  Friday. 
Remarks  Serious  and  Cx)mical  upoi 
life  of  Crusoe.  Qui  vtUt  decipi,  decip 
London.  Printed  for  J.  Roberts  in 
wick  Lane. — Gildon,  Charles, 
TiUe  Page. 

We  may  remember  that  we  have 
most  of  us,  when  Children,  wonde 
pleased  with  the  achievements  of 
Thumb,  Jack  the  Giant-Killer,  Don 
anis  of  Greece,  The  Seven  ChampU. 
Christendom,  and  such  like  extraorc 
Heroes;  and  many  of  us,  in  our 
advanced  Age,  are  little  less  deli 
with  such  Books  as,  *'The  Life  and  A 
tures  of  Robinson  Crusoe;"  which 
to  have  had  that  uncommon  Run  upc 
Town  for  some  Years  past,  for  no 
Reason  but  that  it  is  a  most  palpabl 
from  Beginning  to  End ;  and  I  doul 
that  the  famous  Passage  of  bis  Swit 
to  Shore  Naked,  with  his  PocketBj 
Biscuits,  tho'  a  most  notorious  Blun 
the  Author,  has  pass'd  for  a  very 
Jest,  and  been  received  with  abundai 
Pleasure  by  many  of  his  Readers. — 1 
LEY,  Benjamin,  1725,  London  Ja 
Sept.  4. 

Since  we  must  have  books,  there 
which,  to  my  mind,  furnishes  the  fin 
treatises  on  education  accordio 
nature.  My  £lmile  shall  read  this 
before  any  other ;  it  shall  for  a  lonf 
be  his  entire  library,  and  shall  a 
hold  an  honorable  place.  It  shall  1 
text  on  which  all  our  discussions  o 
ural  science  shall  be  only  comment 
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It  shall  be  a  test  for  all  we  meet  during 
our  progress  toward  a  ripened  judgment, 
and  so  long  as  our  taste  is  unspoiled,  we 
shall  enjoy  reading  it.  What  wonderful 
book  is  this?  Aristotle?  Pliny?  Buff  on? 
Xo;  it  is  "Robinson Crusoe." — Rousseau, 
Jean  Jacques,  1762-67,  6niiLe,  tr. 
Warthington,  p,  147.  y 

**Robinson  Crusoe"  must  be  allowed, 
by  the  most  rigid  moralists,  to  be  one  of 
those  novels  which  one  may  read,  not  only 
with  pleasure,  but  also  with  profit.  It 
breathes  throughout  a  spirit  of  piety  and 
benevolence;  it  sets  in  a  very  striking 
light  .  .  .  the  importance  of  the  mechanic 
arts,  which  they,  who  know  not  what  it  is 
to  be  without  them,  are  apt  to  undervalue : 
it  fixes  in  the  mind  a  lively  idea  of  the  hor- 
rors of  solitude,  and,  consequently,  of  the 
sweets  of  social  life,  and  of  the  blessings 
we  derive  from  conversation  and  mutual 
aid ;  and  it  shows,  how,  by  labouring  with 
one's  own  hands,  one  may  secure  independ- 
ence, and  open  for  one's  self  many  sources 
of  health  and  amusement.  I  agree,  there- 
fore, with  Rousseau,  that  this  is  one  of 
the  best  books  that  can  be  put  in  the 
hands  of  children. — Bbattie,  Jambs, 
1783,  Dissertations,  Mural  and  Critical. 

Was  there  ever  yet  any  thing  written 
by  mere  man  that  was  wished  longer  by 
its  readers,  excepting  "Don  Quixote," 
"Robinson  Crusoe,"  and  "The  Pilgrim's 
Progress?"— Johnson,  Samuel,  1784-5, 
Piozzi^s  Anecdotes,  No.  140. 

It  was  the  happiness  of  De  Foe,  that  as 
many  writers  have  succeeded  in  relating 
enterprises  by  land,  he  excelled  in  narrat- 
ing adventures  by  sea,  with  such  felicities 
of  language,  such  attractive  varieties, 
such  insinuative  instruction,  as  have  sel- 
dom been  equalled,  but  never  surpassed. 
-Chalmers,  George,  1786-1841,  The 
Life  qf  Daniel  De  Foe^  p.  78. 

''Robinson  Crusoe,"  the  favourite  of 
the  learned  and  the  unlearned,  of  the 
youth  and  the  adult ;  the  book  that  was 
to  constitute  the  library  of  Rousseau's 
EmiliuSy  owes  its  secret  charm  to  its 
being  a  new  representation  of  human 
nature,  yet  drawn  from  an  existing  state ; 
this  picture  of  self -education,  self -inquiry, 
aelf-happiness,  is  scarcely  a  fiction, 
although  it  includes  all  the  magic  of 
romance ;  and  is  not  a  mere  narrative  of 
tmth,  since  it  displays  all  the  forcible 
^   Xenios  of  one  of  the  most  original  minds 


our  literature  can  boast.  The  history  of 
the  work  is  therefore  interesting.  It  was 
treated  in  the  author's  time  as  a  mere  idle 
romance,  for  the  philosophy  was  not  dis- 
covered in  the  story;  after  his  death  it 
was  considered  to  have  been  pillaged  from 
the  papers  of  Alexander  Selkirk,  confided 
to  the  author,  and  the  honour,  as  well  as 
the  genius,  of  DeFoe  were  alike  ques- 
tioned. .  .  .  **  Robinson  Crusoe"  was 
not  given  to  the  world  till  1719,  seven 
years  after  the  publication  of  Selkirk's 
adventures.  Selkirk  could  have  no  claims 
on  De  Foe ;  for  he  had  only  supplied  the 
man  of  genius  with  that  which  lies  open 
to  all ;  and  which  no  one  had,  or  perhaps 
could  have,  converted  into  the  wonderful 
story  we  possess  but  De  Foe  himself. 
Had  De  Foe  not  written  **  Robinson 
Crusoe,"  the  name  and  story  of  Selkirk 
had  been  passed  over  like  others  of  the 
same  sort ;  yet  Selkirk  has  the  merit  of 
having  detailed  his  own  history,  in  a  man- 
ner so  interesting,  as  to  have  attracted  the 
notice  of  Steele,  and  to  have  inspired  the 
genius  of  De  Foe.—DiSRAEU,  Isaac, 
1791-1824,  Robinson  Crusoe,  Curiosities 
of  Literature. 

I  have  for  some  time  past  been  engaged 
in  an  Arabic  exercise,  which  has  proved 
of  great  utility  to  me ;  it  is  the  metamor- 
phosis of  the  well-known  novel  of  **  Robin- 
son Crusoe, "  into  an  Arabian  tale,  adapted 
to  Eastern  taste  and  manners.  A  young 
Frank,  bom  at  Aleppo,  who  speaks  Arabic 
like  a  native,  but  who  neither  reads  nor 
writes  it,  has  been  my  assistant  in  the 
undertaking.  I  take  the  liberty  of  send- 
ing you  here  enclosed  a  copy  of  this  trav- 
estied Robinson,  or  as  I  call  the  book  in 
Arabic,  Dur  el  Bakur,  the  Peal  of  the 
Seas.— BuRCKHARDT,  John  Lewis,  1810, 
Travels  in  Nvbia,  p.  28. 

Perhaps  there  exists  no  work,  either  of 
instruction  or  entertainment,  in  the  Eng- 
lish language,  which  has  been  more  gen- 
erally read,  and  more  universally  admired, 
than  the  "Life  and  Adventures  of  Robinson 
Crusoe."  It  is  diflScult  to  say  in  what  the 
charm  consists,  by  which  persons  of  all 
classes  and  denominations  are  thus  fasci- 
nated: yet  the  majority  of  readers  will 
recollect  it  as  among  the  first  works 
which  awakened  and  interested  their 
youthful  attention;  and  feel,  even  in 
advanced  life,  and  in  the  maturity  of 
their  understanding,  that  there  are  still 
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associated  with  Robinson  Crusoe,  the  senti- 
ments peculiar  to  that  period,  when  all  is 
new,  all  glittering  in  prospect,  and  when 
those  visions  are  most  bright,  which  the 
experience  of  afterlife  tends  only  to 
darken  and  destroy. — Ballantyne,  John, 
1810,  ed.  De  Foe's  Novels,  Edirdmrgh  ed.. 
Memoir, 

Never  did  human  being  excite  more 
sympathy  in  his  fate  than  this  shipwrecked 
mariner :  we  enter  into  all  his  doubts  and 
diflSculties,  and  every  rusty  nail  which  he 
acquires  fills  us  with  satisfaction.  We 
thus  learn  to  appreciate  our  own  com- 
forts, and  we  acquire,  at  the  same  time, 
a  habit  of  activity;  but,  above  all, 
we  attain  a  trust  and  devout  confidence 
in  divine  mercy  and  goodness.  The  author 
also,  by  placing  his  hero  in  an  uninhabited 
island  in  the  Western  Ocean,  had  an 
opportunity  of  introducing  scenes  which, 
with  the  merit  of  truth,  have  all  the  wild- 
ness  and  horror  of  the  most  incredible 
fiction.  That  foot  in  the  sand — those 
Indian^  who  land  on  the  solitary  shore  to 
devour  their  captives,  fill  us  with  alarm 
and  terror,  and,  after  being  relieved  from 
the  fear  of  Crusoe  perishing  by  famine, 
we  are  agitated  by  new  apprehensions  for 
his  safety.  The  deliverance  of  Friday, 
and  the  whole  character  of  that  young 
Indian,  are  painted  in  the  most  beautiful 
manner ;  and,  in  short,  of  all  the  works  of 
fiction  that  have  ever  been  composed, 
Robinson  Crusoe  is  perhaps  the  most  inter- 
esting and  instructive. — Duxlop,  John, 
1814-42,  The  History  of  Fiction,  vol.  ii, 
p.  420. 

Compare  the  contemptuous  Swift  with 
the  contemned  De  Foe,  and  how  superior 
will  the  latter  be  found!  But  by  what 
test? — Even  by  this;  that  the  writer  who 
makes  me  sympathize  with  his  presenta- 
tions with  the  whole  of  my  being,  is  more 
estimable  than  he  who  calls  forth,  and 
appeals  but  to,  a  part  of  my  being — my 
sense  of  the  ludicrous,  for  instance. 
De  Foe's  excellence  it  is,  to  make  me  for- 
get my  specific  class,  character,  and  cir- 
cumstances, and  to  raise  me  while  1  read 
him,  into  the  universal  man. — Coleridge, 
Samuel  Taylor,  1818,  Mythology,  Imagi- 
nation, and  Superstition;  Miscellanies, 
Esthetic  and  Literary,  ed.  Ashe,  p,  154. 

There  scarce  exists  a  work  so  popular 
as  ''Robinson  Crusoe.*'  It  is  read  eagerly 
by  young  people ;  and  there  is  hardly  an 


elf  so  devoid  of  ima^nation  as  not  to 
have  supposed  for  himself  a  solitary  island 
in  which  he  could  act ' '  Robinson  Crusoe, " 
were  it  but  in  the  comer  of  the  nursery. 
To  many  it  has  given  the  decided  turn  of 
their  lives,  by  sending  them  to  sea.  For 
the  young  mind  is  much  less  struck  with 
the  hardships  of  the  anchorite's  situation 
than  with  the  animating  exertions  which 
he  makes  to  overcome  them;  and  "Rob- 
inson Crusoe"  produces  the  same  impres- 
sion upon  an  adventurous  spirit  which  the 
**Book  of  Martyrs"  would  do  on  a  young 
devotee,  or  the* 'Newgate  Calendar"  upon 
an  acolyte  of  Bridewell;  both  of  which 
students  are  less  terrified  by  the  horrible 
manner  in  which  the  tale  terminates,  than 
animated  by  sympathy  with  the  saints  or 
depredators  who  are  the  heroes  of  their 
volume.  Neither  does  a  re-perusal  of 
*' Robinson  Crusoe,"  at  a  more  advanced 
age,  diminish  our  early  impressions.  The 
situation  is  such  as  every  man  may  make 
his  own,  and,  being  possible  in  itself,  is, 
by  the  exquisite  art  of  the  narrator,  ren- 
dered as  probable  as  it  is  interesting.  It 
has  the  merit,  too,  of  that  species  of 
accurate  painting  which  can  be  looked  at 
again  and  again  with  new  pleasure. — 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  c  1821,  Memoir  of 
Daniel  De  Foe,  Miscellaneous  Works,  vol. 
IV,  p.  279. 

What  man  does  not  remember  with 
regret  the  first  time  that  he  read  '*  Robin- 
son Crusoe?"  Then,  indeed,  he  was 
unable  to  appreciate  the  powers  of  the 
writer;  or  rather,  he  neither  knew  nor 
cared  whether  the  book  had  a  writer  at 
all.  He  probably  thought  it  not  half  so 
fine  as  some  rant  of  Macpherson  about 
dark-browed  Foldath  and  white-bosomed 
Strinadona.  He  now  values  Fingal  and 
Temora  only  as  showing  with  how  little 
evidence  a  story  may  be  believed,  and  with 
how  little  merit  a  book  may  be  popular. 
Of  the  romance  of  Defoe,  he  entertains 
the  highest  opinion.  He  perceives  the 
hand  of  a  master  in  ten  thousand  touches, 
which  formerly  he  passed  by  without 
notice.  But  though  he  understands  the 
merits  of  the  narrative  better  than  for- 
merly, he  is  far  less  interested  by  it. 
Xury,  and  Friday,  and  pretty  Poll,  the 
boat  with  the  shoulder-of-mutton  sail,  and 
the  canoe  which  could  not  be  brought 
down  to  the  water's  edge,  the  tent  with 
its  hedge  and  ladders,  the  preserve  of 
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kids,  and  the  den  where  the  old  goat  died, 
can  never  again  be  to  him  the  realities 
which  they  were.— Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1828,  Dryden,  Edinburgh 
Review  ;  Critical  arid  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

Few  things,  in  an  ordinary  life,  can 
come  np  to  the  interest  which  every  reader 
of  sensibility  must  take  in  the  author  of 
**  Robinson  Crusoe. "  *  *  Heaven  lies  about 
us  in  our  infancy;"  and  it  cannot  be 
denied,  that  the  first  perusal  of  that  work 
makes  a  part  of  the  illusion : — the  roar  of 
the  waters  is  in  our  ears, — we  start  at 
the  print  of  the  foot  in  the  sand,  and 
hear  the  parrot  repeat  the  well-known 
sounds  of  **Poor  Robinson  Crusoe !  Who 
are  you  ?  Where  do  you  come  from ;  and 
where  are  you  going?" — till  the  tears 
gash,  and  in  recollection  and  feeling  we 
become  children  again!  One  cannot 
miderstand  how  the  author  of  this  world 
of  abstraction  should  have  had  any  thing 
to  do  with  the  ordinary  cares  and  business 
of  life ;  or  it  almost  seems  that  he  should 
have  been  fed,  like  Elijah,  by  the  ravens. 
What  boots  it  then  to  know  that  he  was 
a  hose-factor,  and  the  owner  of  a  tile-kiln 
in  Essex — that  he  stood  in  the  pillory, 
was  over  head  and  ears  in  debt,  and 
engaged  in  eternal  literary  and  political 
squabbles  ?—Hazutt,  Wiluam,  1830, 
WOsotCs  Life  and  Times  of  Daniel  Defoe, 
Edinburgh  RevieWy  vol.  50,  p.  400. 

It  has  become  a  household  thing  in 
nearly  every  family  in  Christendom.  Yet 
never  was  admiration  of  any  work — uni- 
versal admiration — more  indiscriminately 
or  more  inappropriately  bestowed.  Not 
one  person  in  ten — nay,  not  one  person  in 
five  hundred — has,  during  the  perusal  of 
''Robinson  Cruso,"  the  most  remote  con- 
ception that  any  particle  of  genius,  or 
even  of  common  talent,  has  been  employed 
in  its  creation!  Men  do  not  look  upon 
it  in  the  light  of  a  literary  performance. 
Defoe  has  none  of  their  thoughts — Robin- 
son all.  The  powers  which  have  wrought 
the  wonder  have  been  thrown  into  obscu- 
rity by  the  very  stupendousness  of  the  won- 
der they  have  wrought!  We  read,  and 
become  perfect  abstractions  in  the  inten- 
sity of  our  interest ;  we  close  the  book, 
and  are  quite  satisfied  that  we  could  have 
written  as  well  ourselves.  All  this  is 
effected  by  the  potent  magic  of  verisimil- 
itude. Indeed  the  author  of  ''Crusoe" 
miut  have   possessed,   above   all    other 


f  aculities,  what  has  been  termed  the  faculty 
of  identification — that  dominion  exercised 
by  volition  over  imagination,  which 
enables  the  mind  to  lose  its  own  in  a  ficti- 
tious individuality. — Poe,  Edgar  Allan, 
1836,  Marginalia,  Works,  vol.  vii,  p.  300. 

It  sinks  into  the  bosom  while  the  bosom 
is  most  capable  of  pleasurable  impressions 
from  the  adventurous  and  the  marvellous ; 
and  no  human  work,  we  honestly  believe, 
has  afforded  such  great  delight.  Neither 
the  Hiad  nor  the  Odyssey,  in  the  much 
longer  course  of  ages,  has  incited  so  many 
to  enterprise,  or  to  reliance  on  their  own 
powers  and  capacities.  It  is  the  romance 
of  solitude  and  self-sustainment ;  and 
could  only  so  perfectly  have  been  written 
by  a  man  whose  own  life  had  for  the  most 
part  been  passed  in  the  independence  of 
unaided  thought,  accustomed  to  great 
reverses,  of  inexhaustible  resource  in  con- 
fronting calamities,  leaning  ever  on  his 
Bible  in  sober  and  satisfied  belief,  and  not 
afraid  at  any  time  to  find  himself  Alone, 
in  communion  with  nature  and  with  God.  : 
— FoRSTER,  John,  1845-58,  Daniel 
De  Foe,  Edinburgh  Review,  Historical  and 
Biographical  Essays,  vol.  ii,  p.  95. 

One  of  the  most  truly  genial,  perfect, 
and  original  fictions  that  the  world  has 
ever  seen.— Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847, 
Outlines  of  English  Literature,  p.  252. 

"Robinson  Crusoe"  is  understood  to  be 
founded  on  the  real  history  of  Alexander 
Selkirk,  a  summary  of  which,  charmingly 
written,  was  given  to  the  public  by  Steele. 
The  greatest  genius  might  have  been 
proud  to  paint  a  picture  after  that  sketch. 
Yet  we  are  not  sure  that  Selkirk's  adven- 
ture was  not  an  injury,  instead  of  a  bene- 
fit to  De  Foe.  A  benefit  it  undoubtedly 
was,  to  him  and  to  all  of  us,  if  it  was 
required  in  order  to  put  the  thought  into 
De  Foe's  head ;  but  what  we  mean  is,  that 
the  world  would  probably  have  had  the 
fiction,  whether  the  fact  had  existed  or 
not.  Desert  islands  and  cast-away  mari- 
ners existed  before  Selkirk :  children  have 
played  at  hermits  and  house-building, 
even  before  they  read  * '  Robinson  Crusoe ;' ' 
and  the  whole  inimitable  romance  would 
have  required  but  a  glance  of  De  Foe's 
eye  upon  a  child  at  play>  or  at  a  page  in 
an  old  book  of  voyages,  or  even  at  his  own 
restless  and  isolated  thoughts.  This  is  a 
conjecture,  however,  impossible  to  prove ; 
and  we  only  throw  it  out  in  justice  to  an 
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original  geniuQ.  After  all,  it  would  make 
little  difference;  for  Selkirk  was  not 
Crusoe,  nor  did  he  see  the  ghost  of  a 
human  footstep,  nor  obtain  a  man  Friday. 
The  inhabitant  of  the  island  was  De  Foe 
himself. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1849,  A  Book  for 
a  Corner, 

That  Robertson,  however,  had  carefully 
studied  the  best  writers,  with  a  view  to 
acquire  genuine  Anglicism,  cannot  be 
doubted.  He  was  intimately  acquainted 
with  Swift's  writings ;  indeed,  he  regarded 
him  as  eminently  skilled  in  the  narrative 
art.  He  had  the  same  familiarity  with 
Defoe,  and  had  formed  the  same  high  esti- 
mate of  his  historical  powers.  I  know, 
that  when  a  Professor  in  another  Univer- 
sity consulted  him  on  the  best  discipline 
for  acquiring  a  good  narrative  style,  pre- 
vious to  drawing  up  John  Bell  of  Anter- 
mony's  "Travels  across  Russia  to  Tartary 
and  the  Chinese  Wall,"  the  remarkable 
advice  he  gave  him  was  to  read  ''Robinson 
Crusoe"  carefully;  and  when  the  Profes- 
sor was  astonished,  and  supposed  it  was 
a  jest,  the  historian  said  he  was  quite  seri- 
ous: but  if  **  Robinson  Crusoe"  woidd  not 
help  him,  or  he  was  above  studying  Defoe, 
then  he  recommended  "Gulliver's  Trav- 
els."—Brougham,  Henry  Lord,  1855, 
Robertson,  Ldves  of  Men  of  Letters  of  the 
Time  of  George  III.,  p.  273. 

"The  Life  and  Adventures  of  Robinson 
Crusoe"  appeared  as  far  back  as  the  year 
1719,  and  at  once  rose  to  the  popularity 
which  it  has  ever  since  maintained.  But 
it  failed  to  attract  the  notice  of  the  crit- 
ics. The  men  who  sat  in  judgment  on  the 
small  elegances  of  the  wits  of  the  reign 
of  George  I.,  and  marked  how  sentences 
were  balanced  and  couplets  rounded,  could 
not  stoop  to  notice  a  composition  so 
humble  as  a  novel,  more  especially  a  novel 
VH'itten  by  a  self-taught  man.  But  his 
singularly  vivacious  production  forced  a 
way  for  itself,  leaving  the  fine  sentences 
and  smart  couplets  to  be  forgotten.  In  a 
short  time  it  was  known  all  over  Europe ; 
several  translations  appeared  simultane- 
ously in  France.  .  .  .  And  such  was  the 
rage  of  imitation  which  it  excited  in  Ger- 
many, that  no  fewer  than  forty-onie  German 
novels  were  produced  that  had  Robinson 
Crusoes  for  their  heroes,  and  fifteen  others 
that,  though  equally  palpable  imitations, 
had  heroes  that  bore  a  different  name. 
— Miller,  Hugh,  1856,  Essays,  p.  470. 


This  novel  too,  like  many  of  the  best 
ever  written,  has  in  it  the  autobiograph- 
ical element  which  makes  a  man  speak 
from  greater  depths  of  feeling  than  in 
a  purely  imaginary  story. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1875,  Hours  in  a  Library,  vol,  i, 
p.  43. 

The  vast  mass  of  Defoe's  writings 
received  no  kindly  aid  from  distinguished 
contemporaries  to  float  them  down  the 
stream ;  everything  was  done  that  bitter 
dislike  and  supercilious  indifference  could 
do  to  submerge  them.  *  *  Robinson  Crusoe' ' 
was  their  sole  life-buoy. — Minto,  Wil- 
liam, 1879,  Daniel  Defoe  (English  Men  of 
Letters),  p.  137. 

"Robinson  Crusoe,"  which  is  a  fairy 
tale  to  the  child,  a  book  of  adventure  to 
the  young,  is  a  work  on  social  philosophy 
to  the  mature.  It  is  a  picture  of  civiliza- 
tion. The  essential  moral  attributes  of 
man,  his  innate  impulses  as  a  social  being, 
his  absolute  dependence  on  society,  even 
as  a  solitary  individual,  his  subjection  to 
the  physical  world,  and  his  alliance  with 
the  animal  world,  the  statical  elements  of 
social  philosophy,  and  the  germs  of  man's 
historical  evolution  have  never  been 
touched  with  more  sagacity,  and  assur- 
edly have  never  been  idealised  with  such 
magical  simplicity  and  truth.  It  remains, 
with  Don  Quixote,  the  only  prose  work  of 
the  fancy  which  has  equal  charms  for 
every  age  of  life,  and  which  has  inex- 
haustible teaching  for  the  student  of  man 
and  of  society. — Harrison,  Frederic, 
1879-86,  The  Choice  of  Books  and  Other 
Literary  Pieces,  p.  64. 

Grimmelshausen  has  here  introduced  an 
idea  which  had  already  played  a  certain 
part  in  Shakspeare's  '"Tempest,"  and 
which  Defoe  made,  fifty  years  later,  the 
centre  of  his  remarkable  work,  ''Robinson 
Crusoe."  But  the  idea  started  by  Grim- 
melshausen remained  dormant  until  it 
came  before  the  public  in  a  new  form  from 
England.  Daniel  Defoe's  "Robinson 
Crusoe"  appeared  in  1719 ;  it  was  at  once 
translated  into  various  languages,  and  it 
continued  for  a  long  time  to  call  forth 
numerous  imitations  in  Germany.  For- 
eign nations  as  well  as  native  districts 
were  made  to  furnish  names  for  all  these 
Robinsons  or  Adventurers ;  there  was  an 
Italian,  French,  Dutch,  Norwegian,  Saxon, 
Silesian,  Thuringian,  Swabian,  Branden- 
burg, and  Palatinate  Robinson,  a  Swiss, 
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Danish,  Dresden,  and  Leipzig  Adventurer. 
The  most  celebrated  achievement  of  this 
literature  of  Robinsonades,  which  was  con- 
tinued down  into  the  age  of  Frederick  the 
Great,  was  a  four-volume  story,  which 
appeared  between  1731  and  1743,  and  was 
called  **The  Island  of  Pelsenburg,"  after 
the  scene  of  the  narrative.  It  was  writ- 
ten by  Johann  Gottfried  Schnabel,  court- 
agent  and  newswriter  to  Count  Stolberg. 
His  literary  apparatus  is  on  the  whole  the 
same  as  that  employed  in  ''Simplicis- 
simus/'  but  he  gives  still  greater  scope  to 
ghostly  and  magical  elements,  he  does  not 
mind  repeating  himself,  and  he  makes  no 
attempt  to  introduce  any  higher  thoughts 
into  his  fascinating  narrative  of  change- 
ful incidents. — SCHERER,  WiLHELM,  1883- 
86,  A  History  of  German  Literature,  tr. 
Conybeare,  vol.  I,  p.  392. 

While  he  was  not  a  great  artist,  he  was 
a  wonderful  craftsman.  That  is  to  say, 
he  studied  his  fellow-creatures  from  the 
point  of  view  of  their  relations  to  society ; 
he  writes  as  a  reformer  with  a  direct  prac- 
tical end,  with  the  end  that  was  foremost 
in  the  minds  of  his  generation,  that  of 
promoting  civilization.  Take  his  ''Robin- 
son Crusoe,"  for  example ;  full  as  it  is  of 
fine  things,  as  when  Robinson  sees  with 
terror  the  print  of  a  human  print  upon 
the  sand,  it  is  singularly  devoid  of  any 
expression  of  the  feeling  of  vast  loneliness 
that  would  weigh  down  on  the  spirit  of 
any  such  hero  in  a  novel  of  the  present 
day.  The  problem  that  lay  before  him, 
and  which  he  accomplished,  was  how  to 
make  himself  over  from  a  worthless  per- 
son into  a  peaceable,  God-fearing  citizen. 
The  shadow  of  the  municipal  law  and  of 
the  Elnglish  Sunday  seems  to  lie  over  the 
lonely  island.  The  moral  of  the  book,  in 
short,  is  this :  If  a  man  in  solitude,  with 
a  few  scraps  from  a  wreck  and  an  occa- 
sional savage,  dog,  and  cat  to  help  him, 
can  lead  so  civilized  a  life,  what  may  we 
not  expect  of  good  people  in  England  with 
abundance  about  them?  This  moral  is 
what  now  makes  the  value  of  the  book  as 
a  means  of  education  for  boys,  that  they 
may  see,  as  Rousseau  put  it,  that  the 
stock  of  an  ironmonger  is  better  than 
that  of  a  jeweller,  and  glass  better  than 
diamonds. — Perry,  Thomas  Sergeant, 
1883,  English  Literature  in  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  p.  310, 

No  theory  as  to  children's  books  would 


be  worth  much  attention  which  found 
itself  obliged  to  exclude  that  memorable 
work.  Although  it  submits  in  a  certain 
measure  to  classification,  it  is  almost  sui 
generis ;  no  book  of  its  kind,  approaching 
it  in  merit,  has  ever  been  written.  In 
what,  then,  does  its  fascination  consist? 
There  is  certainly  nothing  hermetic  about 
it ;  it  is  the  simplest  and  most  studiously 
matter-of-fact  narrative  of  events,  com- 
prehensible without  the  slightest  effort, 
and  having  no  meaning  that  is  not  appar- 
ent on  the  face  of  it.  And  yet  children, 
and  grown  people  also,  read  it  again  and 
again,  and  cannot  find  it  uninteresting. 
I  think  the  phenomenon  may  largely  be 
due  to  the  nature  of  the  subject,  which  is 
really  of  primary  and  universal  interest  to 
mankind.  It  is  the  story  of  the  struggle 
of  a  man  with  wild  and  hostile  nature, — 
in  the  larger  sense  an  elementary  theme, 
— his  shifts,  his  failures,  his  perils,  his 
fears,  his  hopes,  his  successes.  The  char- 
acter of  Robinson  is  so  artfully  generalized 
or  universalized,  and  sympathy  for  him  is 
so  powerfully  aroused  and  maintained, 
that  the  reader,  especially  the  child 
reader,  inevitably  identifies  himself  with 
him,  and  feels  his  emotions  and  struggles 
as  his  own.  The  ingredient  of  suspense 
is  never  absent  from  the  story,  and  the 
absence  of  any  plot  prevents  us  from  per- 
ceiving its  artificiality.  It  is,  in  fact,  a 
type  of  the  history  of  the  human  race, 
not  on  the  higher  plane,  but  on  the  phy- 
sical one;  the  history  of  man's  contest 
with  and  final  victory  over  physical  nature. 
The  very  simplicity  and  obviousness  of  the 
details  give  them  grandeur  and  compre- 
hensiveness :  no  part  of  man's  character 
which  his  contact  with  nature  can  affect 
or  develop  is  left  untried  in  Robinson. 
He  manifests  in  little  all  historical 
earthly  experiences  of  the  race ;  such  is 
the  scheme  of  the  book;  and  its  per- 
manence in  literature  is  due  to  the  sobri- 
ety and  veracity  with  which  that  scheme 
is  carried  out.  To  speak  succinctly,  it 
does  for  the  body  what  the  hermetic  and 
cognate  literature  does  for  the  soul ;  and 
for  the  healthy  man,  the  body  is  not  less 
important  than  the  soul  in  its  own  place 
and  degree.  It  is  not  the  w^ork  of  the 
Creator,  but  it  is  contingent  upon  crea- 
tion.— Hawthorne,  Julian,  1887,  Con- 
fessions and  Criticisms^  p.  122. 

When  a  boy  I  loved  those  books  that 
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other  boys  love,  and  I  love  them  still. 
I  well  remember  a  little  scene  which  took 
place  when  I  was  a  child  of  eight  or  nine. 
''Robinson  Crusoe"  held  me  in  his  golden 
thrall,  and  I  was  expected  to  go  to  church. 
I  hid  beneath  a  bed  with  '*  Robinson 
Crusoe/'  and  was  in  due  course  dis- 
covered by  an  elder  sister  and  a  govern- 
ess, who,  on  my  refusing  to  come  out, 
resorted  to  force.  Then  followed  a  strug- 
gle that  was  quite  Homeric.  The  two 
ladies  tugged  as  best  they  might,  but  I 
clung  to  **  Crusoe"  and  the  legs  of  the 
bed,  and  kicked  till,  perfectly  exhausted, 
they  took  their  departure  in  no  very 
Christian  frame  of  mind,  leaving  me  pant- 
ing, indeed,  but  triumphant. — Haggard, 
H.  Rider,  1887,  Books  which  Have  Ivflu- 
enced  Me,  p.  66. 

When  we  read  **  Robinson  Crusoe"  we 
feel  that  the  hero  would  not  naturally 
have  acted  in  any  other  way  than  he 
actually  did.  And  it  is  this  fact  which 
gives  its  life  to  the  book.  Defoe  might 
have  kept  his  inventive  powers  in  their 
place  and  never  have  gained  his  reputa- 
tion for  untrustworthiness,  and  still  have 
given  **  Robinson  Crusoe"  to  the  world 
as  perfect  as  it  is  now,  no  doubt,  but  we 
must  look  at  facts  as  they  are  and  not  as 
we  should  wish  them  to  be.  .  And  the  fact 
is  that  this  immortal  story-teller  was  a 
man  to  whom  the  truth  was  a  stranger. 
He  was  seldom  straightforward.  He  was 
fertile  in  expedients  to  pass  off  falsehood 
for  truth,  and  it  is  this  gift  of  invention 
which,  rightfully  exercised  in  **  Robinson 
Crusoe,"  made,  when  carried  into  actual 
practice  in  life,  so  untrustwoithy  a  char- 
acter as  his.  ...  In  spite  of  all  his 
faults  he  was  great  enough  to  write  for 
his  time,  and  for  all  time,  ''Robinson 
Crusoe."— Adams,  Oscar  Fay,  1889, 
Dear  Old  Story-TelkrSy  pp.  176,  177. 

**  Robinson  Crusoe"  has  a  place  in  liter- 
ature as  unassailable  as  ''Gulliver's 
Travels"  or  as  "Don  Quixote."  .  .  . 
Had  he  not  written  "Robinson  Crusoe," 
he  would  still  have  held  a  high  place  in 
English  literature,  because  of  the  other 
romances  that  came  from  his  teeming 
brain,  and  because  of  the  political  tracts, 
that  made  so  deep  and  lasting  an  impres- 
sion even  in  that  age  of  famous  political 
tracts.  But  "Robinson  Crusoe"  is  to  his 
other  works  like  Aaron's  serpent,  or  the 
''one  master-passion  in  the  breast,"  which 


the  poet  has  compared  with  it — it  "swal- 
lows all  the  rest."— McCarthy,  Justin, 
1890,  A  History  of  the  Four  Georges,  vol. 
u,  pp.  1,  2. 

And  if  you  should  ever  have  any  story 
of  your  own  to  tell,  and  want  to  tell  it 
well,  I  advise  you  to  take  "Robinson 
Crusoe"  for  a  model ;  if  you  ever  want 
to  make  a  good  record  of  any  adventures 
of  your  own  by  sea,  or  by  land,  I  advise 
you  to  take  "Robinson  Crusoe"  for  a 
model ;  and  if  you  do,  you  will  not  waste 
words  in  painting  sunsets,  or  in  decorating 
storms  and  sea-waves ;  but,  without  your 
straining,  and  by  the  simple  colorless 
truth  of  your  language,  the  sunsets  will 
show  their  glow,  and  the  storms  rise  and 
roar,  and  the  waves  dash  and  die  along 
the  beach  as  they  do  in  nature. — Mitch- 
ell, Donald  G.,  1890,  English  Lands 
Letters  and  Kings,  From  Elizabeth  to 
Anne,  p.  277. 

It  is  one  of  those  immortal  stories  which 
appeal  equally  to  the  interest  and  sym- 
pathy of  any  period  and  any  civilised  race. 
—Field,  Mrs.  E.  M.,  1891,  The  Child 
and  His  Book,  p.  230. 

Defoe  would  hardly  recognize  "Robin- 
son Crusoe"  as  "a  picture  of  civilization, " 
having  innocently  supposed  it  to  be  quite 
the  reverse ;  and  he  would  be  as  amazed 
as  we  are  to  learn  from  Mr.  Frederic 
Harrison  that  his  book  contains  "more 
psychology,  more  political  economy,  and 
more  anthropology  than  are  to  be  found 
in  many  elaborate  treatises  on  these 
especial  subjects, ' '  —  blighting  words 
which  I  would  not  even  venture  to  quote 
if  I  thought  that  any  boy  would  chance  to 
read  them,  and  so  have  one  of  the  pleas- 
ures of  his  young  life  destroyed. — Rep- 
PLiER,  Agnes,  1891,  A  Plea  for  Humor, 
Points  of  View,  p.  4. 

Defoe's  narratives  all  aim  at  exhibiting 
the  processes  of  memory,  untouched  by 
the  shaping  imagination.  And  unambi- 
tious though  such  an  aim  may  be,  it  was 
perhaps  a  necessary  exercise  for  the 
modem  novel  in  its  infancy.  .  .  . 
Robinson  Crusoe  typifies  the  spirit  of  the 
Anglo-Saxon  race,  and  illustrates  in  epit- 
ome the  part  it  has  played  in  India  and 
America.  He  keeps  his  house  in  order, 
stores  the  runlets  of  rum,  and  converts 
Friday,  telling  him  that  God  is  omnipo- 
tent, that  he  "could  do  everything  for 
us,  give  everything  to  us,  take  everything 
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from  us."  Poor  Friday  believed  in  a 
Great  Spirit,  and  held  that  ''All  things 
say  0  to  him" — an  unpractical  view  that 
receives  no  manner  of  notice  from  Crusoe, 
who  nevertheless  reports  their  conversa- 
tions, and  honestly  admits  that  he  was 
"mn  down  to  the  last  degree*'  by  some 
of  Friday's  theological  arguments.  But 
the  very  deficiencies  in  the  story  of 
Crusoe,  and  the  imagination  of  Defoe, 
only  gave  the  writer  fuller  scope  for  the 
exhibition  of  his  particular  talent.  On  a 
blank  canvas  small  splashes  are  striking, 
and  Defoe  forces  the  reader  to  take  the 
deepest  interest  in  the  minutest  affairs  of 
the  castaway.  It  is  a  testimony  to  the 
practical  nature  of  childhood  that  the 
book  is  so  widely  regarded  as  the  best 
boy's  book  in  the  world.  When  the  story 
leaves  the  magic  limits  of  the  island,  it 
must  be  said  the  interest  flags ;  and  at 
last,  in  the  "Serious  Reflections,"  sub- 
joined by  an  afterthought,  it  positively 
stagnates.  But  the  main  piece  of  original 
narrative  is  a  masterpiece,  and  marks  a 
new  era  in  the  writing  of  prose  fiction. 
—Raleigh,  Walter,  1894,  The  English 
Niwel,  pp.  132,  133. 

Jean-Jacques  pronounced  a  splendid 
eulogy  upon  the  educational  qualities  of 
the  work,  preferring  its  author  to  Aris- 
totle, Pliny  and  Buff  on.  ...  He  saw 
quite  clearly  how  closely  the  author  of 
''Robinson  Crusoe"  had  adhered  to  life, 
and  perceived  the  lofty  teaching  he  had 
managed  to  extract  from  it.  Rousseau 
raised  to  its  proper  position  what  had 
been  regarded  nothing  more  than  a  novel, 
when  in  reality  it  was  a  moral  treatise. 
It  was  his  testimony  to  its  qualities  that 
gave  Daniel  Defoe's  work  a  place  in  the 
philosophical  heritage  of  humanity. — 
Tbxte,  Joseph,  1895-99,  Jean-Jacques 
Rousseau  and  the  Cosmopolitan  Spirit  in 
Literature^  tr.  Matthews,  pp.  127,  128. 

Aha,  old  Crusoe!  I  see  thee  now  in 
yonder  case  smiling  out  upon  me  as 
cheerily  as  thou  didst  smile  those  many 
years  ago  when  to  a  little  boy  thou 
hroughtest  the  message  of  Romance! 
And  I  do  love  thee  still,  and  I  shall  always 
love  thee,  not  only  for  thy  benefaction  in 
those  ancient  days,  but  also  for  the  light 
and  the  cheer  which  thy  genius  brings  to 
all  ages  and  conditions  of  humanity. — 
FIELD,  EUGIWE,  1895,  The  Love  Affairs  of 
a  BMiomaniaCf  p.  17. 


It  was  an  invention,  a  great,  unexpected 
stroke  of  British  genius,  and  it  was  imme- 
diately hailed  as  such  by  the  rest  of 
Europe.  It  was  one  of  the  first  English 
books  which  was  widely  imitated  on  the 
Continent,  and  it  gave  direction  and 
impetus  to  the  new  romantico-realistic 
conception  of  fiction  all  over  the  world. 
•  .  .  In  England,  however,  the  bour- 
geois romances  of  Defoe  long  remained 
without  influence  and  without  prestige, 
widely  read  indeed,  but  almost  furtively, 
as  vulgar  literature  fit  for  the  kitchen  and 
the  shop. — GossE,  Edmund,  1897,  Short 
History  of  Modem  English  Literature,  p. 
227. 

''Robinson  Crusoe"  has  proved  itself 
more  than  a  story-book.  At  the  begin- 
ning nobody  thought  it  a  mere  book  for 
children ;  and  there  is  now  something  out 
of  the  way  in  that  house  where  it  is 
treated  simply  as  a  child's  book.  Ita 
steady  popularity,  as  great  now  as  ever, 
is  not  easily  explained  by  the  critics.  A 
boy  who  likes  it  need  not,  probably  can- 
not, tell  why  he  likes  it.  No,  nor  can 
the  best  critics,  by  counting  the  words  or 
telling  why  the  sentences  are  long  or 
short,  explain  why  the  boy  ought  to  like 
it.  What  is  certain  is  this,  that  so  many 
new  editions  of  it  are  published  every 
year  that  no  librarian  pretends  to  keep 
the  account  of  them. — Hale,  Edward 
Everett,  1897,  Robinson  Crusoe  and 
Defoe,  The  Outlook,  vol.  55,  p.  1031. 

The  first  of  my  favorite  authors  of 
fiction  is  Daniel  Defoe,  and  he  comes  to 
the  front  as  naturally  as  if  he  saw  a  sail 
upon  the  horizon  and  was  anxious  to  dis- 
cover to  what  sort  of  craft  it  belonged. 
.  .  .  Defoe's  prominence  in  my  mind 
is  based  upon  his  ability  to  transmute  a 
fictional  narrative  into  a  record  of  facts ; 
things  which  might  have  been  became,  in 
his  hands,  things  which  actually  were. 
But  it  is  to  the  story  itself  that  his  suprem- 
acy as  a  fictional  writer  is  confined;  it 
does  not  extend  to  his  personages.  It  is 
in  the  relation  of  a  story,  not  in  the  delin- 
eation of  character,  that  this  great  author 
excels.  ...  To  reduce  romance  to 
realism  without  depriving  the  former  of 
any  of  its  charms  was  the  example  set  by 
Defoe  to  the  writers  of  English  fiction. 
His  characters,  his  situations,  his  inci- 
dents, his  material,  and  his  ma- 
chinery, have    all   been  surpassed,    but 
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his  story  telling  never.  .  .  .  1 
may  sum  up  what  I  have  to  say  about 
Defoe  in  the  statement  that  it  is  the  tell- 
ing of  his  story  and  not  the  story  itself 
which  charms  me  and  holds  me  to  my 
allegiance.  ''Robinson  Crusoe"  is  not 
the  best  work  of  English  fiction,  but  it  is» 
in  my  opinion,  the  best  told  story.— Stock- 
ton, Frank  R.,  1897,  My  Favorite  Novel- 
ist and  His  Best  Book,  Munsey's  Magazine, 
vol.  17,  pp.  351,  352,  353. 

"Robinson  Crusoe,"  first  edition,  2 
vols..  1719.  Roxburghe  (1812),  £1,  4s. 
Sotheby's  (1846),  £4,  16s.  (with  ''Seri- 
ous Reflections,"  3  vols.,  1719-20). 
Alfred  Crampton,  1896  (3  vols.,)  £75. 
Sir  Cecile  Domvile,  1897  (part  i,)  £45, 
10s. — Wheatley,  Henry  B.,  1898,  Prices 
(f  Books,  p.  246. 

Thus  ends  the  authentic  history  of  Alex- 
ander Selkirk.  He  left  no  children,  but 
representatives  of  the  family  from  which 
he  sprang  are  still  to  be  found  in  his 
native  town.  Mr.  Davied  Gillies,  whose 
mother  was  a  great-grandniece  of  Selkirk, 
has  commemorated  him  in  a  statue  which, 
since  its  unveiling  by  the  Countess  of 
Aberdeen  in  1885,  has  made  the  leading 
feature  of  Largo  for  every  visitor  to  the 
place.  If  you  ask  a  native  where  any 
one  lives,  the  position  will  almost  certainly 
be  indicated  from  a  reference  to  "the 
statue."  Nor  is  there  any  diflSculty  in 
identifying  the  statue,  for  the  sculptor 
has  dressed  his  Crusoe  in  the  very  garb 
with  which  necessity  first  and  Defoe  after- 
ward adorned  him.  .  .  .  And  Juan 
Fernandez  has  its  memorial,  too.  Two 
thousand  feet  above  the  sea-level,  on  the 
height  which  Selkirk  called  his  ''Look- 
out," a  handsome  tablet  commemorates 
him  in  the  following  inscription : 

In  memory  of  Alexander  Selkirk,  mariner, 
a  native  of  Largo,  in  the  county  of  Fife^ 
Scotland,  who  lived  on  tfus  island  in  com- 
plete solitude  for  four  years  and  four 
months.  He  was  landed  from  the  Cinque 
Ports  galley,  96  tons,  18  guns,  A.  D.  1704, 
and  was  taken  off  in  the  Duke,  privateer, 
12th  February,  1709.  He  died  Lieutenant 
of  H.  M.  S.  Weymouth,  A.  D.  1723,  aged 
47.  This  tablet  is  erected  near  Selkirk's 
lookout,  by  Commodore  Powell  and  the  officers 
of  H.  M.  S.  Topaze,  A.  D.  1868. 

Thus    while   Defoe    himself    remains 


undistinguished  by  statue  or  mark  of 
public  favor  of  any  kind,  the  humble  hero 
whose  fame  he  created  is  memorialized  in 
two  widely  separated  corner^  of  the  globe. 
— Hadden,  J.  CuTHBERT,  1899,  The  Mak- 
ing of  ^^Robinson  Crusoe,^*  The  Century 
Magazine,  vol.  58,  pp.  393,  394. 

MEMOIRS  OF  A  CAVALIER 
1720? 

The  most  life-like  account  of  the  Civil 
Wars  in  England  in  the  seventeenth  cen- 
tury that  I  know  is  contained  in  De  Foe's 
** Memoirs  of  a  Cavalier,"  which  it  is 
impossible  to  read  without  believing  that 
it  is  the  work  of  a  writer  who  had  been 
himself  an  actor  in  the  scenes  which  he 
describes — and  which  Lord  Chatham 
indeed  quoted  as  a  genuine  history.  And 
yet  it  is  as  much  a  fiction  as  Waverley, 
with  its  picture  of  the  Rebellion  of  1745. 
— Forsyth,  Wiluam,  1871,  The  Novels 
and  Novelists  qf  the  Ehghteenth  Century, 
p.  11. 

Almost  all  the  battles  and  incidents  it 
relates,  are  so  evidently  taken  from  Clar- 
endon and  other  contemporaries  of  the 
Civil  Wars  (with  whose  writings  I  was 
familiar  before  I  read  this  work)  that  I 
confess  I  was  not  so  much  struck  with 
'*The  Cavalier"  as  I  expected. — Bray, 
Anna  Eliza,  1883,  Autobiography,  ed. 
Kempe,  p.  190. 

Defoe  is  with  me  not  seldom.  The  style 
of  these  men  is  refreshing.  For  narrative, 
it  would  be  difficult  to  beat  Defoe.  ^'The 
History  of  a  Cavalier"  is  a  downright 
masterpiece. — Brown,  Thomas  Edward, 
1893,  Letters,  ed.  Irwin,  March  10,  vol. 
I,  p.  173. 

It  is  well  known  that  the  Earl  of  Chat- 
ham believed  the  **  Memoirs  of  a  Cavalier" 
to  be  genuine  history,  and  said  they  gave 
the  best  account  of  the  Civil  War  which 
was  extant.  Opinions  as  to  the  duties  of 
a  serious  historian  have  altered  much 
since  then;  historical  romances,  if  good 
of  their  kind,  will  always  be  welcome,  and 
will  serve  other  useful  ends  besides 
amusements;  but  nowadays  we  expect  a 
writer  to  make  it  clear  whether  his  work 
is  fact  or  fiction.  Defoe  felt  perfectly 
warranted  in  giving  greater  point  and 
interest  to  his  narrative  by  the  interposi- 
tion of  an  imaginary  Cavalier  who  could 
describe  the  events  of  the  time  as  his  ovm 
experiences.     He  thought  it  much  more 
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important  that  his  readers  should  have 
before  them  a  striking  picture  of  the  chief 
events  of  a  war  than  that  the  story  should 
be  of  impeccable  accuracy,  but  dull. 
There  is  certainly  a  place  in  the  historical 
library  for  such  work  as  Defoe's,  and  the 
'*Memoir8of  a  Cavalier''  is,  from  the  his- 
torical point  of  view,  one  of  the  very  best 
books  of  its  class  in  existence. — Aitken, 
George  A.,  1895,  ed.  Dejoflz  Romances 
and  Narratives,  Memoirs  of  a  Cavalier, 
vol.  VII,  Introduction,  p,  xviii. 

One  of  the  most  vivid  and  apparently 
genuine  military  histories  ever  printed. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  Social  Eng- 
land, ed.  Traill,  vol.  v,  p,  86. 

MOLL  FLANDERS 
1722 

The  various  incidents  in  the  eventful 
life  of  Moll  Flanders,  from  the  time  of 
her  seduction  to  that  of  her  becoming  a 
convict  and  a  quiet  settler  in  Maryland, 
are  those  of  real  life,  as  exemplified  by 
multitudes  of  individuals,  who  have  run 
the  career  of  their  vicious  propensities. 
The  artless  disposition  of  the  narrative, 
the  lively  interest  excited  by  unlocked  for 
coincidences,  the  rich  natural  painting, 
the  moral  reflections,  are  all  so  many 
proofs  of  the  knowledge  and  invention  of 
the  writer ;  but  the  facts  were  furnished 
him  by  the  annals  of  Newgate.  .  .  . 
From  the  character  of  the  incidents  that 
compose  the  present  narrative,  De  Foe 
was  fully  aware  of  the  objections  that 
would  be  urged  against  it  by  the  scrupu- 
lous. To  conceal  a  single  fact,  would 
have  taken  so  much  from  the  fidelity  6£k^ 
the  portrait ;  all  that  he  could  do,  there- 
fore, was  to  neutralize  the  poison,  by  fur- 
nishing tl^  strongest  antidotes.  Accord- 
ingly, whilst  he  paints  the  courses  of  an 
every-day  profligate  in  their  natural  col- 
ours, he  shows  us  with  the  same  faithful- 
ness their  natural  tendency;  and  that, 
first  or  last,  vice  is  sure  to  bring  down 
its  own  punishment.  His  villains  never 
[irosper ;  but  either  come  to  an  untimely 
end,  or  are  brought  to  be  penitents.  In 
dressing  up  the  present  story,  he  tells  us, 
he  had  taken  care  to  exclude  every  thing 
that  might  be  offensive;  but  cob'scious; 
that  he  had  a  bad  subject  to  work  upon,' 
he  endeavours  to  interest  the  reader  in 
the  reflections  arising  out  of  it,  that  the 
moral  might  be  more  enticing  than  the 
fable.— Wilson,  Walter,  1830,  Memoirs 


of  the  Life  and  Times  cf  Daniel  De  Foe,  voL 
III,  pp.  489,  490. 

Of  these  novels  we  may,  nevertheless, 
add,  for  the  satisfaction  of  the  inquisitive 
reader,  that  "Moll  Flanders"  is  utterly 
vile  and  detestable:  Mrs.  Flanders  was 
evidently  born  in  sin.  The  best  parts  are 
the  account  of  her  childhood,  which  is 
pretty  and  affecting;  the  fluctuation  of 
her  feelings  between  remorse  and  hard- 
ened impenitence  in  Newgate;  and  the 
incident  of  her  leading  off  the  horse  from 
the  inn-door,  though  she  had  no  place  to 
put  it  in  after  she  had  stolen  it. — Hazutt, 
WiLUAM,  1830,  Wilson's  Life  and  Times 
(f  Daniel  Drfoe,  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  50, 
p.  422. 

Deals  with  the  sore  of  society  in  very 
much  the  spirit  of  M.  Zola  and  his  follow- 
ers. Defoe  lays  bare  the  career  of  an 
abandoned  woman,  concealing  nothing, 
extenuating  nothing,  but  also  hoping  noth- 
ing. It  could  only  be  when  inspired  by 
the  hope  of  amelioration,  that  such  a  nar- 
rative could  be  endurable.  But  Defoe's 
novel  is  inspired  merely  by  hope  of  the 
good  sale  which  of  course  it  achieved :  the 
morbid  way  in  which  he,  like  M.  Zola, 
lingers  over  disgusting  detail,  and  the 
perfunctory  manner  in  which  any  neces- 
sary pieces  of  morality  ^j^e  introduced, 
preclude  us  from  attributing  any  moral 
purpose  to  a  vivid  and  clever,*  but  most 
revolting  novel. —Rowland,  P.  F.,  1894, 
A  Comparison,  Criticism  and  Estimate  cf 
the  English  Novelists  from  1700  to  1850, 
p.  6. 

RELIGIOUS  COURTSHIP 
1722 

As  a  work  of  pure  and  orthodox  mor- 
ality, its  progress  was  slow,  but  sure.  Seven 
years  elaps^  before  a  Second  Edition  was 
required;  but  in  1789,  the  twenty-first 
was  published,  and  they  have  since  been 
innumerable,  from  the  respectable  octavo, 
to  the  coarse  paper  publications  {or  cheap 
distribution.  It  is  still  the  most  popular 
work  ever  published  on^ the  subject;  and 
would  dione  secure  the  lasting  fame  of 
itssautho?,  independently  of  any  other  of 
his  productions.  The  frame  work  of  the 
took  is  skilfully  contrived,  yet  no  art 
whatever  is  apparent.  The  reader  becomes 
interested  in  the  welfare  of  a  particular 
family,  and  is  carried  along  through  the 
history  of  its  members;  sharing  their 
happiness,  and,  as  a  friend,  touched  with 
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their  cares  and  anxieties.  It  combines 
the  rare  advantages  of  a  continuous  nar- 
rative with  those  of  natural  and  well  sus- 
tained dialogue,  a  form  of  writing  in 
which  Defoe  greatly  excelled.  Like  his 
other  works  on  religion  and  morality,  it  is 
based  on  the  Bible  alone,  and  is  equally 
acceptable  to  all  denominations  of  ortho- 
dox Protestants.  It  displays,  throughout, 
the  characteristics  of  his  best  style  of 
writing,  and  is  distinguished  as  much  for 
its  practical  utility  as  for  its  ability. — 
Lee,  William,  1869,  Daniel  Defoe :  His 
Life  and  Recently  Discovered  Writings,  vol. 
I,  p.  357. 

For  this  work  both  Mr.  Wilson  and  Mr. 
Lee  professed  unbounded  admiration.  To 
say  that  I  too  enjoyed  reading  it  would  be 
untrue.  A  little  of  the  powder  of  * 'admi- 
rable unsectarian  morality,"  as  Mr.  Lee 
calls  it,  in  a  large  spoonful  of  the  preserve 
of  fiction  could  be  put  up  with ;  but  when, 
as  in  the  case  of  ** Religious  Courtship," 
there  is  a  heaped-up  spoonful  of  this 
"admirable  unsectarian  morality,"  relieved 
by  only  the  thinnest  streak  of  preserve, 
one  makes  wry  faces. — Wright,  Thomas, 
1894,  The  Life  of  Daniel  Drfoe,  p.  288. 

JOURNAL  OF  THE  PLAGUE  YEAR 

1722 

The  **  History  of  the  Great  Plague  in 
London"  is  one  of  that  particular  class 
of  compositions  which  hovers  between 
romance  and  history.  Undoubtedly  De 
Foe  embodied  a  number  of  traditions  upon 
this  subject  with  what  he  might  actually 
have  read,  or  of  which  he  might  otherwise 
have  received  direct  evidence.  The  sub- 
ject is  hideous  almost  to  disgust,  yet, 
even  had  he  not  been  the  author  of 
** Robinson  Crusoe,"  De  Foe  would  have 
deserved  immortality  for  the  genius  which 
he  has  displayed  in  this  work,  as  well  as 
in  the  ** Memoirs  of  a  Cavalier." — Scott, 
Sir  Walter,  c  1821,  Memoir  of  Daniel 
De  Foe,  Miscellaneous  Works,  vol.  iv,  p. 
255. 

Such  is  the  veri-similitude  of  all  the  writ- 
ings of  Defoe,  that  unless  we  have  had  some 
other  means  of  refuting  their  authenticity 
than  internal  evidence,  it  would  be  a 
very  difficult  task  to  dispute  their  claims 
to  credit.  Such  is  the  minuteness  of  de- 
tail ;  such  a  dwelling  is  there  upon  par- 
ticular circumstances,  which  one  is  inclined 
to  think  would  have  struck  no  one  but  an 


actual  spectator ;  such,  too,  is  the  plain- 
ness and  simplicity  of  style;  such  the 
ordinary  and  probable  nature  of  his  mate- 
rials, as  well  as  the  air  of  conscientious- 
ness thrown  over  the  whole,  that  it  is  a 
much  easier  thing  to  say  the  narrative  is 
tedious,  prolix,  or  dull,  than  to  entertain 
a  doubt  of  its  veracity.  All  these  marks 
of  genuineness  distinguish  the  work  before 
us  perhaps  more  than  any  other  composi- 
tions of  the  same  author. — Southern,  H., 
1822,  D^o^s  History  of  the  Plague,  Retro- 
spective Review,  vol.  6,  p.  2. 

Who,  in  reading  his  thrilling  "History 
of  the  Great  Plague, "  would  not  be  recon- 
ciled to  a  few  little  ones? — Hood, 
Thomas,  1843,  Memorials,  vol.  u,  j).  142. 

For  the  grandeur  of  the  theme  and  the 
profoundly  affecting  familiarity  of  its 
treatment,  for  the  thrilling  and  homely 
touches  which  paint  at  once  the  moral  and 
the  physical  terrors  of  a  pestilence,  is  one 
of  the  noblest  prose  epics  of  the  language. 
— FoRSTER,  John,  1845-58,  Daniel  DeFoe, 
Edinburgh  Review;  Historical  and  Bio- 
graphical Essays,  vol.  ii,  p.  96. 

The  **  Journal  of  the  Plague  Year"  is 
in  some  respects  Defoe's  masterpiece. 
— AiTKEN,  George  A.,  1895,  ed.  Defo^s 
Romances  and  Narratives,  A  Journal  of 
the  Plague  Year,  vol.  ii,  p.  ix. 

Of  all  the  prolific  Daniel's  two  hundred 
and  fifty-odd  works,  none  better  exhibits 
his  most  striking  features  of  style.  The 
minute  detail,  the  irresistible  verisimili- 
tude, the  awful  realism,  are  all  there,  and 
almost  persuade  us  that  he  saw  all  that 
he  describes,  in  spite  of  our  knowledge 
that  he  was  a  boy — though  a  precocious 
one — of  five,  when  the  pestilence  was 
raging. — Smith,  Josiah  Renick,  1895, 
New  Presentments  of  Dqfoe,  The  Dial^  vol. 
19,  p.  16. 

COLONEL  JACK 
1722 

Every  wicked  reader  will  here  be 
encouraged  to  a  change,  and  it  will 
appear  that  the  best  and  only  good  end  of 
a  wicked  and  misspent  life  is  repentance. 
That  is  this,  there  is  comfort,  peace,  and 
oftentimes  hope;  and,  that  the  penitent 
shall  be  returned  like  the  prodigal,  and 
his  latter  end  be  better  than  his  beginning. 
— De  Foe,  Daniel,  1722,  Colonel  Jack, 
Preface. 

The  ''Life    of  Colonel  Jacque,"  is  a 
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work  excellent  in  its  kind,  although  less 
known  than  some  of  the  author*s  other 
performances.  If  it  contains  much  man- 
ner of  low-life,  it  aspires  to  an  elevation 
of  character ;  whilst  the  painting  is  that 
of  nature,  and  the  tendency  stirctly  vir- 
tuous. There  is  in  truth  but  little  that 
can  associate  it  in  character  with  Moll 
Flanders ;  for,  if  there  is  a  correspondency 
in  some  of  their  actions,  the  principle 
that  actuated  them  was  widely  different, 
and  our  hero  appears  through  the  greater 
part  of  the  volume,  a  personage  entitled 
to  some  respect. — Wilson,  Walter, 
1830,  Memoirs  of  the  Life  and  Times  <f 
Daniel  De  Foe,  vol.  m,  p.  495. 

The  Life  of  Colonel  Jack,  like  its  pred- 
ecessor, is  a  book  that  a  religious,  or 
even  prudent  father  could  not  safely  place 
in  the  hands  of  his  children ;  yet  is  there 
much  in  the  character  of  the  hero  that 
entitles  him  to  respect.  .  .  .  Not- 
withstanding the  obvious  objections  of 
fastidious  delicacy  to  this  book,  and  pay- 
ing due  respect  to  the  refinement  of 
moiern  civilization,  I  venture  to  doubt 
whether  more  good  was  effected,  at  the 
time,  even  by  our  author's  excellent  work 
on  ''Religious  Courtship,"  than  by  ** Col- 
onel Jack,"  remembering  the  different 
classes  for  whom  they  were  respectively 
written. — Lee,  William,  1869,  Daniel 
Dtfoe :  His  Life  and  Recently  Discovered 
Writings,  vol.  I,  pp.  366,  367. 

"The  History  of  Colonel  Jack"  is  an 
unequal  book.  There  is  hardly  in  ''Rob- 
inson Crusoe"  a  scene  equal,  and  there  is 
consequently  not  in  English  literature  a 
scene  superior,  to  that  praised  by  Lamb, 
and  extracted  in  Knight's  "Half  Hours 
with  the  Best  Authors, ' ' — the  scene  where 
the  youthful  pickpocket  first  exercises  his 
trade,  and  then  for  a  time  loses  his  ill- 
gotten  (though  for  his  part  he  knows  not 
the  meaning  of  the  word  ill-gotten) 
gains.  But  great  part  of  the  book,  and 
especially  the  latter  portion,  is  dull. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1877,  Encyclopaedia 
Britanniea,  Ninth  Edition,  vol.  vn. 

COMPLETE  ENGLISH  TRADESMAN 

1726-27 

I  have  now  lying  before  me  that  curi- 
ouBbook  by  Daniel  Defoe,  "The  Complete 
English  Tradesman."  The  pompous  detail, 
the  studied  analysis  of  every  little  mean 
art^  every  sneaking  address,  every  trick 


and  subterfuge,  short  of  larceny,  that  is 
necessary  to  the  tradesman's  occupation, 
with  the  hundreds  of  anecdotes,  dialogues 
(in  Defoe's  liveliest  manner)  interspersed, 
all  tending  to  the  same  amiable  purpose, 
— namely,  the  sacrificing  of  every  honest 
emotion  of  the  soul  to  what  he  calls  the 
main  chance, — if  you  read  it  in  an  ironical 
sense,  and  as  a  piece  of  covered  satire, 
make  it  one  of  the  most  amusing  books 
which  Defoe  ever  writ,  as  much  so  as  any 
of  his  best  novels.  It  is  difiicult  to  say 
what  his  intention  was  in  writing  it.  It 
is  almost  impossible  to  suppose  him  in 
earnest.  Yet  such  is  the  bent  of  the 
book  to  narrow  and  to  degrade  the  heart, 
that  if  such  maxims  were  as  catching  and 
infectious  as  those  of  a  licentious  cast, 
which  happily  is  not  the  case,  had  I 
been  living  at  that  time,  I  certainly  should 
have  recommended  to  the  Grand  Jury  of 
Middlesex,  who  presented  "The  Fable  of 
the  Bees,"  to  have  presented  this  book 
of  Defoe's  in  preference,  as  of  a  far 
more  vile  and  debasing  tendency. — Lamb, 
Charles,  1830?  The  Good  Clerk,  a  Char- 
acter; The  Reflector  No.  4. 

The  plays  of  Heywood,  Massinger,  and 
Ben  Jonson,  do  not  give  us  the  citizens  of 
their  time  more  vividly,  nor  better  con- 
trast the  staidness  and  the  follies  of  old 
and  of  young,  than  De  Foe  has  here 
accomplished  for  the  traders  of  William 
and  Anne.  We  are  surprised  to  be  told 
that  this  book  was  less  popular  than 
others  of  its  class;  but  perhaps  a 
certain  surly  vein  of  satire  which  was 
in  it,  was  the  reason. — Forster,  John, 
1845-58,  Daniel  De  Foe,  Edinburgh  Re- 
view, Historical  and  Biographical  Essays, 
vol.  u,  p.  92. 

He  did  more  by  his  pen  for  the  benefit 
of  mankind  than  almost  any  English  author 
that  ever  lived ;  for  his  "Complete  Trades- 
man" alone  is,  perhaps,  one  of  the  best 
books  ever  printed:  a  work  which  did 
much  to  form  the  character  of  the  great 
American,  Benjaftiin  Franklin;  and  was 
the  very  work  which  Franklin  might  have 
been  supposed  to  have  written — for  it  is 
characteristic  of  Franklin  throughout — it 
is  Franklin  all  over.  This  work  alone 
ought  to  have  handed  down  the  name  of 
Daniel  De  Foe  with  reverence,  to  the 
latest  posterity  of  all  true  Englishmen. — 
Chadwick,  William,  1859,  The  Life  and 
Times  of  Daniel  De  Foe,  p.  198. 
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CAPTAIN  CARLETON 
1728 

He  put  Lord  Eliot  in  mind  of  Dr. 
Walter  Harte.  * '  I  know,  (said  he, )  Harte 
was  your  Lordship's  tutor,  and  he  was 
also  tutor  to  the  Peterborough  family. 
Pray,  my  Lord,  do  you  recollect  any  par- 
ticulars that  he  told  you  of  Lord  Peter- 
borough ?  He  is  a  favourite  of  mine,  and 
is  not  enough  known;  his  character  has 
been  only  ventilated  in  party  pamphlets." 
Lord  Eliot  said,  if  Dr.  Johnson  would  be 
so  good  as  to  ask  him  any  questions,  he 
would  tell  what  he  could  recollect. 
Accordingly  some  things  were  mentioned. 
''But,  (said  his  Lordship),  the  best 
account  of  Lord  Peterborough  that  I  have 
happened  to  meet  with,  is  in  'Captain 
Carleton's  Memoirs.'  Carleton  was 
descended  of  an  ancestor  who  had  distin- 
guished himself  at  the  siege  of  Derry. 
He  was  an  officer ;  and,  what  was  rare  at 
that  time,  had  some  knowledge  of  engi- 
neering." Johnson  said,  he  had  never 
heard  of  the  book.  Lord  Eliot  had  it  at 
Port  Eliot;  but,  after  a  good  deal  of 
enquiry,  procured  a  copy  in  London,  and 
sent  it  to  Johnson,  who  told  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds  that  he  was  going  to  bed  when 
it  came,  but  was  so  much  pleased  with  it, 
that  he  sat  up  till  he  had  read  it  through, 
and  found  in  it  such  an  air  of  truth,  that 
he  could  not  doubt  of  its  authenticity; 
adding,  with  a  smile,  (in  allusion  to  Lord 
Eliot's  having  recently  been  raised  to 
the  peerage)  ''I  did  not  think  a  young 
Lord  could  have  mentioned  to  me  a  book 
in  the  English  history  that  was  not  known 
to  me." — Johnson,  Samuel,  1784,  Life 
by  Boswelly  June  27. 

It  seems  to  be  now  pretty  generally 
believed  that  Carleton's  ** Memoirs"  were 
among  the  numberless  fabrications  of  De 
Foe ;  but  in  this  case  (if  the  fact  indeed 
be  so),  as  in  that  of  his  **Cavalier,"  he 
no  doubt  had  before  him  the  rude  journal 
of  some  officer.— LocKH ART,  John  Gibson, 
1832-37,  Life  qf  ScoU,  nMe. 

I  have  abstained  from  stating  why  I 
have  rejected  a  multitude  of  books  that 
have  been  erroneously  attributed  to  Defoe. 
My  reason  for  so  doing,  after  conviction 
that  he  was  not  their  author,  has  been 
that  the  explanations  would  have  occupied 
much  space,  and  have  added  nothing  of 
value  to  the  memoirs  of  his  life.  I  must, 
however,  briefly  notice  an  important  work 


assigned  to  him  by  no  less  authority  than 
Sir  Walter  Scott,  Walter  Wilson,  William 
Hazlitt,  Sir  G.  C.  Lewis,  and  others; 
and  placed  conspicuously  in  all  Lists  of 
his  writings.  I  allude  to  ''The  Military 
Memoirs  of  Captain  George  Carleton,"  a 
volume  published  on  the  27th  of  July  1728. 
It  was  with  great  misgivings  that  I  first 
began  to  entertain  doubts  as  to  its  pater- 
nity ;  but  in  order  to  remove  all  possible 
doubt,  I  read  through  it,  carefully  and 
critically,  several  times,  until,  contrary 
to  my  inclination,  the  conviction  was 
forced  upon  me  that  Defoe  had  nothing 
whatever  to  do  with  any  part  of  the  work. 
I  found,  however,  that  the  same  research 
which  overturned  its  genuineness,  fur- 
nished much  internal  and  other  evidence 
in  favour  of  its  authenticity.  Upon  this 
I  was  led  to  a  further  investigation,  which 
admitted  noother  conclusion  thanthatCap- 
tain  George  Carleton  was  a  real  personage, 
and  himself  wrote  this  true  and  historical 
account  of  his  own  adventures. — Lee, 
William,  1869,  Daniel  Drfoe :  his  Life  and 
Recently  Discovered  Writings,  vol.  I,  p.  438. 

That  men  of  the  calibre  of  Lord  Stan- 
hope and  Lord  Macaulay — who  were 
actually  trustees  of  the  British  Museum, 
and  moreover  could  probably  have  obtained 
ready  access  to  every  other  collection  of 
MSS.  in  the  kingdom — should  have  delib- 
erately abstained  from  making  proper 
investigations  into  a  matter  on  which  they 
so  unhesitatingly  and  decidedly  published 
their  ideas  is,  I  think,  one  of  the  curiosi- 
ties of  modern  English  literature.  On 
the  other  hand,  though  the  Defoeists  had 
as  little  solid  grounds  for  denying  alto- 
gether the  personality  of  Capt.  Carleton, 
yet  there  is  no  doubt  that  they  were  infin- 
itely nearer  the  truth;  for  my  researches 
have  made  it  absolutely  certain  that  in 
point  of  history  the  **  Memoirs"  of  this 
officer  are  sheer  fiction.  .  .  .  The 
broad  outcome  of  my  own  scrutiny  into 
the  Carleton  question  lies,  I  think,  in  an 
establishment  of  the  two  great  facts  that 
the  professed  author  of  the  "Memoirs" 
was  a  living,  cashiered  officer  who  actually 
was  personally  engaged  (though  wholly  as 
a  volunteer)  in  some  of  the  operations  in 
which  he  professes  to  have  taken  part; 
and  secondly,  that  the  general  accounts 
of  all  these  actions,  together  with  some 
vital  statements  as  to  his  own  career,  are 
intentionally  untrue. — Parnell,  Arthur, 
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1889,  Defoe  and  the  '^Memoirs  of  Captain 
Carkiony^  The  Athencsum,  March  2,  pp. 
279,  280. 

GENERAL 

This  paper — *'Mercator"  .  .  .  was, 
soon  after,  discovered  to  be  the  produc- 
tion of  an  ambidextrous  mercenary 
scribbler,  employed  ...  by  the  Earl  of 
Oxford,  who  ...  for  this  present  dirty 
work  allowed  him  a  considerable  weekly 
salary.— BoYER,  Abel,  1735,  History  of 
Queen  Anne,  p.  633. 

Foe,  as  well  as  the  Lord  Treasurer,  had 
been  a  rank  Presbyterian,  and  their  genius 
was  so  near  akin  that  Harley  could  not 
but  take  him  into  his  confidence  as  soon 
as  he  got  acquainted  with  him.  He  was 
adored  and  caressed  by  that  mighty  states- 
man, who  gave  him,  as  that  mercenary 
said  himself,  to  the  value  of  one  thousand 
pounds  in  one  year.  Foe's  business  was 
only  to  puzzle  the  cause  by  mercantile  cant 
and  bold  sophistry. — Oldmixon,  John, 
1739,  History  of  BhtgUmd,  vol.  m,  p.  519. 

The  first  part  of  "Robinson  Crusoe"  is 
very  good. — De  Foe  wrote  a  vast  many 
things;  and  none  bad,  though  none 
excellent,  except  this.  There  is  something 
good  in  all  he  has  written. — Pope,  Alex- 
ander, 1742-43,  Spencers  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p.  196. 

Poetry  was  far  from  being  the  talent 
of  De  Foe.  He  wrote  with  more  per- 
spicuity and  strength  in  prose,  and  he 
seems  to  have  understood,  as  well  as  any 
man,  the  civil  constitution  of  the  king- 
dom, which  indeed  was  his  chief  study. 
.  .  .  Considered  as  a  poet,  Daniel  De 
Foe  is  not  so  eminent,  as  in  a  political 
light :  he  has  taken  no  pains  in  versifica- 
tion; his  ideas  are  masculine,  his  expres- 
sions coarse,  and  his  numbers  generally 
rough.  He  seems  rather  to  have  studied 
to  speak  truth  by  probing  wounds  to  the 
bottom,  than,  by  embellishing  his  versifi- 
cation, to  give  it  a  more  elegant  keenness. 
This,  however,  seems  to  have  proceeded 
more  from  carelessness  in  that  particular, 
than  want  of  ability.— Cibber,  Theoph- 
ILUS,  1753,  lAves  of  the  Poets,  vol.  iv,  pp. 
315,  324. 

De  Foe  has  not  yet  outlived  his  century, 
though  he  has  outlived  most  of  his  con- 
temporaries. Yet  the  time  is  come,  when 
he  must  be  acknowledged  as  one  of  the 
ablest,  as  he  is  one  of  the  most  captivat- 
ing^ writers  of   which    this   island   can 


boast.  Before  he  can  be  admitted  to  this 
pre-eminence,  he  must  be  considered 
distinctly,  as  a  poet,  as  a  novelist,  as  a 
polemic,  as  a  commercial  writer,  and  as  a 
grave  historian.  As  a  poet,  we  must  look 
to  the  end  of  his  effusions  rather  than  to 
his  execution,  ere  we  can  allow  him  con- 
siderable praise.  ...  As  a  novelist, 
every  one  will  place  him  in  the  foremost 
rank,  who  considers  his  originality,  his 
performance,  and  his  purpose.  .  .  . 
As  a  polemic,  I  fear  we  must  regard  our 
author  with  less  kindness,  though  it  must 
be  recollected,  that  he  lived  during  a  con- 
tentious period,  when  two  parties  dis- 
tracted the  nation,  and  writers  indulged 
in  great  asperities.  ...  As  a  com- 
mercial writer,  De  Foe  is  fairly  entitled 
to  stand  in  the  foremost  rank  among  his 
contemporaries,  whatever  may  be  their 
performances  or  their  fame.  ...  As 
an  historian,  it  will  be  found,  that  our 
author  had  but  few  equals  in  the 
English  language,  when  he  wrote.  His 
"Memoirs  of  a  Cavalier"  show  how  well 
he  could  execute  the  lighter  narratives. 
His  "History  of  the  Union"  evinces  that  he 
was  equal  to  the  higher  department  of  his- 
toric composition. — Chalmers,  George, 
1786-1841,  The  Ltfe(f  Daniel  De  Foe,  pp. 
94,  95,  96,  97. 

The  genius  of  De  Foe  has  never  been 
questioned,  but  his  sphere  of  information 
was  narrow;  and  hence  his  capacity  of 
fictitious  invention  was  limited  to  one  or 
two  characters.  A  plain  sailor,  as  Robin- 
son Crusoe, — a  blunt  soldier,  as  his  sup- 
posed Cavalier, — a  sharper  in  low  life, 
like  some  of  his  other  fictitious  person- 
ages, were  the  only  disguises  which  the 
extent  of  his  information  permitted  him 
to  assume.  In  this  respect  he  is  limited, 
like  the  sorcerer  in  the  Indian  tale,  whose 
powers  of  transformation  were  confined  to 
assuming  the  likeness  of  two  or  three  ani- 
mals only.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1814, 
Memoirs  of  Jonathan  Swift. 

After  a  vain  attempt  to  apply  those 
laws  which  hold  in  ordinary  cases,  we  are 
compelled  to  regard  him  as  a  phenomenon ; 
and  to  consider  his  genius  as  something 
rare  and  curious,  which  it  is  impossible  to 
assign  to  any  class  whatever.  Throughout 
the  ample  stores  of  fiction,  in  which  our  lit- 
erature abounds  more  than-  that  of  any 
other  people,  there  are  no  works  which 
at  all  resemble  his,  either  in  the  design 
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or  execution.  Without  any  precursor  in 
the  strange  and  unwonted  path  he  chose, 
and  without  a  follower,  he  spun  his  web 
of  coarse  but  original  materials,  which 
no  mortal  had  ever  thought  of  using 
before ;  and  when  he  had  done,  it  seems 
as  though  he  had  snapped  the  thread,  and 
conveyed  it  beyond  the  reach  of  imitation. 
— Barker,  C,  1821,  De  Fo^s  Memoirs  qf 
a  Cavalier,  Retrospective  Review,  vol.  3,  p. 
355. 

The  works  of  De  Foe  seemed  alternately 
to  delight  and  disgust.  His  ''Robinson 
Crusoe"  is  the  most  enchanting  domestic 
Romance  in  the  world :  but  his  "Fortunes 
and  Misfortunes  of  Moll  Flanders,"  and 
his  **  Life  of  Col.  Jaque,"  are  such  low- 
bred productions,  as  to  induce  us  to  put 
an  instantaneous  negative  on  their  admis- 
sion into  our  Cabinets. — Dibdin,  Thomas 
Frognall,  1824,  The  Library  Companion, 
p.  607. 

While  all  ages  and  descriptions  of 
people  hang  delighted  over  the  ''Adven- 
tures of  Robinson  Crusoe,"  and  shall  con- 
tinue to  do  so,  we  trust,  while  the  world 
lasts,  how  few  comparatively  will  bear  to 
be  told  that  there  exist  other  fictitious 
narratives  by  the  same  writer.  .  .  . 
The  narrative  manner  of  Defoe  has  a 
naturalness  about  it  beyond  that  of  any 
other  novel  or  romance  writer.  His 
fictions  have  all  the  air  of  true  stories. 
It  is  impossible  to  believe,  while  you  are 
reading  them,  that  a  real  person  is  not 
narrating  to  you  everywhere  nothing  but 
what  really  happened  to  himself.  To  this 
the  extreme  homeliness  of  their  style 
mainly  contributes.  We  use  the  word  in 
its  best  and  heartiest  sense, — that  which 
comes  Aome  to  the  reader.  .  .  .  The 
heroes  and  heroines  of  Defoe  can  never 
again  hope  to  be  popular  with  a  much 
higher  class  of  readers  than  that  of  the 
servant-maid  or  the  sailor.  Crusoe  keeps 
its  rank  only  by  tough  prescription.  Sin- 
gleton, the  pirate;  Colonel  Jack,  the 
thief ;  Moll  Flanders,  both  thief  and  har- 
lot ;  Roxana,  harlot  and  something  worse, 
— would  be  startling  ingredients  in  the 
bill  of  fare  of  modem  literary  delicacies. 
But,  then,  what  pirates,  what  thieves, 
and  what  harlots,  are  the  thief,  the  harlot, 
and  the  pirate  of  Defoe !  We  would  not 
hesitate  to  say,  that  in  no  other  book  of 
fiction,  where  the  lives  of  such  characters 
are  described,  is  guilt  and  delinquency 


made  less  seductive,  or  the  suffering  made 
more  closely  to  follow  the  commission, 
or  the  penitence  more  earnest  or  more 
bleeding,  or  the  intervening  flashes  of 
religious  visitation  upon  the  rude  and 
uninstructed  soul  more  meltingly  and 
fearfully  painted.  They,  in  this,  come 
near  to  the  tenderness  of  Bunyan ;  while 
the  livelier  pictures  and  incidents  in  them, 
as  in  Hogarth  or  in  Fielding,  tend  to  dim- 
inish that  fastidiousness  to  the  concerns 
and  pursuits  of  common  life  which  an 
unrestrained  passion  for  the  ideal  and  the 
sentimental  is  in  danger  of  producing. — 
Lamb,  Charles,  1830,  Drfoe^s  Secondary 
Novels. 

One  of  the  most  original  writers  of  the 
English  nation. — Mackintosh,  Sir  James 
1832-34,  History  of  the  Revolution  in  Eng- 
land in  1688,  p.  178. 

The  "Plan  of  the  English  Commerce" 
is  full  of  information ;  and,  though  desul- 
tory, is  ably  written,  and  contains  sundiy 
passages  in  which  the  influence  of  trade 
and  industry  in  promoting  the  well-being 
of  the  labouring  classes  and  the  public 
wealth  is  set  in  the  most  striking  point  of 
view.  .  .  .  "Giving  Alms  no  Charity" 
is  written  with  considerable  cleverness. 
.  .  .  But  these  arguments  are  not  so 
conclusive  as  some  have  supposed.  .  .  . 
The  truth  is,  that  in  matters  of  this 
sort  De  Foe  was  quite  as  prejudiced  and 
purblind  as  the  bulk  of  those  around  him. 
He  had  not  read,  or  if  he  had  read,  he 
had  plainly,  at  all  events,  profited  nothing 
by,  the  conclusive  reasonings  in  the  Tract 
on  the  East  India  Trade,  previously 
referred  to.— McCulloch,  John  Ramsat, 
1845,  Literature  (f  Political  Economy. 

De  Foe  is  our  only  famous  politician 
and  man  of  letters,  who  represented,  in 
its  inflexible  constancy,  sturdy  dogged 
resolution,  unwearied  perseverance,  and 
obstinate  contempt  of  danger  and  of 
tyranny,  the  great  Middle-class  English 
character.  We  believe  it  to  be  no 
mere  national  pride  to  say,  that, 
whether  in  its  defects  or  its  surpassing 
merits,  the  world  has  had  none  other  to 
compare  with  it.  .  .  .  He  was  too 
much  in  the  constant  heat  of  the  battle, 
to  see  all  that  we  see  now.  He  was  not 
a  philosopher  himself,  but  he  helped  phi- 
losophy to  some  wise  conclusions.  He 
did  not  stand  at  the  highest  point  of  tol- 
eration, or  of  moral  wisdom ;  but,  with 
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active  arm,  he  helped  to  lift 
his  successors  over  obstructions  which 
had  stayed  his  own  advance.  He  stood, 
in  his  opinions  and  in  his  actions,  alone 
and  apart  from  his  fellow  men ;  but  it  was 
to  show  his  fellow  men  of  later  times  the 
Yalue  of  a  juster  and  larger  fellowship, 
and  of  more  generous  modes  of  action. — 
FoRSTER,  John,  1845-58,  Daniel  De  Foe, 
Edinburgh  Review;  Historical  and  Bio- 
graphical Essays,  vol.  ii,  p.  90. 

De  Foe  was  in  one  respect  as  unvulgar 
a  man  as  can  be  conceived ;  nobody  but 
Swift  could  have  surpassed  him  in  such  a 
work  as  **  Robinson  Crusoe ;"  yet  we  can- 
not conceal  from  ourselves,  that  something 
vulgar  adheres  to  our  idea  of  the  author 
of  *'Moll  Flanders,''  the  ''Complete 
English  Tradesman, "  and-even  of  **  Robin- 
son" himself.  He  has  no  music,  no  thor- 
ough style,  no  accomplishments,  no  love ; 
bnt  he  can  make  wonderful  shift  without 
them  all ;  was  great  in  the  company  of 
man  Friday;  and  he  has  rendered  his 
shipwrecked  solitary  immortal. — Hunt, 
Leigh,  1849,  A  Book  for  a  Comer. 

He  is  very  far  from  being  an  immoral 
writer :  but  most  of  his  scenes  are  such 
as  we  cannot  be  benefited  by  contemplat- 
ing. Were  it  not  for  this  serious  draw- 
back, several  of  his  stories,  depicting 
ordinary  life  with  extraordinary  vigour 
and  originality,  and  inspired  by  a  never- 
failing  sympathy  for  the  interests  and 
feelings  of  the  mass  of  the  people,  might 
deserve  higher  honour  than  the  writings 
of  his  more  refined  and  dignified  contem- 
poraries. Nor  is  the  author's  idiomatic 
English  style  the  smallest  of  his  merits. — 
Spalding,  William,  1852-82,  A  History 
if  English  Literature,  p.  321. 

Daniel  De  Foe  is  a  most  voluminous 
political  writer,  and  one  of  the  most  dis- 
tinguished of  his  age  and  nsition.  No 
man  ever  battled  more  manfully  and  con- 
sistently for  enlightened  and  liberal  sen- 
timents in  politics  than  he  did,  and  few 
have  suffered  more  grievous  and  tantalis- 
ing prosecutions  for  their  steadfast  adher- 
ence to  them. — Blakey,  Robert,  1855, 
The  History  of  Political  Literature,  vol.  ii, 
V.  172. 

In  the  main,  as  all  know,  he  drew  upon 
his  knowledge  of  low  English  life,  framing 
imaginary  histories  of  thieves,  courtesans, 
buccaneers,  and  the  like,  of  a  kind  to  suit 
a  coarse,  popular  taste.    He  was  a  great 


reader,  and  a  tolerable  scholar,  and  he 
may  have  taken  the  hint  of  his  method 
from  the  Spanish  picaresque  Novel,  as 
Swift  adopted  his  from  Rabelais.  On  the 
whole,  however,  it  was  his  own  robust 
sense  of  reality  that  led  him  to  his  style. 
There  is  none  of  the  sly  humor  of  the  for- 
eign picaresque  Novel  in  his  representa- 
tions of  English  ragamufiin  life ;  there  is 
nothing  of  allegory,  poetry,  or  even  of 
didactic  purpose ;  all  is  hard,  prosaic,  and 
matter-of-fact,  as  in  newspaper  para- 
graphs, or  the  pages  of  the  Newgate 
Calendar.  Much  of  his  material,  indeed, 
may  have  been  furnished  by  his  recollec- 
tions of  occurrences,  or  by  actual  reports 
and  registers ;  but  it  is  evident  that  no 
man  ever  possessed  a  stronger  imagination 
of  that  kind  which,  a  situation  being  once 
conceived,  teems  with  circumstances  in 
exact  keeping  with  it. — Masson,  David, 
1859,  British  Novelists  and  Their  Styles, 
p.  95. 

He  had  the  kind  of  mind  suitable  to 
such  a  hard  service,  solid,  exact,  entirely 
destitute  of  refinement,  enthusiasm,  pleas- 
antness. His  imagination  was  that  of  a 
man  of  business,  not  of  an  artist, 
crammed  and,  as  it  were,  jammed  down 
with  facts.  He  tells  them  as  they  come 
to  him,  without  arrangement  or  style, 
like  a  conversation,  without  dreaming  of 
producing  an  effect  or  composing  a  phrase, 
employing  technical  terms  and  vulgar 
forms,  repeating  himself  at  need,  using 
the  same  thing  two  or  three  times,  not 
seeming  to  suspect  that  there  are  methods 
of  amusing,  touching,  engrossing,  or 
pleasing,  with  no  desire  but  to  pour  out 
on  paper  the  fulness  of  the  information 
with  which  he  is  charged.  Even  in  fiction 
his  information  is  as  precise  as  in  his- 
tory. He  gives  dates,  year,  month  and 
day;  notes  the  wind,  north-east,  south- 
west, north-west ;  he  writes  a  log-book,  an 
invoice,  attorneys'  and  shopkeepers'  bills, 
the  number  of  moidores,  interest,  specie 
payments,  payments  in  kind,  cost  and  sale 
prices,  the  share  of  the  king,  of  religious 
houses,  partners,  brokers,  net  totals,  sta- 
tistics, the  geography  and  hydrography  of 
the  island,  so  that  the  reader  is  tempted 
to  take  an  atlas  and  draw  for  himself  a 
little  map  of  the  place,  to  enter  into  all 
the  details  of  the  history  as  clearly  and 
fully  as  the  author.  It  seems  as  though 
he  had  performed  all  Crusoe's  labours,  so 


48 


DANIEL  DEFOE 


exactly  does  he  describe  them,  with  num- 
bers, quantities,  dimensions,  like  a  car- 
penter, potter,  or  an  old  tar.  Never  was 
such  a  sense  of  the  real  before  or  since. 
— Taine,  H.  a.,  1871,  History  cf  English 
Literature^  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  ii,  bk.  iii, 
eh.  vi,  p.  153. 

In  the  fictitious  element  he  was,  of 
course,  remarkably  strong;  his  art  was 
undoubtedly  good,  but  it  was  the  art  of 
the  inventor,  and  not  the  narrator.  .  .  . 
His  energy,  his  irrepressibility,  his  misery, 
all  combined  to  make  him  one  of  the 
strongest  writers  of  his  age ;  but  he  must 
yield  the  palm  to  Fielding  in  the  art  of 
novel  writing.— Smith,  George  Barnett, 

1875,  Henry  Pieldingf  Poets  and  Novelists^ 
p.  275. 

It  may  be  safely  said  of  Defoe  that  no 
author  ever  wrote  with  a  more  entire 
absence  of  vanity,  with  a  more  ardent 
wish  to  instruct  and  benefit  mankind,  and 
with  so  little  expectation  of  profit  or  fame. 
Of  his  extraordinary  creative  powers  he 
himself  seems  not  to  have  been  at  all  con- 
scious. —  W YON,    Frederick    William  , 

1876,  The  History  of  Great  Britain  During 
the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne^  vol.  i,  p.  139. 

•* Giving  Alms  no  Charity,"  one  of  the 
most  admirable  of  the  many  excellent 
tracts  of  Defoe.  No  man  then  living  was 
a  shrewder  or  more  practical  observer, 
and  he  has  collected  many  facts  which 
throw  a  vivid  light  on  the  condition  of 
the  labouring  poor. — Lecky,  William 
Edward  Hartpole,  1877,  A  History  of 
England  in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  i, 
p.  608. 

He  was  what  would  have  been  called  in 
our  time,  I  dare  say,  a  hot-headed  radical ; 
and  if  he  had  been  bom  a  century  and  a 
half  later,  would  have  made  a  capital  edi- 
torial writer  for  a  slashing  morning 
journal,  in  either  New  York  or  Washing- 
ton.—Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1877,  About 
Old  Story-Tellers,  p.  202. 

Defoe  was  not  an  accomplished  satirist, 
in  the  sense  of  leaving  behind  the  touch 
of  the  poisoned  sting,  that  in  either  of 
his  contemporaries.  Swift  or  Tom  Brown, 
would  have  revealed  the  work  of  his  hand. 
Defoe  turns  about  his  victim  with  a  resist- 
less but  good-humoured  jocularity,  show- 
ing his  strength  rather  than  his  venom. — 
Burton,  John  Hill,  1880,  A  History  of 
the  Reignqf  Queen  Anne^  vol,  i,  p.  94. 


He  was  condemned  to  imprisonment  and 
set  in  the  pillory  on  each  of  the  last  three 
days  of  July  1703.  **A  Hymn  to  the  Pil- 
lory," which  he  wrote  for  distribution  to 
the  crowd,  caught  easily  the  ears  and 
understandings  of  the  people.  The  flower- 
girls  were  about,  and  Defoe's  pillory 
was  strewn  with  roses.  Defoe's  pillory 
is  a  new  starting  point  for  English  Liter- 
ature. With  Defoe  especially  it  may  be 
said  that  we  have  the  beginning  of  a  form 
of  literature  written  with  the  desire  to 
reach  all  readers. — Morley,  Henry, 
1881,  Of  English  Literature  in  the  Reign 
of  Victoria,  with  a  Glance  at  the  Past, 
p.  68. 

There  is  probably  no  writer  with  whose 
works  his  life  and  personality  are  more 
intimately  connected.  It  is  impossible  to 
consider  the  one  separate  from  the  other. 
Defoe  began  to  write  novels  as  a  trades- 
man, as  a  literary  hack,  and  as  a  reformer. 
Being  dependent  on  his  pen  for  his  bread, 
he  wrote  what  was  likely  to  bring  in  the 
most  immediate  return.  He  calculated 
exactly  the  value  and  quality  of  his  wares. 
He  gave  to  his  fictions  the  same  moral  ob- 
ject which  inspired  his  own  life.  His  novels 
followed  naturally  on  his  other  labors, 
and  partook  of  their  character.  It  was 
his  custom,  on  the  death  of  any  celebrated 
person,  to  write  his  life  immediately,  and 
to  send  it  to  the  world  while  public  inter- 
est was  still  fresh.  But  being  often  unable 
to  obtain  complete  or  authentic  informa- 
tion concerning  the  subject  of  his  biogra- 
phy, he  supplemented  facts  and  rumors  by 
plausible  inventions.  Fiction  entered 
into  his  biographies,  just  as  biography 
afterward  entered  into  his  novels.  But 
in  writing  the  lives  of  real  individuals 
Defoe  recognized  the  necessity  of  impress- 
ing his  reader  with  a  sense  of  the  truth 
and  exactitude  of  the  narrative.  This 
effect  he  attained  by  the  use  of  a  literary 
faculty  which  he  possessed  in  a  degree 
unequalled  by  any  other  writer  —that  of 
circumstantial  invention.  By  the  multipli- 
cation of  small,  unimportant  details,  each 
one  of  which  is  carefully  dwelt  upon,  and 
by  the  insertion  of  uninteresting  personal 
incidents  and  moral  reflections,  seeming 
true  from  their  very  dulness,  he  gave  to 
his  work  a  remarkable  verisimilitude. — 
Tuckerman,  Bayard,  1882,  A  History  of 
English  Prose  Fiction,  p.  184. 

He  was  a  brave,  active  man,  who  saw 
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things  as  they  were  and  said  what  he 
thought ;  a  man  battling  for  liberty,  who 
fought  with  a  wrongdoer,  whether  friend 
or  foe ;  the  Ishmael  of  political  writing. — 
Dawson,  George,  1886,  Biographical 
Lectures. 

The  ''Compleat  English  Gentleman," 
by  Daniel  Defoe,  which  appears  now  for 
the  first  time  in  print,  is  preserved,  in 
the  author's  handwriting,  in  the  manu- 
script collection  of  the  British  Museum, 
numbered  32,555  of  the  Additional  MSS. 
John  Forster  was  the  first  to  mention  the 
existence  of  the  work,  in  his  ''Biograph- 
ical Essays,"  London,  1860,  foot-note  on 
page  155.  Fuller  particulars  were  made 
public  by  William  Lee  C'Life  of  Daniel 
Defoe,"  London,  1869,  pp.  451,  452,  and 
457),  and  to  these  sub^uent  writers 
have  added  nothing  further.  .  .  . 
The  work  is  written  in  the  classic  style 
which  has  so  often  been  praised  in  Defoe. 
His  mastery  of  language  in  this  late  work 
is  still  as  complete  and  admirable  as  ever ; 
the  sentences  flow  in  an  uninterrupted 
stream,  and  the  author  never  seems  to 
hesitate  except,  as  indeed  often  happens, 
to  return  to  his  proper  subject  after  a 
digression  into  which  his  flood  of  language 
has  carried  him.  The  most  obvious  pecul- 
iarity of  his  diction  is  the  tendency  to 
write  over-long  sentences,  and  to  use  as 
many  words  as  possible ;  but  this  excessive 
copiousness  of  expression  rarely  or  never 
destroys  the  lucidity,  or  even  the  simplic- 
ity, of  his  language.  He  never  indulges 
m  the  clumsy  or  grotesque  classical 
constructions  which  characterized  many 
writers  of  the  previous  century,  nor  in 
the  oppressive  quotations  from  Horace, 
Virgil,  and  "their  chiming  train,"  upon 
whom  so  many  others  still  liked  to  ''draw 
a  bill."— BULBRING,  Karl  D.,  1890,  erf., 
T%e  ComjpiUai  English  Gentleman,  Fore- 
words, pp.  ix,  xxvi. 

'Tis  true  the  poverty  of  Defoe's  heroes 
Bometimes  leads  them  into  questionable 
society,  and  engages  them  in  more  than 
(piestionable  enterprises.  His  works  are 
strongly  spiced  with  the  gusto  picaresco, 
popular  long  before  in  Spain,  and  he 
relates  with  evident  relish  the  exploits  of 
his  harlots  and  vagabonds.  It  may  be 
worth  considering  whether  portions,  for 
mstanca,  of  ''C!olonel  Jack"  and  "Moll 
nanden''  might  not  with  advantage  be 
pablished  in  a  convenient  duodecimo  as  a 


"Pickpocket's  Companion,  or  Complete 
Guide  to  the  Art  of  Pilfering."  This 
notwithstanding,  the  general  tendency  of 
Defoe's  novels  is  unexceptionally  moral, 
and  his  rough  homespun  is  wrought  of 
more  lasting,  more  serviceable  material 
than  the  gay  brocade  of  most  of  his  con- 
temporaries and  predecessors  in  English 
fiction. — Ward,  Wiluam  C,  1890, 
Samuel  Richardson,  GenUeman^s  Maga- 
zine, N.  S.,  vol.  44,  p.  77. 

However  much  we  may  praise  Defoe's 
writings,  however  much — which  is  not 
alwa}rs  the  same  thing — we  may  enjoy 
them,  we  cannot  choose  but  regret  that 
he  had  not  more  leisure  to  be  brief.  His 
great,  his  gigantic  literary  qualities,  his 
gift  of  narrative,  his  verisimilitude,  his 
racy  vocabulary,  his  inimitable  art  of 
vivid  presentation  went  hand  in  hand  with 
a  lack  of  all  sense  of  proportion,  measure,, 
restraint,  form. — Walkley,  A.  B.,  1892, 
London  Daily  Chronicle,  Feb.  17. 

No  man  ever  wielded  his  pen  with  more 
consummate  ease :  and  no  man  ever  made 
his  style  fit  so  aptly  to  liis  theme,  and 
clothe  imaginative  creations  with  such  an 
irresistible  air  of  reality,  as  Defoe.  It 
was  impossible  that  any  language  could 
be  handled  as  Defoe  handled  it,  and  yet 
not  carry  on  its  face  the  impress  of  his 
genius:  but  it  is  nevertheless  true  that 
his  position  is  unique,  and  that  we  cannot 
look  upon  hini,  as  we  look  upon  Dryden 
or  upon  Addison,  as  marking  a  distinct 
phase  in  the  development  of  English  prose. 
— Craik,  Henry,  1894,  English  Prose„ 
Introduction,  vol.  3,  p.  5. 

His  brain  was  singularly  active  and 
fecund.  He  had  his  own  views  upon  all 
the  current  questions,  and  he  was  eager 
and  resolute  to  say  his  say  about  them. 
And  many  questions  he  himself  started, 
and  urged  upon  his  age  with  character- 
istic pertinacity  and  vigour.  He  was  an 
indefatigable  journalist,  and  struck  out 
new  lines  in  journalism,  so  that  he  has 
left  a  permanent  impression  upon  our 
periodical  press.  The  leading  article 
may  be  said  to  be  one  of  his  creations,  or 
a  development  of  one  of  them.  He  was  a 
trenchant  pamphleteer,  and  twice  received 
from  the  government  the  painful  compli- 
ment of  imprisonment  for  his  brilliant 
success  in  that  department.  In  the 
fierce  clamours  of  his  time  one  may  inces- 
santly— one  might  almost  say  always — 
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detect  his  voice,  clear,  irrepressible, 
effective.  ...  He  had  in  an  eminent 
degree  the  gift  of  ready  writing,  and 
this  gift  he  assidiously  cultivated,  so  that 
to  write,  and  what  is  more  to  write  with 
success,  was  as  easy  to  him  as  to  speak. 
He  never  let  his  gift  of  ready  writing 
prove  his  ruin.  .  .  .  Defoe  kept  his 
gift  well  in  hand.  He  never  permitted 
himself  to  be  merely  self-confident  and 
careless.  Nor,  after  all,  incessantly  as 
he  wrote,  did  he  ever  yield  idly  to  the 
impulse  to  say  something  when  in  fact 
he  had  nothing  to  say.  .  .  .  Within 
his  limits  h^  was  an  admirable  and  a  most 
successful  artist.  He  produced  precisely 
the  effects  he  wished  to  produce  and 
used  always  his  material  with  singular 
judgment  and  skill.  We  may  feel  his 
world  of  thought  somewhat  narrow,  and, 
as  we  enter  it,  may  be  keenly  aware  that 
there  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth 
— so  many  more ! — than  are  dreamt  of  in 
his  philosophy ;  but  in  that  world  he  is 
supreme.  Thus  no  one  has  ever  equalled 
Defoe  in  the  art  of  literary  deception, 
that  is,  in  the  art  of  making  his  own 
inventions  pass  for  realities,  in  the  art  of 
''lying  like  truth":  no  one  has  ever  so 
frequently  and  completely  taken  in  his 
readers.— Hales,  John  W.,  1894,  Ekglish 
Prose,  ed.  Craiky  vol.  m,  pp.  356,  357, 
358. 

If  Locke  is,  in  certain  formal  respects, 
the  best  paragrapher  of  his  day,  Defoe  is 
in  all  respects  the  worst.  He  really 
knows  no  difference  between  the  sentence 
and  the  paragraph ;  he  paragraphs  for 
emphasis  only.  The  sentence  of  ''Robin- 
son Crusoe"  is  nearly  as  long  as  the  para- 
graph of  the  "Essay  on  Projects."  It 
would  be  hard  to  find  another  writer  of 
such  irregularities  in  sentence-length. 
Defoe's  coherence  in  narrative  is  good,  for 
his  pictorial  imagination  is  exceedingly 
vivid,  and  his  diction  and  method  those 
of  swift,  lucid  conversation.  But  in  argu- 
ment all  this  is  changed.  Here  he  neglects 
every  device  of  transition  and  pours  out 
his  ideas  in  the  most  haphazard  way.  In 
argument  he  is  vigorous  enough,  but  his 
vigor  is  wasted  by  utter  disregard  of 
method. — Lewis,  Edwin  Herbert,  1894, 
The  History  of  the  English  Paragraph,  P- 
108. 

Defoe  gained  a  marvellous  knowledge 
of  men ;  in  ihis  respect  it  has  been  claimed 


that  he  surpasses  Shakespeare.  He  had 
the  journalist's  faculty  for  seeing  what 
was  of  interest  to  the  people,  and  the 
skill  to  stimulate  that  interest  to  his  own 
advantage.  It  cannot  be  denied  that  he 
concocted  news  most  unblushingly,  and 
that  he  was  an  adept  in  preparing  the 
market  for  his  wares. — Sdionds,  Williah 
INWARD,  1894,  Introduction  to  the  Study 
qf  English  Fiction,  p.  40. 

In  his  greatest  works  Defoe  remains,  in 
his  own  way,  unsurpassed ;  it  is  when  we 
turn  to  the  tales  which  are  less  known 
that  we  see  how  later  writers  have  devel- 
oped the  art  of  fiction.  ...  If  De- 
foe's narratives  are  generally  less  thrill- 
ing, if  there  is  less  humour  or  sentiment, 
if  there  is  a  want  of  imagination  and  a 
neglect  of  the  aid  furnished  by  picturesque 
descriptions  of  scenery  or  past  times,  the 
honour  remains  to  him  of  having  a  great 
share  in  the  education  and  inspiration  of 
those  who  carried  the  art  to  a  higher  level 
than  that  to  which  he  usually  attained. 
If  his  range  of  vision  was  limited,  it  was 
very  vivid ;  and  he  was  so  great  a  master 
of  the  simple  style  of  narration,  that  all 
his  readers,  whether  illiterate  or  refined, 
can  understand  and  find  pleasure  in  his 
works. — Aftken,  George  A.,  1895,  ed. 
Ddfo^s  Romances  and  Narratives,  General 
Introduction,  vol.  i,  pp.  xlvi,  xlvii. 

Defoe,  for  instance,  like  Le  Sage,  was 
a  story-teller  above  all  things ;  he  had  this 
precious  faculty  in  the  highest  degree, 
and  perhaps  he  had  little  else. — Mat- 
thews, Brander,  1896,  Aspects  qf  Fiction, 
p.  157. 

Despite  all  his  Newgate  experiences 
and  his  acquaintance  with  noted  felons, 
Defoe  never  understood  either  the  weak- 
ness or  the  strength  of  the  criminal  type. 
So  all  his  harlots  and  thieves  and  outcasts 
are  decidedly  amateurish.  A  serious 
transgression  of  the  moral  law  is  to  them 
a  very  slight  matter,  to  be  soon  forgotten 
after  a  temporary  fit  of  repentance,  and 
a  long  course  of  evil  living  in  no  wise 
interferes  with  a  comfortable  and  respec- 
table old  age.  His  pirates  have  none  of 
the  desperation  and  brutal  heroism  of 
sin.  Stevenson's  John  Silver  or  Israel 
Hands  is  worth  a  schooner-load  of  them. 
—Johnson,  Charles  Frederick,  1897, 
Library  qf  the  WorUTs  Best  Literature,  ed. 
Warner,  vol.  viii,  p.  4482. 

If  Steele  be  the  father  of  fiction,  Defoe 
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is  the  parent  of  journalism.  Defoe, 
again,  is  no  paragon.  He  was  a  strug- 
gling man  of  restless  enterprise,  who  lived 
from  hand  to  mouth— a  manufacturer,  a 
merchant  adventurer,  a  reformer,  and  an 
author.  He  mastered  every  practical 
department  except  success.  William  had 
listened  to  his  schemes  of  finance.  A 
bankrupt  himself,  he  projected  bankruptcy 
reforms.  In  the  days  of  the  Second 
George  he  was  still  inditing  manuals  of 
trade.  In  Queen  Anne's  time  he  con- 
ducted the  Review.  It  would  be  difficult 
to  define  his  politics.  He  spied  for  Harley 
as  he  had  spied  for  Godolphin.  It  would 
be  difficult  to  define  his  creed.  The  indig- 
nant Dissenter  who  penned  the  "Legion" 
pamphlet  was  the  same  who  assured  Har- 
ley, "Nay,  even,  the  Dissenters,  like  Casha 
(sic)  to  Caesar,  lift  up  the  first  dagger 


at  me.  I  confess  it  makes  me  reflect 
on  the  whole  body  of  the  Dissenters  with 
something  of  contempt."  The  informer 
against  Sacheverell  to  the  Whigs  was  the 
same  who,  in  the  autumn  of  1710,  "was 
concerned  to  see  people  spread  the  gross- 
est absurdities,  by  which  they  would 
make  their  disgusts  at  the  late  changes 
appear  rational."  But,  with  all  incon- 
sistencies, he  was  a  patriot  and  a  reformer. 
By  perpetual  projects  of  improvement, 
by  a  voluminous  trick  of  emphatic  expan- 
sion which  suited  his  audience,  he  appealed 
to  the  bourgeoisie  and  the  artisan.  That 
religion  should  be  real,  that  law  should 
be  simplified,  that  commerce  should  walk 
honest  and  erect,  he  wrestled  like  a  giant 
and  roared  like  a  Stentor. — Sichel,  Wal- 
ter, 1901,  Bolingbroke  and  His  TimeSt 
p.  120. 


Brook  Taylor 

1685-1731 

Mathematician;  bom  at  Edmonton,  near  London,  Aug.  18,  1685;  entered  St. 
John's  College,  Cambridge,  in  1701 ;  distinguished  himself  in  music,  painting,  and 
mathematics;  in  1708  worte  a  treatise  on  ''The  Center  of  Oscillation, "  which  was 
published  in  the  ''Philosophical  Transactions"  for  1713;  in  1712  was  chosen  a  fellow 
of  the  Royal  Society,  of  which  he  became  secretary  two  years  later ;  and  in  1715  he 
had  a  controversial  correspondence  with  Count  Raymond  de  Montmort  upon  the  phil- 
osophical theories  of  Malebranche.  He  published  "Methodus  Incrementorum,''  etc. 
(1715),  which  contains  the  foundation  of  the  calculus  of  finite  differences  and  the 
first  announcement  of  the  famous  "Taylor's  theorem,"  the  latter  almost  unnoticed 
by  mathematicians  until  1772,  when  Lagrange  adopted  it  as  the  basis  of  the  differ- 
ential calculus.  Among  his  other  works  were  "New  Principles  of  Linear  Perspec- 
tive" (1719) ;  and  "Contemplatio  Philosophica, "  which  was  published,  with  a  memoir 
by  his  grandson.  Sir  William  Young  (1793).  Died  in  London  Dec.  29,  1731. — 
Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  etf .,  1897,  JohnsorCs  Universal  CydopiBdia,  vol.  vni,  p.  25. 

PERSONAL 

We  have  a  remarkable  evidence  of 
domestic  unhappiness  annihilating  the 
very  faculty  of  genius  itself,  in  the  case 
of  Dr.  Brook  Taylor,  the  celebrated 
author  of  the  "Linear  Perspective." 
This  great  mathematician  in  early  life  dis- 
tinguished himself  as  an  inventor  in 
science,  and  the  most  sanguine  hopes  of 
his  future  discoveries  were  raised  both  at 
home  and  abroad.  Two  unexpected  events 
in  domestic  life  extinguished  his  inventive 
faculties.  After  the  loss  of  two  wives, 
whom  he  regarded  with  no  common  affec- 
tioDy  he  became  unfitted  for  profound 
studies;  he  carried  his  own  personal 
despair  into  his  favourite  objects  of  pur- 
suit, and  abandoned  them.  The  inventor 
of  the  most  original  work  suffered  the 


last  fifteen  years  of  his  life  to  drop  away, 
without  hope,  and  without  exertion. — 
Disraeli,  Isaac,  1796-1818,  Domestic 
Infelicity^  The  Literary  Character. 


GENERAL 

A  single  analytical  formula  in  the 
"Method  of  Increments"  has  conferred  a 
celebrity  on  its  author,  which  the  most 
voluminous  works  have  not  often  been  able 
to  bestow.  It  is  known  by  the  name  of 
Taylor's  Theorem,  and  expresses  the  value 
of  any  function  of  a  variable  quantity  in 
terms  of  the  successive  orders  of  incre- 
ments, whether  finite  or  infinitely  small, 
if  any  one  proposition  can  be  said  to  com- 
prehend in  it  a  whole  science,  it  is  this : 
for  from  it  almost  every  truth  and  every 
method    of   the   new    analysis    may  be 
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deduced.  It  is  difficult  to  say,  whether 
the  theorem  does  most  credit  to  the 
genius  of  the  author,  or  the  power  of  the 
kmguage  which  is  capable  of  concentrat- 
ing such  a  vast  body  of  knowledge  in 
a  single  expression. — Playfair,  John, 
1816-19,  Dissertation  on  the  Progress  (f 
Mathematical  and  Physieal  Science^  pt  ii. 

Successively  modified,  transformed,  and 
extended  by  Maclaurin,  Lagrange,  and 
Laplace,  whose  names  are  attached  to 
their  respective  formulae. — Leslie,  Sir 
John,  c1830.  Dissertation  on  the  Progress 
qf  the  Mathematical  and  Physical  Sciences 
in  the  EXghteenth  Century^  Ekieyclopcedia 
Britannica. 

I  have  made  this  extract  from  a  very 
short  tract,  called  ''Contemplatio  Philo- 
sophica,"  by  Brook  Taylor,  which  I  found 
in  an  unpublished  memoir  of  his  life 
printed  by  the  late  Sir  William  Young  in 
1793.  It  bespeaks  the  clear  and  acute 
understanding  of  the  celebrated  philoso- 
pher, and  appears  to  me  an  entire  refu- 
tation of  the  scholastic  argument  of 
Descartes ;  one  more  fit  for  the  Anselms 
and  such  dealers  in  words,  from  whom 
it  came,  than  for  himself. —  Hallam, 
Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Lit- 
erature  qf  Europe^  pt.  iu»  ch.  iii,  par.  90, 
note. 


In  1715  he  published  his  ''Methodus 
Incrementorum  Directa  et  Inversa"  (Lon- 
don, 4to),  which  was  in  reality  the  first 
treatise  dealing  with  the  calculus  of  finite 
differences.  It  contained  the  celebrated 
formula  known  as  ''Taylor's  theorem" 
which  was  the  first  general  expression  for 
the  expansions  of  functions  of  a  single 
variable  in  infinite  series,  and  of  which 
Mercator's  expansion  of  log.  (1  +  x).  Sir 
Isaac  Newton's  binomial  theorem,  and  his 
expansions  of  sin  x,  cos  x,  e',  &c.,  were 
but  particular  cases.  The  importance  of 
the  discovery  was  not  fully  recognised, 
however,  until  it  was  pointed  out  by 
La  Grange  in  1772.  In  this  work  Taylor 
also  applied  the  calculus  for  the  solution 
of  several  problems  which  had  baffled  pre- 
vious investigators.  He  obtained  a  for- 
mula showing  that  the  rapidity  of  vibra- 
tion of  a  string  varies  directly  as  the 
weight  stretching  it  and  inversely  as  its 
own  length  and  weight.  For  the  first 
time  he  determined  the  differential  equa- 
tion of  the  path  of  a  ray  of  light  when 
traversing  a  heterogeneous  medium.  He 
also  discussed  the  form  of  the  catenary 
and  the  determination  of  the  centres  of 
oscillation  and  percussion. — Gaelyle,  E. 
Irving,  1898,  Dictionary  qf  National 
sBiography^  vol.  LV,  p.  404. 


John  Q-ay 

1685-1732 

Bom,  at  Barnstaple,  1685 ;  baptized  16  Sept.  1685.  Educated  at  Barnstaple  Gram- 
mar School.  For  short  time  apprentice  in  a  London  shop ;  returned  to  Barnstaple : 
thence  again  to  London,  probably  as  secretary  to  Aaron  Hill.  Sec.  to  Duchess  of 
Monmouth,  1712-14.  Contrib.  to  "Guardian,"  1713.  *'The  Wife  of  Bath"  pro- 
duced at  Drury  Lane,  12  May  1713.  In  Hanover  as  sec.  to  Lord  Clarendon,  8  June 
to  Sept.,  1714.  "What-d'ye-Call-it"  produced  at  Drury  Lane,  23  Feb.  1715. 
''Three  Hours  after  Marriage"  (written  with  Pope  and  Arbuthnot),  Drury  Lane,  16 
Jan.  1717.  To  Aix  with  William  Pulteney  (afterwards  Earl  of  Bath),  1717.  At 
Gockthorpe  with  Lord  Harcourt,  1718.  Severe  losses  in  South  Sea  Bubble.  Under 
patronage  of  Duchess  of  Queensberry  from  1720.  **The  Captives"  produced  at  Drury 
Lane,  15  Jan.  1724;  ''The  Beggar's  Opera,"  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  29  Jan.  1728; 
sequel,  "Polly,"  forbidden  by  Lord  Chamberlain,  1729;  "Acis  and  Galatea,"  Hay- 
market,  May  1732;  "Achilles"  (posthumous),  Covent  Garden,  10  Feb.  1733.  Died, 
in  London,  4  Dec.  1732.  Buried  in  Westminster  Abbey.  W(yrks:  "Wine,"  1708; 
"The  Present  State  of  Wit"  (anon.,)  1711;  "The  Mohocks"  (anon.),  1713;  "Rural 
Sports,"  1713;  "The  Wife  of  Bath,"  1713;  "The  Fan,"  1714;  "The  Shepherd's 
Week,"  1714;  "A  Letter  to  a  Lady"  (anon.),  1714;  "What-d'ye-Call-it."  1715; 
"A  Journey  to  Exter,"  1715;  "Court  Poems,"  1716;  "God'sRevenge  against  Pun- 
ning" (under  pseud,  of  "Sir  James  Baker"),  1716;  "Trivia,"  1716;  "An  Admonition 
.  .  .  to  the  famous  Mr.  Frapp"  (under  pseud,  of  "Sir  James  Baker"),  1717 ;  "Let- 
ter to  W— L— ,  Esq.,"  1717;  "Epistle  to  Pulteney,"  1717;  "Three  Hours  after 
Marriage"  (with  Pope  and  Arbuthnot),  1717;  "Two  Epistles,"  [1720?];  "Poems" 
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(2  vols.),  1720;  ''A  Panegyrical  Epistle"  (anon.;  attrib.  to  Gay),  1721;  ''An  Epistle 
to  .  .  .  Henrietta,  Duchess  of  Marlborough,"  1722;  ''The  Captives,"  1724 
(2nd  edn.  samevear) ;  "Fables,"  first  series,  1727,  second  ser.,  1738;  "The  Beggar's 

Opera,"  1728  (2nd  and  3rd  edns.  same  year);  "Polly,"  1729  (another  edn.  same 
year);   "Acis  and  Galatea"  (anon.),  1732.     Posthumms:  "Achilles."  1733;  "The 

Distress'd  Wife. "1743;  "The  Rehearsal  atGoatham,"  1754;  "Gay's  Chair:  poems 
never  before  printed,"  1820.  CoUeded  Works:  "Plays,"  1760;  "Works"  (4  vols.) 
1770;  ed.  by  Dr.  Johnson  (2  vols.),  1779;  ed.  J.  Underbill  (2  vols.),  1893.  Ltfe:  by 
Coxe,  1797;  by  W.  H.  K.  Wright,  in  1889  edn.  of  "Fables;"  by  J.  Underbill  in  1893 
edn.  of  Poems.— Sharp,  R.  Farquh arson,  1897,  A  DicHonary  (f  English  Authors, 
p.  110. 

PERSONAL  I    often  want  poor  Mr.  Gay,  and  on 

Mr.  Gay.  this  occasion  extremely.     Nothing  evap- 

laifaif,  1718             ^             £.    8.    d.  orates  sooner  than  joy  nntold,  or  even 

Wife  ofBath    .    .    .    .    ^   .    .     26   0   0  ^jj^  ^j^  ^  ^^^  ^  entirely  in  your 

T^JLl  t!!^T  - J^                             K   r,   a  Intorest  as  he  was,  who  bore  at  least  an 

liBtter  to  a  Liaay o    7    o  ,    ,         .            '       x*  ^    x*          ji  j* 

14  Feb.  1714  equal  share  in  every  satisfaction  and  dis- 

The  What  d'ye  oill  it?  ...    .     16   2    6  satisfaction  that  attended  us.    I  am  not  in 

22 Dee.,  1715.  the  spleen,  though  I  write  thus;  on  the 

TriTia 4800  contrary  it  is  a  sort  of  pleasure  to  think 

Epdstle  to  the  Earl  of  Burlington     10  15   0  over  his  good  qualities :  his  loss  was  really 

4  May,  1717.  great,  but  it  is  a  satisfaction  to  have  once 

Battle  of  the  Frogs 16   2   6  known  so  good  a  man.     As  you  were  as 

8  Jan.,  1717.                            .«   o   i.  much  his  friend  as  I,  it  is  needless  to  ask 

Three  HoTus  after  Marriage  .     .     48    2    6  „^„^    ^»^A^r^   ^^«    ^«»^ii:..^  o^   i^^«   ^^ 

The  Mohocks  a  Faroe  2L  lOs  ^^^    pardon   for    dwelling  so  long  on 

(Sold  the  Mohocks  to  him  agaiii.)  ^^^^  subject.— QUEENSBERRY,  Catherinb 

Revival  of  the  Wife  of  Bath  .    .     75    0    0  Hyde  Duchess,  1734,  Letter  to  Mr.  How- 

•^ ard,  Sept.  28,  Suffolk  Papers,  vol.  u,  p.  109. 

-LiNTOT,  Bernard,  1717,  Aceount^Book.  .^^y  was  quite  a  natural  man,  wholly 
,^  *  .  .  . .  s^  J.  without  art  or  design,  and  spoke  just 
Thus  Gay,  the  hare  w^th  many  l^ends,  ^^at  he  thought,  and  as  he  thought  it.— 
Twice  seven  long  years  the  court  g  ^  ,^  ^  ^  ^  years  about  a 
Who,  under  tales  conveying  truth,  *xc  1*011^1^  xv*  «  ^^uj  j^cwo  a^^/uv  o 
To  virtue  f orm'd  a  princely  youth :  5J>^rt>  a»d  at  last— was  off ered  to  be  made 
Who  paid  his  courtship  with  the  crowd.  Usher  to  the  young  Princesses. — Secre- 
ts far  as  modest  pride  allow'd;  tary  Craggs  made  Gay  a  present  of  stock 
Rejects  a  servile  usher's  place,  in  the  South  Sea  year :  and  he  was  once 
And  leaves  St.  James's  in  disgrace.  worth  twenty  thousand  pounds,  but  lost 
—Swift,  Jonathan,  1729,  A  Ldbel  on  the  it  all  again.  He  got  about  four  hundred 
Reverend  Dr.  Delany,  and  His  ExeMeiusy  pounds  by  the  first  **  Beggar's  Opera, "  and 
John  Lord  Carteret.  eleven  or  twelve  hundred  by  the  second. 
Life  is  a  jest,  and  all  things  show  it ;  — He  was  negligent  and  a  bad  manager : 
I  thought  so  once,  but  now  I  know  it.  — latterly  the  Duke  of  Queensbury  took 
—Gay.  John,  1732,  My  Own  Epitaph.  his  money  into  his  keeping,  and  let  him 
Of  manners  gentle,  of  affections  mild;  have  only  what  was  necessary  out  of  it : 
In  wit,  a  man;  simplicity,  a  child :  and  as  he  lived  with  them  he  could  not 
^th  native  humour  tempering  virtuous  rage;  have  occasion  for  much:  he  died  worth 
Fbrm'd  to  delist  at  once  and  lash  the  age:  upwards  of  three  thousand  pounds.— 
Above  temptation,  in  a  lowest!^,  p^p^  ALEXANDER,  1737-39,  Spence's 
And  mioorropted,  ev'n  among  the  great :  Anetkotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  161. 
A  safe  companion,  and  an  easy  fnend,  «>i/u,i/u,.o,  «>»*.  «*  ^^, ,  ^, 

Unblam'd  thro'  life,  lamented  in  thy  end.  The  Duchess  of  Queensberry  told  me 

These  axe  thy  honours  I  not  that  here  thy  that  Gay  could  play  on  the  flute,  and  that 

bust  this  enabled  him  to  adopt  so  happily  some 

bmix'd^th  tooes,  or  with  Irings  tiiydust;  ^j^g  j^  ^^e  "Beggar's  Opera.  "—Warton, 

But  that  the  worthy  and  the  good  shall  say,  T^^p^^   1797  ^  pf.jJL  rxr^u^  -.^1  ,     ' 

Striking  their  penBivebo8oms-^«r«Ues  Gay.  V^^^'  ^'^''  ^'  ^^^*   worics,  vol.  I,  p. 

— POl%   Al-BXANDBR,  1732-35,  On  Mr.  ^°^- 

(kiy,  in  Wettminakr  Abbey.  The  most  good-natured  and  simple  of 
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mankind.— Macaulay,  Thomas  Babing- 
TON,  1843,  Life  and  Writings  qf  Addison, 
Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

His  haunts  may  be  traced,  but  home  of 
his  own  he  seems  never  to  have  had.  Gay 
was  an  easy,  f2:ood-natured  fellow,  but  he 
had  no  great  feeling  of  independence;  and 
without  being  able  or  desirous  to  say  that 
he  was  a  mean,  far  less  a  disgraceful, 
hanger-on  of  the  great,  he  was  still  a 
hanger-on.— Howrrr,  Wiluam,  1846, 
Homes  and  Haunts  of  the  Most  Eminent 
British  Poets,  vol.  i,  p.  158. 

In  the  great  society  of  the  wits,  John 
Gay  deserved  to  be  a  favourite,  and  to 
have  a  good  place.  In  his  set  all  were 
fond  of  him.  His  success  offended  nobody. 
He  missed  a  fortune  once  or  twice.  He 
was  talked  of  for  court  favour,  and  hoped 
to  win  it ;  but  the  court  favour  jilted  him. 
Craggs  gave  him  some  South  Sea  Stock ; 
and  at  one  time  Gay  had  very  nearly  made 
his  fortune.  But  Fortune  shook  her  swift 
wings  and  jilted  him  too:  and  so  his 
friends,  instead  of  being  angry  with  him, 
and  jealous  of  him,  were  kind  and  fond 
of  honest  Gay.— Thackeray,  Wiluam 
Makepeace,  1853,  The  English  Hunumr- 
ists  (f  the  Eighteenth  Century,  p.  146. 

His  body  was  brought  by  the  Company 
of  Upholders  from  the  Duke  of  Queens- 
berry's  to  Exeter  Change,  and  thence  to 
the  Abbey,  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  winter 
evening  [December  23].  Lord  Chester- 
field and  Pope  were  present  amongst  the 
mourners.  He  had  already,  two  months 
before  his  death,  desired :  ''My  dear  Mr. 
Pope,  whom  I  love  as  my  own  soul :  if  you 
survive  me,  as  you  certainly  will,  if  a 
stone  shall  mark  the  place  of  my  grave, 
see  these  words  put  upon  it : — 

Life  is  a  jest  and  all  things  show  it  : 
I  thought  it  onoe,  but  now  I  know  it. 

with  what  else  you  may  think  proper." 
His  wish  was  complied  with. — Stanley, 
Arthur  Penrhyn,  1867-96,  Historical 
Memorials  of  Westminster  Atbey,  cL  iv. 

His  character  is  hardly  one  for  which 
much  respect  can  be  entertained.  He  had 
a  great  deal  more  of  the  woman  about  him 
than  the  man.  He  was  absurdly  helpless ; 
narrowly  scanning  for  its  opinion  each 
face  he  encountered  as  he  pressed  forward ; 
gazing  ruefully,  almost  tearfully  about 
him  when  alone,  like  some  nervous  female 
in  the  mazes  of  London.     He  had  no 


strength  of  mind;  no  dignity  of  senti- 
ment ;  no  power  of  helping  himself.  .  .  . 
His  women  friends  made  a  whim  of  him, 
as  they  made  a  whim  of  Jocko  the  monkey, 
or  the  black  footboy  who  followed  them 
with  their  prayer-book  to  church.  His 
mind  was  soft,  fat,  flabby ;  it  was  without 
muscle,  or  sinew,  or  sap.  Be  agreed  with 
everybody,  always  pleasantly  smiling  as 
he  assented;  but  assenting  perhaps  not  so 
much  from  sycophancy  or  respect  for  the 
society  that  endured  him,  as  from  incapac- 
ity to  oppose — as  from  emptiness  of 
original  ideas.— Russell,  Wiluam  Clark, 
1871,  The  Book  qf  Authors,  p.  186. 

In  character  Gay  was  affectionate  and 
amiable,  but  indolent,  luxurious,  and  very 
easily  depressed.  His  health  was  never 
good,  and  his  inactive  habits  and  tastes 
as  a  gourmand  did  not  improve  it.  But 
his  personal  charm  as  a  coiQpanion  must 
have  been  exceptionable,  for  he  seems  to 
have  been  a  universal  favourite,  and  Pope, 
Swift,  and  Arbuthnot  (with  none  of 
whom  he  ever  quarrelled)  were  genuinely 
attached  to  him.— Dobson,  Austin,  1890, 
Dictionary  qf  National  Biography,  vol,  xxi. 

He  was  one  of  those  fortunate,  helpless 
persons  whom  everybody  helps,  and  the 
Duke  and  Duchess  of  Queensberry  took 
him  into  their  household,  managed  his 
money  for  him  (he  had  made  a  good  deal 
by  the  "Beggar's  Opera"),  and  prevented 
him  from  having  any  need  of  it.  He  died 
at  the  end  of  1732,  too  lazy  even  to  make 
a  will.  The  traditional  character  of  him 
as  of  a  kind  of  human  lapdog,  without  any 
vice  except  extreme  self-indulgence, 
has  been  little  disturbed. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1898,  A  Short  History  qf  English 
Ldierature,  p,  559. 

THE  SH£PHERD*S  WEEK 
1714 

These  are  Mr.  Gay's  principal  perform- 
ance. They  were  originally  intended,  I 
suppose,  as  a  burlesque  on  those  of  Phil- 
lips ;  but  perhaps  without  designing  it,  he 
has  hit  the  true  spirit  of  pastoral  poetry. 
In  fact  he  more  resembles  Theocritus  than 
any  other  English  pastoral  writer  what- 
soever. There  runs  throughout  the  whole 
a  strain  of  rustic  pleasantry,  which  should 
ever  distinguish  this  species  of  composi- 
tion ;  but  how  far  the  antiquated  expres- 
sions used  here  may  contribute  to  the 
humour,  I  will  not  determine ;  for  my  own 
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part,  I  could  wish  the  simplicity  were 
preserved,  without  recurring  to  such  obso- 
lete antiquity  for  the  manner  of  express- 
ing it. — GoLDSMriH,  OuvER,  1767,  The 
Beauties  qf  English  Poetry. 

But  though  the  proem  burlesqued  Philips, 
and  the  purpose  of  censure  and  caricature 
was  evident  enough,  yet  simple  speech  is 
better  than  the  fsdse  classicism  that  con- 
demned it ;  and  Gay,  being  much  more  of 
a  poet  than  Ambrose  Philips,  and  in  him- 
self, as  Pope  said,  "a  natural  man,  with- 
out design,  who  spoke  what  he  thought," 
''The  Shepherd's  Week"  made  its  own 
mark  as  pastoral  poetry,  and,  in  spite  of 
its  Cloddipole  and  Hobnelia,  by  its  own 
merit  went  far  to  disprove  its  case. — 
MoRLEY,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  qfEng- 
liih  Literature,  ed.  Tyler,  p.  535. 

like  Fielding's  novel  of  "Joseph 
Andrews,"  the  execution  of  "The  Shep- 
herd's Week'^wasfarsuperiortoitsavowed 
object  of  mere  ridicule.  In  spite  of  their 
barbarous  "Bumkinets"  and  "Gmb- 
binols,"  Gay's  eclogues  abound  with 
mteresting  folk-lore  and  closely-studied 
rural  pictures.  We  see  the  country-girl 
burning  hazel-nuts  to  find  her  sweet-heart, 
or  presenting  the  faithless  Colin  with  a 
knife  with  a  "posy"  on  it,  or  playing 
''Hot  Cockles,"  or  listening  to  ^'Gillian  of 
Croydon' '  and  "  Patient  Grissel. ' '  There 
are  also  sly  strokes  of  kindly  satire,  as 
when  the  shepherds  are  represented  fenc- 
ing the  grave  of  Blouzelinda  against  the 
prospective  inroads  of  the  parson's  horse 
and  cow,  which  have  the  right  of  grazing 
in  the  churchyard ;  or  when  that  dignitary, 
in  consideration  of  the  liberal  sermon-fee, 
"Six>ke  the  Hour-glass  in  her  praise— quite 
out." 

These  little  touches  (and  there  are  a  hun- 
dred more)  make  us  sure  that  we  are 
reading  no  mere  caricature ;  but  that  the 
country-life  of  that  age  of  Queen  Anne, 
which  her  poet  loyally  declares  to  be  the 
only  "Gidden  Age, "  is  truly  and  faithfully 
brought  before  us. — Dobson,  Austin, 
1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  lu,  p. 
146. 

They  may  still  be  glanced  at  with  pleas- 
ure.—Stephen,  Leslie,  1880,  Pope  (Bng- 
lish  Men  qf  Letters),  p.  114. 

The  satirical  d^ign  is  evident  enough 
in  the  affected  use  of  obsolete  words,  in  the 
absurd  bumpkin  nomenclature,  Buxoma 
and  Blouzelind,  Clumsilis  and  Hobnelia. 


But  Gay's  poetic  instinct  was  too  much 
for  him.  He  had  a  true  insight  into 
the  picturesque  elements  of  rural  life,  a 
wide  knowledge  of  country  customs  and 
country  superstitions.  And  so,  though 
only  half  intending  it,  he  produced  no 
mere  parody,  but  a  genuine  work  of  pas- 
toral art,  the  nearest  approach  to  a  real- 
istic pastoral  which  our  literature  had  yet 
seen.  And  here  the  history  of  pastoral 
really  closes  upon  a  note  curiously  sig- 
nificant. The  versifiers  who  followed  in 
the  wake  of  Pope  are  of  no  account.  But 
the  temper  of  Gay,  so  fantastic  in  his  own 
age,  is'  prophetic  enough  to  us  of  the 
tendencies,  revolutionary  and  deep-rooted, 
which  were  destined,  nearly  a  century 
later,  to  completely  transform  the  Eng- 
lish conception  of  country  life  as  a  sub- 
ject for  poetry.— Chambers,  Edmund  K., 
1895,  English  Pastorals,  p.  xlvii. 

FABLES 
1737-38 

For  a  Fable  he  gives  now  and  then  a 
Tale,  or  an  abstracted  Allegory ;  and  from 
some,  by  whatever  name  they  may  be 
called,  it  will  be  diflScult  to  extract  any 
moral  principle.  They  are,  however,  told 
with  liveliness;  the  versification  is 
smooth ;  and  the  diction,  though  now-and- 
then  a  little  constrained  by  the  measure 
or  the  rhyme,  is  generally  happy. — John- 
son, Samuel,  1779-81,  Gay,  Lives  qf  the 
English  Poets. 

Gay  was  sometimes  grosser  than  Prior, 
not  systematically,  but  inadvertently — 
from  not  being  so  well  aware  of  what 
he  was  about;  nor  was  there  the  same 
necessity  for  caution,  for  his  grossness  is 
by  no  means  so  seductive  or  inviting. 
Gay's  ''Fables"  are  certainly  a  work  of 
great  merit,  both  as  to  the  quantity  of 
invention  implied,  and  as  to  the  elegance 
and  facility  of  the  execution.  They,  are, 
however,  spun  out  too  long ;  the  descrip- 
tions and  narrative  are  too  diffuse  and 
desultory;  and  the  moral  is  sometimes 
without  point.  They  are  more  like  Tales 
than  fables.  The  best  are,  perhaps,  the 
Hare  with  Many  Friends,  the  Monkeys, 
and  the  Fox  at  the  Point  of  Death. — Haz- 
UTT,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the  Eng- 
lish Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

As  a  fabulist  he  has  been  sometimes 
hypercritically  blamed  for  presenting  us 
with     allegorical    impersonations.      The 
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mere  naked  apoloj^ae  of  .Ssop  is  too  edmple 
to  interest  the  human  mind,  when  its  fancy 
and  understanding  are  past  the  state  of 
childhood  or  barbarism.  La  Fontaine 
dresses  the  stories  which  he  took  from 
.£sop  and  others  with  such  profusion  of 
wit  and  naivete^  that  his  manner  conceals 
the  insipidity  of  the  matter.  **La  sauce 
vaut  mietix  que  le  paisson.^  Gay,  though 
not  equal  to  La  Fontaine,  is  at  least  free 
from  his  occasional  prolixity ;  and  in  one 
instance,  (the  Court  of  Death,)  ventures 
into  allegory  with  considerable  power. 
Without  being  an  absolute  simpleton,  like 
La  Fontaine,  he  possessed  a  bonhomie  of 
character  which  forms  an  agreeable  trait 
of  resemblance  between  the  fabulists. — 
Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  <f 
the  British  Poets. 

The  most  finished  productions  of  our 
poet,  and  those  to  which  he  will  owe  his 
reputation  with  posterity,  are  his 
** Fables," — the  finest  in  the  lanugage. 
They  are  written  with  great  spirit  and 
vivacity;  the  versification  is  generally 
smooth  and  flowing  ;  the  descriptions 
happy  and  appropriate,  and  the  moral 
designed  to  be  conveyed  is,  for  the  most 
part,  impressive  and  instructive. —Cleve- 
land, Charles  D.,  1848,  A  Compendium 
qf  English  Literature,  p.  414. 

Gay's  "Fables"  carry  to  many  people 
pleasant  memories  of  the  nursery  and  the 
schoolroom,  where  they  lightened  the 
weight  of  graver  studies. — Burton,  John 
Hill,  1880,  A  History  of  the  Reign  qf 
Queen  Anne,  vol.  ni,  p.  292. 

Thackeray  confessed  that  he  had  not 
been  able  to  peruse  them  since  his  very 
early  youth ;  but  probably  he  would  have 
found  no  difficulty  in  digesting  them  if  he 
had  made  some  slight  effort.  It  is  true 
that  there  is  a  certain  want  of  variety 
both  in  the  subject  and  tone  of  the  fables ; 
but  they  abound  in  touches  of  humour, 
and  are  written  in  an  easy  style.  Many  of 
them  are  tales  and  sometimes  allegories, 
rather  than  fables,  properly  so  called, 
and  in  the  posthumous  collection  the  fable 
forms  a  very  small  part  of  each  poem. 
But  what  can  be  neater  than  the  descrip- 
tion of  the  election  of  the  Fox  as  regent 
to  the  Lion ?— Aitken,  George  A.,  1893, 
John  Gay,  Westminster  Review,  vol.  140, 
p.  402. 

The  "Fables*'  are  light  and  lively,  and 
might   safely  be  recommended   to  Mr. 


Chamberlain,  who  is  fond  of  an  easy  quo- 
tation. To  lay  them  down  is  never  diffi- 
cult.— BiRRELL,  Augustine,  1894,  Essays 
abovi  Men,  Women  and  Books,  p.  118. 

THE  BEGGAR'S  OPERA 
1728 

Dr.  Swift  had  been  observing  once  to 
Mr.  Gay,  what  an  odd  pretty  sort  of  thing 
a  Newgate  Pastoral  might  make.  Gay 
was  inclined  to  try  at  such  a  thing,  for 
some  time,  but  afterwards  thought  it 
would  be  better  to  write  a  comedy  on  the 
same  plan.  This  was  what  gave  rise  to  the 
''Beggar's  Opera."  He  began  on  it,  and 
when  first  he  mentioned  it  to  Swift^  the 
Doctor  did  not  much  like  the  project.  As 
he  carried  it  on,  he  showed  what  he  wrote 
to  both  of  us ;  and  we  now  and' then  gave 
a  correction,  or  a  word  or  two  of  advice : 
but  it  was  wholly  of  his  own  writing. 
When  it  was  done,  neither  of  us  thought 
it  would  succeed.  We  showed  it  to  Con- 
greve,  who,  after  reading  it  over,  said,  **It 
would  either  take  greatly,  or  be  damned 
confoundedly." — We  were  all  at  the  first 
night  of  it,  in  great  uncertainty  of  the 
event ;  till  we  were  very  much  encouraged 
by  overhearing  the  Duke  of  Argyle,  who 
sat  in  the  next  box  to  us,  say,  ''It  will  do, 
— it  must  do! — I  see  it  in  the  eyes  of 
them.  '* — This  was  a  good  while  before  the 
first  act  was  over,  and  so  gave  us  ease 
soon ;  for  the  duke  (besides  his  own  good 
taste)  has  a  more  particular  knack  than 
any  one  now  living,  in  discovering  the 
taste  of  the  public.  He  was  quite  right 
in  this,  as  usual ;  the  good  nature  of  the 
audience  appeared  stronger  and  stronger 
every  act,  and  ended  in  a  clamour  of 
applause.— Pope,  Alexander,  1734-36, 
Spenc^s  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  120. 

"Cato,''  it  is  true,  succeeded,  bat 
reached  not  by  full  forty  days  the  prog- 
ress and  applause  of  the  ''Beggar's 
Opera. ' '  Will  it  however  admit  of  a  ques- 
tion which  of  the  two  compositions  a  good 
writer  would  rather  wish  to  have  been  the 
author  of?  Yet,  on  the  other  side,  must 
we  not  allow,  that  to  have  taken  a  whole 
nation,  high  and  low,  into  a  general 
applause,  has  shown  a  power  in  poetry 
which,  though  often  attempted  in  the 
same  kind,  none  but  this  one  author  could 
ever  yet  arrive  at. — Cibber,  Colley, 
1739,  An  Apology  for  His  Life. 

The  effects  of  the  ''Beggar's  Opera" 
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on  the  minds  of  the  people  have  fulfilled 
the  prognostications  of  many  that  it  would 
prove  injurious  to  society.  Rapine  and 
violence  have  been  gradually  increasing 
ever  since  its  first  representation:  the 
rights  of  property,  and  the  obligation  of 
the  laws  that  guard  it,  are  disputed  upon 
principle.  Every  man's  house  is  now 
become  what  the  law  calls  it,  his  castle, 
or  at  least  it  may  be  said  that,  like  a 
castle,  it  requires  to  be  a  place  of  defence ; 
young  men,  apprentices,  clerks  in  public 
offices,  and  others,  disdaining  the  arts  of 
honest  industry,  and  captivated  with  the 
charms  of  idleness  and  criminal  pleasure, 
now  betake  themselves  to  the  road,  affect 
politeness  in  the  very  act  of  robbery,  and 
in  the  end  become  victims  to  the  justice 
of  their  country :  and  men  of  discernment, 
who  have  been  at  the  pains  o^  tracing  this 
evil  to  its  source,  have  found  that  not  a 
few  of  those,  who,  during  these  last  fifty 
years  have  paid  to  the  law  the  forfeit  of 
their  lives,  have  in  the  course  of  their 
pursuits  been  emulous  to  imitate  the  man- 
ners and  general  character  of  Macheath. 
—Hawkins,  Sir  John,  1776,  A  General 
HMory  of  the  Science  and  Practice  qf 
Jftmc,  eh.  cxc,  p.  875. 

Often  and  often  had  I  read  Gay's  ''Beg- 
p^ar's  Opera,"  and  always  delighted  with 
its  poignant  wit  and  original  satire,  and 
if  not  without  noticing  its  immorality, 
yet  without  any  offence  from  it.  Some 
years  ago,  I  for  the  first  time  saw  it  rep- 
resented in  one  of  the  London  theatres ; 
and  such  were  the  horror  and  disgust  with 
which  it  impressed  me,  so  grossly  did  it 
outrage  all  the  best  feelings  of  my  nature, 
that  even  the  angelic  voice  and  perfect 
science  of  Mrs.  Billington  lost  half  their 
charmsy  or  rather  increased  my  aversion 
to  the  piece  by  an  additional  sense  of 
mcongruity.  Then  I  learned  the  immense 
difference  between  reading  and  seeing  a 
play. — Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1812, 
Omnianay  ed.  Ashe,  p.  386. 

It  18  indeed  a  masterpiece  of  wit  and 
genius,  not  to  say  of  morality.  In  com- 
posing it,  he  chose  a  very  unpromising 
ground  to  work  upon,  and  he  has  prided 
himself  in  adorning  it  with  all  the  graces, 
the  precision,  and  brilliancy  of  style.  It 
18  a  vulgar  error  to  call  this  a  vulgar  play. 
So  far  from  it  that  I  do  not  scruple  to  say 
that  it  appears  to  me  one  of  the  most  re- 
fined prodactions  in  the  language.     The 


elegance  of  the  composition  is  in  exact 
proportion  to  the  coarseness  of  the  mate- 
rials: by  ''happy  alchemy  of  mind,"  the 
author  has  extracted  an  essence  of  refine- 
ment from  the  dregs  of  human  life,  and 
turns  its  very  dross  into  gold.  The  scenes, 
characters,  and  incidents  are,  in  them- 
selves, of  the  lowest  and  most  disgusting 
kind:  but,  by  the  sentiments  and  reflec- 
tions which  are  put  into  the  mouths  of 
highwaymen,  turnkeys,  their  mistresses, 
wives,  or  daughters,  he  has  converted  this 
motley  group  into  a  set  of  fine  gentlemen 
and  ladies,  satirists  and  philosophers. 
He  has  also  effected  this  transformation 
without  once  violating  probability,  or 
''o'erstepping  the  modesty  of  nature." 
In  fact,  Gay  has  turned  the  tables  on  the 
critics ;  and  by  the  assumed  license  of  the 
mock-heroic  style,  has  enabled  himself  to 
do  justice  to  nature,  that  is,  to  give  all 
the  force,  truth,  and  locality  of  real  feel- 
ing to  the  thoughts  and  expressions, 
without  being  called  to  the  bar  of  false 
taste  and  affected  delicacy. — Hazlitt, 
WiLUAM,  1818,  Lectures  on  the  English 
Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

This  piece  has  kept  possession  of  the 
stage  for  upwards  of  a  century.  ''Mac- 
heath"  and  "Polly"  have  been  favourite 
parts  with  most  of  our  principal  vocal 
performers ;  and,  when  well  represented, 
it  has  rarely  failed  to  draw  crowded  audi- 
ences in  every  part  of  the  kingdom.  Its 
effects  on  public  morals  have  been  the 
subject  of  much  discussion  and  contro- 
versy. Soon  after  its  appearance  it  was 
praised  by  Swift,  as  a  piece  which  placed 
all  kinds  of  vice  in  the  strongest  and  most 
odious  light.  Others,  however,  censured 
it,  as  giving  encouragement  not  only  to 
vice  but  to  crime,  by  making  a  highway- 
man the  hero,  and  dismissing  him  at  last 
unpunished.  It  was  even  said  that  its 
performance  had  a  visible  effect  in 
increasing  the  number  of  this  description 
of  freebooters.  The  celebrated  police 
magistrate,  Sir  John  Fielding,  once  told 
Hugh  Kelly,  the  dramatist,  on  a  success- 
ful run  of  the  "Beggar's  Opera,"  that 
he  expected,  in  consequence  of  it,  a  fresh 
cargo  of  highwaymen  at  his  office.  Upon 
Kelly's  expressing  his  surprise  at  this,  Sir 
John  assured  him,  that,  ever  since  the 
first  representation  of  that  piece,  there 
had  been,  on  every  successful  run,  a 
proportionate    number    of    highwaymen 
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brought  to  the  office,  as  would  appear  by 
the  books  any  morning  he  chose  to  look 
over  them.  Kelly  did  so,  and  found  the 
observation  to  be  strictly  correct.  .  .  . 
Recently,  however,  the* 'Beggar's Opera" 
has  been  rarely  performed.  Whether  this 
has  arisen  from  a  growing  sense  of  its 
impropriety,  or  from  the  want  of  fitting 
representatives  of  the  hero  and  heroine, 
we  shall  not  pretend  to  say.  We  believe 
that  its  licentiousness  has  contributed,  no 
less  than  its  wit  and  the  beauty  of  its 
music,  to  the  favour  it  has  so  long  enjoyed : 
but  it  may  be  presumed  that  the  time  is 
come,  or  at  least  approaching,  when  its 
licentiousness  will  banish  it  from  the 
stage,  notwithstanding  its  wit  and  the 
beauty  of  its  music. — Hogarth*  George, 
1838,  Memoirs  of  The  Musical  Drama^ 
vol.  II,  pp.  50,  55. 

We  have  seen  the  "Beggar's  Opera" 
degraded  from  a  pungent  yet  delicate 
satire  upon  the  Walpoles  and  Pulteneys 
to  an  episode  from  the  Newgate  Calendar. 
Its  humor  had  passed  away ;  its  songs  had 
lost  their  savour;  the  actors  mistook 
irony  for  earnest;  we  seemed  to  have 
fallen  among  thieves  and  longed  to  call  for 
the  police,  and  send  them  packing  to 
Bow-street.— Donne,  William  Bodham, 
1854-58,  Essays  on  the  Drama,  p.  139. 

The  "Beggar's  Opera"  was  Gay's  ruin. 
—Thomson,  Katharine  (Grace  Whar- 
ton), 1862,  The  Literature  qf  Society,  vol. 
II,  p.  217. 

The  satire  was  purely  the  revenge  of  a 
disappointed  courtier.  Gay  had  accepted 
one  office  from  the  political  Macheath, 
had  long  been  asupplianJb  for  another,  and 
only  talked  of  Bob  Booty  because  he  had 
not  been  allowed  a  larger  share  of  the 
spoils.— Elwln,  Whitwell,  1871,  ed.. 
The  Works  qf  Alexander  Pope,  vol.  vii, 
p.  142,  note. 

Of  all  ballad-operas  the  first  is  easily 
the  foremost,  excepting  only  ''The 
Duenna.  "—Matthews,  Brander,  1880, 
'* Pinafore's  "  Predecessor,  Harpefs  Maga- 
zine,  vol.  60,  p.  501. 

The  **  Beggar's  Opera"  is,  in  fact, 
rather  the  parody  of  a  comedy  interspersed 
with  songs  than  a  true  opera,  but  there 
are  passages  in  it  which,  abating  some 
necessary  absurdity,  are  wholly  in  the 
comedy  vein.  The  play  is  unfortunately 
too  gross  for  a  more  liberal  extract  than 
has  been  given.    In  reading  the  "Beggar's 


Opera,"  it  is  good  to  remember  the  won- 
derful success  of  the  play  in  its  own  day. 
Phrases  from  it  passed  as  catch-words  in 
society,  and  its  admirable  songs  were 
painted  on  ladies'  fans. — Crawpurd,  Os- 
wald, 1883,  erf.,  English  Comic  Dram- 
atists, p.  204. 

It  was  Polly,  however,  as  impersonated 
by  the  fascinating  Lavinia  Fenton  (in 
1728),  that  made  the  success  of  ''The 
Beggar's  Opera."  She  dressed  the  part 
in  the  most  simple  manner,  and  the 
pathetic  naivetS  with  which  she  delivered 
the  lines — 

For  on  the  rope  that  hangs  my  dear 

Depends  poor  Polly's  life, 

had  such  an  effect  that  applause  burst 
forth  from  every  part  of  the  house.  The 
work  had  up  to  this  moment  gone  but 
poorly.  Its  triumph  was  now  assured, 
and  the  enthusiasm  of  the  public  went  on 
increasing  until  the  fall  of  the  curtain. 
The  opera  soon  made  its  way  to  Wales, 
Scotland,  and  Ireland.  The  principal 
songs  were  inscribed  on  fans  and  screens, 
and  the  enemies  of  foreign  art  boasted 
that  '*The  Beggar's  Opera"  (which  is 
really  a  semi-burlesque  comedy,  inter- 
spersed with  songs  set  to  popular  tunes) 
had  driven  out  the  opera  of  the  Italians. 
—Edwards,  Henry  Sutherland,  1888, 
The  Prima  Donna :  Her  History  and  Sur- 
roundings. 

The  present  age  would  perhaps  rank 
Gay  lowest  in  that  kind  of  writing  in 
which,  in  his  own  time,  he  achieved  a  phe- 
nomenal success.  The ' '  Beggar's  Opera" 
is  very  coarse  homespun  compared  with 
the  dainty  fabrics  which  have  come  from 
the  loom  of  Mr.  W.  S.  Gilbert.— TovEY, 
Duncan  C.,  1897,  Reviews  and  Essays  tn 
English  Literature,  p.  115. 

POLLY 
1729 

The  Duchess  of  Queensberry  is  surprised 
and  well  pleased  that  the  King  has  given 
her  so  agreeable  a  command  as  forbidding 
her  the  Court,  where  she  never  came  for 
diversion,  but  to  bestow  a  very  great 
civility  on  the  King  and  Queen.  She 
hopes  that  by  so  unprecedented  an  order 
as  this,  the  King  will  see  as  few  as  she 
wishes  at  his  Court,  particularly  such  as 
dare  to  think  and  speak  truth.  I  dare 
not  do  otherwise,  nor  ought  not;  nor 
could  I  have  imagined  but  that  it  would 
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have  been  the  highest  compliment  I  could 
possibly  pay  the  King  and  Queen,  to 
endeavour  to  support  truth  and  innocence 
in  their  house. 

— C.  QUBENSBERRY. 

p.  S.  Particularly  when  the  King  and 
Queen  told  me  that  they  had  not  read  Mr. 
Gay's  play,  I  have  certainly  done  right 
then  to  justify  my  own  behaviour,  rather 
than  act  like  his  Grace  of  Grafton,  who 
has  neither  made  use  of  truth,  honour  or 
judgment  in  this  whole  affair,  either  for 
himself  or  his  friends. — Queensberry, 
Catherine  Hyde,  Duchess,  1728-9, 
Letter  to  Mr.  Stanhope,  Viee-Qiamberlain^ 
m.  27. 

I  suppose  you  will  have  some  odd 
account  of  me,  pray  let  me  know  what 
they  say  of  me  behind  my  back?  The 
Duchess  of  Queensbury,  to  the  great 
amazement  of  the  admiring  world,  is  for- 
bid the  Court,  only  for  being  solicitous  in 
getting  a  subscription  for  Mr.  Gay's 
sequel  of  the  ''Beggar's  Opera,"  which 
the  Court  forbid  being  acted,  on  account 
that  it  reflected  on  the  Government.  The 
Duchess  is  a  great  friend  of  Gay's,  and 
has  thought  him  much  injured;  upon 
which,  to  make  him  some  amends,  for  he 
is  poor,  she  promised  to  get  a  subscrip- 
tion for  his  play  if  he  would  print  it. 
She  indiscreetly  has  urged  the  King  and 
Queen  in  his  behalf,  and  asked  sub^rip- 
tions  in  the  drawing-room,  upon  which 
she  is  forbid  the  Court — a  thing  never 
heard  of  before  to  one  of  her  rank :  one 
might  have  imagined  her  beanty  would 
have  secured  her  from  such  treatment! 
1^  Vice-Chamberlain  went  with  the  mes- 
sage, and  she  returned  the  answer  which 
I  have  enclosed. — Pendarves,  Mrs.  M., 
1728-29,  Letter  to  Mrs.  Anne  GranviUe, 
March  4,  Ljfe  and  Correspondence  qf  Mrs. 
Ddany,  ed.  Lady  Llanover,  vol.  i,  p.  193. 

The  inoffensive  John  Gay  is  now  become 
one  of  the  obstructions  to  the  peace  of 
Europe,  the  terror  of  the  ministers,  the 
chi^  author  of  the  ''Craftsman,"  and  all 
the  seditious  pamphlets  which  have  been 
published  against  the  government.  .  He 
has  got  several  turned  out  of  their  places ; 
the  greatest  ornament  of  the  court 
(t.  e.  Duchess  of  Queensberry)  banished 
from  it  for  his  sake ;  another  great  lady 
(Mrs.  Howard,  afterwards  Countess  of  Suf- 
folk) in  danger  of  being  chaste  likewise ; 
about  seven  or  eight  duchesses  pushing 


forward,  like  the  ancient  circumcelliones  in 
the  church,  who  shall  suffer  martyrdom  on 
his  account  first.  He  is  the  darling  of 
the  city.  .  .  .  I  can  assure  you,  this 
is  the  very  identical  Jno.  Gay  whom  you 
formerly  knew  and  lodged  with  in  White- 
hall two  years  ago. — Arbuthnot,  John, 
n28-29,LettertoJonathanSiDift,Mareh  19. 

Among  the  remarkable  occurrences  of 
this  winter,  I  cannot  help  relating  that  of 
the  Duchess  of  Queensberry  being  forbid 
the  Court,  and  the  occasion  of  it.  One 
Gay,  a  poet,  had  written  a  ballad  opera, 
which  was  thought  to  reflect  a  little  upon 
the  Court,  and  a  good  deal  upon  the  Min- 
ister. It  was  called  ''The  Beggar's 
Opera,"  had  a  prodigious  run,  and  was  so 
extremely  pretty  in  its  kind,  that  even 
those  who  were  most  glanced  at  in  the 
satire  had  prudence  enough  to  disguise 
their  resentment  by  chiming  in  with  the 
universal  applause  with  which  it  was  per- 
formed. Gay,  who  had  attached  himself 
to  Mrs.  Howard  and  been  disappointed  of 
preferment  at  Court,  finding  this  couched 
satire  upon  those  to  whom  he  imputed  his 
disappointment  succeeded  so  well,  wrote 
a  second  part  to  this  opera,  less  pretty 
but  more  abusive,  and  so  little  disguised 
that  Sir  Robert  Walpole  resolved,  rather 
than  suffer  himself  to  be  produced  for 
thirty  nights  together  upon  the  stage  in 
the  person  of  a  highwayman,  to  make  use 
of  his  friend  the  Duke  of  Gafton's  author- 
ity, asJjord  Chamberlain,  to  put  a  stop  to 
the  representation  of  it.  Accordingly, 
this  theatrical  Craftsman  was  prohibited  at 
every  playhouse.  Gay,  irriated  at  this  bar 
thrown  in  the  way  both  of  his  interest  and 
his  revenge,  zested  the  work  with  some 
supplemental  invectives,  and  resolved  to 
print  it  by  subscription.  The  Duchess 
of  Queensberry  set  herself  at  the  head  of 
this  undertaking,  and  solicited  every 
mortal  that  came  in  her  way,  or  in  whose 
way  she  could  put  herself,  to  subscribe. 
To  a  woman  of  her  quality,  proverbially 
beautiful,  and  at  the  top  of  the  polite 
and  fashionable  world,  people  were 
ashamed  to  refuse  a  guinea,  though  they 
were  afraid  to  give  it.  Her  solicitations 
were  so  universal  and  so  pressing,  that 
she  came  even  into  the  Queen's  apartment, 
went  round  the  Drawing-room,  and  made 
even  the  King's  servants  contribute  to 
the  printing  of  a  thing  which  the  Kin^ 
had  forbid  being  acted.     The  King,  when 
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he  came  iuto  the  Drawing-room,  seeing 
her  Grace  very  busy  in  a  comer  with  three 
or  four  men,  asked  her  what  she  had  been 
doing.  She  answered,  **What  must  be 
agreeable,  she  was  sure,  to  anybody  so 
humane  as  his  Majesty,  for  it  was  an  act 
of  charity,  and  a  charity  to  which  she  did 
not  despair  of  bringing  his  Majesty  to 
contribute/'  Enough  was  said  for  each 
to  understand  the  other.  .  .  .  Most 
people  blamed  the  Court  upon  this  occasion. 
What  the  Duchess  of  Queensberry  did  was 
certainly  impertinent ;  but  the  manner  of 
resenting  it  was  thought  impolitic. — 
Hervey,  Lord,  1729,  Let^  to  Swift, 
Hervej/s  Memoirs^  vol.  I,  ehap.  vi. 

Which  brought  in  more  money  to  Gay 
from  its  not  having  been  allowed  to  get 
on  the  stage  than  its  brilliant  predecessor 
had  done  after  all  its  unexampled  run. 
The  measure  of  Walpole's  wrath  was  filled 
by  the  knowledge  that  a  piece  was  in 
preparation  in  which  he  was  to  be  held 
up  to  public  ridicule  in  the  rudest  and 
most  uncompromising  way.  Walpole 
acted  with  a  certain  boldness  and  cunning. 
The  play  was  brought  to  him,  was  offered 
for  sale  to  him.  This  was  an  audacious 
attempt  at  black-mailing ;  and  at  first  it 
appeared  to  be  successful.  Walpole 
agreed  to  the  terms,  bought  the  play, 
paid  the  money,  and  then  proceeded  at 
once  to  make  the  fact  that  such  a  piece 
had  been  written,  and  but  for  his  payment 
might  have  been  played,  an  excuse  for  the 
introduction  of  a  measure  to  put  the 
whole  English  stage  under  restriction,  and 
to  brand  it  with  terms  of  shame.  He 
picked  out  carefully  all  the  worst  pas- 
sages, and  had  them  copied,  and  sent 
round  in  private  to  the  leading  members 
of  all  parties  in  the  House  of  Conunons, 
and  appealed  to  them  to  support  him  in 
passing  a  measure  which  he  justified  in 
advance  by  the  illustrations  of  dramatic 
licentiousness  thus  brought  under  their 
own  eyes.  By  this  mode  of  action  he 
secured  beforehand  an  amount  of  support 
which  made  the  passing  of  his  Bill  a  mat- 
ter of  almost  absolute  certainty.  Under 
these  favorable  conditions  he  introduced 
his  Playhouse  Bill.— McCarthy,  Justin, 
1884,  A  History  (f  the  Four  Georges^  vol.  ii, 
chap.  27. 

It  may  be  interesting  to  note  that 
''Tolly"  was  first  seen  upon  the  stage  at 
the  Haymarket  Theatre  on  June  19,  1777. 


A  few  new  songs  were  upon  that  occasion 
introduced,  and  portions  of  the  dialogue 
were  here  and  there  omitted.  But  the 
alterations  were  not  material.  Polly 
Peachum  was  played  by  a  '' gentlewoman 
'(her  first  appearance)."  Perhaps  the 
most  remarkable  thing  about  this  remark- 
able premitre  was  the  fact  that  the 
Duchess  of  Queensbury,  though  extremely 
old — she  died  in  the  following  month — 
attended  it.  ''Polly^  was  played  at  the  Hay- 
market  again  in  1782,  and  at  Drury  Lane 
in  1813.— Underbill,  John,  1893,  ed., 
the  Poetical  Works  of  John  Gay^  vol.  I,  p.  Ix. 
It  is  an  exceedingly  nasty  piece,  not 
unworthy  of  one  of  the  three  authors  who 
between  them  produced  that  filthiest  and 
most  stupid  of  farces,  ' '  Three  Hours  After 
Marriage." — Birrell,  Augustine,  1894, 
Essays  about  Men,  Women  and  Books, 
p.  117. 

GENERAL 
When  fame  did  o'er  the  spacions  plains 

Th^lays,  she  once  had  ]eam*d,  repeat; 
All  listen'd  to  the  tuneful  strains, 

And  wondered  who  could  sing  so  sweet. 
'Twas  thus:— The  Graces  held  the  lyre, 

Th'  harmonious  frame  the  Muses  strong. 
The  Loves  and  Smiles  composed  the  choir. 

And  Gay  transcribed  what  Phoebus  snng. 

—Garth,  Samuel,  1719  ?  To  Mr.  Gay  on 
his  Poems. 

I  grieve  to  be  outdone  by  Gay 
In  my  own  humorous  biting  way. 

—Swift,  Jonathan,  1731,  On  the  Death 
of  Dr.  Swift. 

Gay  was  a  good-natured  man,  and  a 
little  poet.— Montagu,  Lady  Mary  Wort- 
ley,  1740-41,  Spencers  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p,  176.  "^ 

As  to  his  genius  it  would  be  superfluous 
to  say  any  thing  here,  his  workis  are  in 
the  hands  of  every  reader  of  taste,  and 
speak  for  themselves;  we  know  not 
whether  we  can  be  justified  in  our  opinion, 
but  we  beg  leave  to  observe,  that  all  of 
Gay's  performances,  his  **  Pastorals"  seem 
to  have  the  highest  finishing ;  they  are  per- 
fectly Doric ;  the  characters  and  dialogs 
are  natural  and  rurally  simple;  the  lan- 
guage is  admirably  suited  to  the  persons, 
who  appear  delightfully  rustic. — Gibber, 
Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol. 
IV.  p.  259. 

As  a  poet,  he  cannot  be  rated  very  high. 
He  was,  as  1  once  heard  a  female  critick 
remark,  *  *  of  a  lower  order. ' '  He  had  not 
in  any  great  degree  the  mens  divinicr  the 


JOHN  GAY 


61 


dignity  of  genius.  Much  however  must 
be  allowed  to  the  author  of  a  new  species 
of  composition,  though  it  be  not  of  the 
highest  kind.  We  owe  to  Gay  the  Ballad 
Opera ;  a  mode  of  comedy  which  at  first 
was  supposed  to  delight  only  by  its  novelty, 
but  has  now  by  the  experience  of  half  a 
century  been  found  so  well  accommodated 
to  the  disposition  of  a  popular  audience, 
that  it  is  likely  to  keep  long  possession 
of  the  stage.  Whether  this  new  drama 
was  the  product  of  judgment  or  of  luck, 
the  praise  of  it  must  be  given  to  the 
inventor ;  and  there  are  many  writers  read 
with  more  reverence,  to  whom  such  merit 
or  originality  cannot  be  attributed. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Gay,  lAves  of 
the  English  Poets. 

Oh !  what  monster  mentions  Gay  ?  We 
wish  all  fame  to  the  memory  of  him  and 
his  panegyrist  Sir  William  Jones.  But 
his  ''Pastorals"  are  about  as  bad  as  his 
**Beggar's  Opera" — vulgar  both — if  vul- 
garity there  ever  were  on  earth — in  town 
or  country — and  we  have  been  miserably 
awakened  from  our  dream  of  the  Golden 
Age. — ^WiLSON,  JOBH.ISSS,  Spenser,  Blaeh- 
wwxTs  Magazine,  vol.  34,  p,  833. 

Mr.  Gay's  "Fables,"  which  were  writ- 
ten to  benefit  that  amiable  Prince,  the 
Duke  of  Cumberland,  the  warrior  of  Det- 
tingen  and  Culloden,  I  have  not,  I  own, 
been  able  to  peruse  since  a  period  of  very 
early  youth;  and  it  must  be  confessed 
that  they  did  not  effect  much  benefit  upon 
the  illustrious  young  Prince,  whose  man- 
ners they  were  intended  to  molify,  and 
whose  natural  ferocity  our  gentle-hearted 
Satirist  perhaps  proposed  to  restrain. 
But  the  six  pastorals  called  the  ''Shep- 
herd's Week,"  and  the  burlesque  poem 
of  "Trivia,"  any  man  fond  of  l^y  litera- 
ture will  find  delightful/  at  the  present 
day,  and  must  read  from  beginning  to  end 
with  pleasure.  They  are  to  poetry  what 
chan^ng  little  Dresden  china  figures  are 
to  sculpture:  graceful,  minikin,  fantastic; 
with  a  certain  beauty  always  accompany- 
ing them.  The  pretty  little  personages 
of  the  pastoral,  with  gold  clocks  to  their 
stockiii^  and  fresh  satin  ribbons  to  their 
crooks  and  waistcoats  and  boddices,  dance 
their  loves  to  a  minuet-tune  played  on  a 
bird-organ,  approach  the  charmer,  or  rush 
from  the  false  one  daintily  on  their  red- 
heeled  tiptoesy  and  die  of  despair  or 
rapture^  with    the  most  pathetic    little 


grins  and  ogles ;  or  repose,  simpering  at 
each  other,  under  an  arbour  of  pea-green 
crockery ;  or  piping  to  pretty  flocks  that 
have  just  been  washed  with  the  best 
Naples  in  a  stream  of  Bergamot. — 
Thackeray,  William  Makepeace,  1853, 
The  English  Humourists  of  the  Eighteenth 
Ceniury. 

In  Gay,  as  well  as  with  them,  unvar- 
nished and  sensual  drollery  has  its  sway. 
The  people  of  the  north,  who  are  great 
eaters,  always  liked  country  fairs.  The 
vagaries  of  toss-pots  and  gossips,  the 
grotesque  outburst  of  the  popular  and 
animal  min4»  put  them  into  good  humour. 
One  must  be  genuinely  a  worldling  or  an 
artist,  a  Frenchman  or  an  Italian,  to  be 
disgusted  with  them.  They  are  the 
product  of  the  country,  as  well  as  meat 
and  beer :  let  us  try,  in  order  that  we  may 
enjoy  them,  to  forget  wine,  delicate 
fruits,  to  give  ourselves  blunted  senses, 
to  become  in  imagination  compatriots  of 
such  men.  We  have  become  used  to  the 
pictures  of  these  drunken  clods,  which 
Louis  xrv.  called  "  baboons, "  to  these  red 
cooks  who  scrape  their  horse-radish,  and 
to  the  like  scenes.  Let  us  get  used  to 
Gay;  to  his  poem  "Trivia,  or  the  Art  of 
Walking  the  Streets  of  London;"  to  his 
advice  as  to  dirty  gutters,  and  shoes 
"with  firm,  well-hammer'd  soles;  his 
description  of  the  amours  of  the  goddess 
Cloacina  and  a  scavenger,  whence  sprang 
the  shoeblacks.  He  is  a  lover  of  the  real, 
has  a  precise  imagination,  does  not  see 
objects  on  a  large  scale,  but  singly,  with 
all  their  outlines  and  surroundings,  what- 
ever they  may  be,  beautiful  or  ugly,  dirty 
or  clean.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History 
of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  voL 
n,  bk.  iii,  eh.  vii,  p.  216. 

Mr.  Dobson  fails  to  emphasize  fully 
many  of  the  characteristics  which  gave 
Gay  a  unique  position  in  his  own  age,  and 
leaves  others  entirely  unnoticed.  Chief 
among  these  characteristics  were — a  form 
of  versification,  especially  in  the  couplet, 
far  less  rigid  and  artificial  than  that 
employed  by  any  of  his  contemporaries; 
a  sense  of  real  humour;  and,  lastly,  a 
feeling  for  the  country  and  country  life 
not  to  be  found  again  till  the  appearance 
of  "The  Seasons.  "—Strachey,  St.  Loe, 
1883,  The  Academy,  vol  23,  p.  3. 

Gay  is  yet  a  figure  in  English  letters. 
As  a  song-writer  he  has  still  a  claim  on 
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uSy  and  is  still  able  to  toach  the  heart  and 
charm  the  ear.  The  lyrics  in  "Acis  and 
Galatea"  are  not  unworthy  their  associa- 
tion with  Handel's  immortal  melodies,  the 
songs  in  ''The  Beggar's  Opera"  have  a 
part  in  the  life  and  fame  of  the  sweet  old 
tunes  from  which  they  can  never  be 
divided.  —  Henley,  Wiluam  Ernest, 
1890,  Views  and  Reviews^  p.  187. 

He  had  received  no  regular  education, 
and  had,  on  emerging  from  obscurity,  been 
too  indolent  to  remedy  the  defect.  A 
smattering  of  Latin  and  a  smattering  of 
French  and  Italian  constituted  all  his 
stock  as  a  scholar ;  but,  if  he  owed  little 
to  the  schools,  he  owed  much  to  nature — 
a  rich  vein  of  genial  humour,  wit  less 
abundant,  indeed,  and  less  brilliant,  than 
that  of  his  friends  Congreve  and  Pope, 
but  scarcely  less  pleasing,  native  grace, 
and,  what  were  rare  with  the  poets  of  that 
age,  spontaneity  and  simplicity.  His  first 
experiment  had  been  made  in  serious 
poetry,  and  in  serious  poetry  Gay  never 
rises,  even  in  his  happiest  moments,  above 
mediocrity.— Collins,  John  Churton, 
1893,  Jonathan  Swift,  p.  96. 

Gay's  position  as  a  poet  is  practically 
determined  by  his  'Tables."  It  is  their 
popularity  and  their  merit  that  have 
secured  for  him  the  place  in  English  liter- 
ature which  he  now  holds.  "Trivia"  and 
"The  Shepherd's  Week"  are  interesting 
mainly  for  the  glimpses  of  town  and 
country  life  in  the  eighteenth  century 
which  they  aflFord  us.  Gay's  lyrical  gifts, 
which  were  of  a  high  order,  find  full 
expression  in  "Black  Eyed  Susan"  and 
similar  ballads,  and  in  the  songs  which  form 


part  of  his  operas  and  plays.  As  to  his 
other  works,  the  reader  of  the  following 
pages  will  be  in  a  position  to  criticise 
them  for  himself.  He  will  probably 
marvel  at  the  reputation  which  Gay 
enjoyed  in  his  lifetime,  and  still  more  in 
the  high  position  in  the  hierarchy  of  Eng- 
lish poets  that  is  pow  accorded  to  him. 
And  perhaps  for  the  first  time  he  will 
recognise  the  force  of  the  statement  with 
which  this  Memoir  begins,  and  will  agree 
with  the  writer  that  time  has  indeed  laid 
a  gentle  hand  upon  the  literary  fame  of 
John  Gay.— Underbill,  John,  1893,  erf.. 
The  Poetical  Works  of  John  Gay,  vol.  i,  p. 
Ixviii. 

He  had  a  true  vein  of  happy  song,  and 
"Black-eye^  Susan"  remains  with  the 
"Beggar's  Opera"  to  please  us  still. — 
Brooke,  Stopford  A.,  1896,  English  Lit- 
erature, p.  187. 

"Black  Ey'd  Susan,  or  Sweet  William's 
Farewell"  was  written  by  Gay,  the  author 
of  the  "Beggar's  Opera,"  and  is  included 
among  his  published  poems.  The  music 
was  composed  by  Richard  Leveridge,  a 
genial,  jovial  individual,  who  published  a 
collection  of  his  songs  in  1727.  "Black 
Ey'd  Susan"  was  not  issued  till  1730. 
Douglas  Jerrold  wrote  his  famous  play  of 
the  same  name  in  1824  (revived  1896), 
it  being  first  produced  on  Whit  Monday  of 
that  year  at  the  Surrey  Theatre,  making 
all  the  principals  connected  with  the  pro- 
duction, except  the  author,  passing  rich. 
The  song  is  introduced  into  the  piece,  and 
is  usually  sung  by  Blue  Peter. — Pitz- 
Gerald,  S.  J.  Adair,  1898,  Stories  (f 
Famous  Songs,  p.  22A. 


William  Lowth 

1660-1732 

Bom  at  London,  Sept.  11,  1661 ;  died  at  Buriton,  Hampshire,  May  17,  1782.  He 
was  graduated  at  Oxford,  1683 ;  and  became  chaplain  to  Dr.  Mew,  bishop  of  Winches- 
ter, who  made  him  a  prebendary  of  Winchester,  1696,  and  rector  of  Buriton  and 
Petersfield,  1699.  His  own  works  were  few  in  number,  but  weighty  in  value :  "A  Vin- 
dication of  the  Divine  Authority  and  Inspiration  of  the  Old  and  New  Testament,  in 
Answer  to  (Le  Clerc's)  Five  Letters,"  Oxford,  1692,  3d.  ed.,  1821,  (this  brought  him 
into  notice) ;  "Directions  for  the  Profitable  Reading  of  the  Holy  Scriptures,"  London, 
1708,  7th  ed.,  1799 ;  but  his  principal  work  was  a  "O^mmentary  on  the  Prophets, "  Lon- 
don, 1714-23,  4  vols.,  afterwards  collected  in  one  folio  volume,  and  incorporated  with 
Bishop  Patrick's  Commentary,  and  frequently  reprinted,  in  that  connection,  under  the 
caption,  "Patrick,  Lowth,  and  Whitby's  Commentary."  Dr.  Lowth  was  the  eflScient 
assistant  upon  several  works  which  pass  under  other  names,  such  as  Dr.  Potter's 
edition  of  "Clemens  Alexandrinus,"  Oxford,  1715,  2  vols.,  enlaregd  edition,  Venice, 
1757,2  vols-;  Hudson's  "Josephus,"  Oxford,  1720,  2  vols. ;  Readings  "Historia 
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Ecclesiasticffi, "  Cambridge,  1720,  3  vols,  (reprinted  Turin,  1748).  A  ''Life"  of  Dr. 
Lowth  will  be  found  in  the  seventh  edition  of  his  ** Directions,  etc." — Schapp  and 
Herzog,  eds.,  1883,  EncydopiEdia  of  Religious  Knowledge,  vol.  u,  p.  1357. 


GENERAL 

I  mention  with  pleasure  the  labours  of 
a  respectable  prelate,  who  in  this, 
[''Translation  of  Isaiah"]  as  well  as  in  a 
former  work,  has  very  happily  united  the 
most  critical  judgment,  with  the  taste 
and  spirit  of  poetry. — Gibbon,  Edward, 
1779,  A  Viridieatum  qf  Some  Passages  in 
the  Fifteenth  and  Sixt&snth  Chapters  cfthe 
History  cf  the  Decline  and  Fall  qf  the 
Roman  Empire. 

Lowth  had  the  amiable  accomplishments 
of  a  man  of  parts  and  a  scholar ;  but  in  no 
transcendent  degree  of  eminence  in  either 
character. — Hurd,  Richard,  1808?  Com- 
monplaee  Book^  ed.  Kilvert^  p.  249. 

Lowth  is  one  of  the  most  judicious  com- 
mentators on  the  prophets.  He  never 
prophesies  himself :  adheres  strictly  to  the 
literal  meaning  of  the  inspired  writer,  and 
is  yet  generally,  evangelical  in  his  inter- 
pretations. There  is  not  much  appearance 
of  criticism;  but  the  original  text  and 
other  critical  aids  were  doubtless  closely 
studied  by  the  respectable  author.  It 
is  often  quoted  by  Scott,  and,  along  with 
Patrick  and  Whitby  (with  whom  he  is 
associated,  though  a  writer  of  more 
spirituality  than  either),  is  pronounced  by 
Bishop  Watson  the  best  commentary  in 
the  English  language. — Orme,  Wiluam, 
1824,  Bibliatheea  Bibliea. 

His  piety,  his  diligence,  his  hospitality, 
and  his  beneficence,  rendered  his  life 
highly  exemplary,  and  greatly  enforced  his 
public  ministrations. — Mills,  Abraham, 
1851,  The  lAterature  and  the  Literary  Men 


qf  Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  vol.  n,  p.  238. 

Distinguished  for  his  classical  and  theo- 
logical attainments,  and  the  liberality 
with  which  he  communicated  his  stores  to 
others.  .  .  .  His  learning  is  said  to 
have  been  equally  extensive  and  profound, 
and  he  accompanied  all  his  reading  with 
critical  and  philological  remarks. — 
Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  OyelopiBdia  qf 
Ehiglish  Literature,  erf.  Carrvihers. 

The  value  of  his  commentary  was  never 
very  great,  and  it  has  been  long  since 
entirely  superseded.  Its  tone  is  pious 
but  cold,  and  he  fails  to  appreciate  the 
spiritual  and  poetical  character  of  the 
prophetical  writings,  while  he  is  far  too 
eager  to  discover  Messianic  interpreta- 
tions. His  knowledge  of  Hebrew  was 
moreover  inadequate.  At  the  same  time 
his  exegesis,  if  shallow,  is  simple,  direct, 
and  brief.  The  commentary  has  been 
highly  praised  by  Bishop  Richard  Watson 
and  by  William  Orme.  Though  less  emi- 
nent than  his  son,  Robert  Lowth,  the 
bishop  of  London,  he  was  believed  to  be 
the  profounder  scholar.  But  he  was  too 
diffident  to  undertake  any  considerable 
original  work,  and  the  wide  range  and 
accuracy  of  his  learning  was  chiefly 
shown  in  his  contributions  to  the  publica- 
tions of  others.  We  are  told  that  he  care- 
fully read  and  annotated  almost  every 
Greek  and  Latin  author,  classical  or  eccle- 
siastical, and  the  stores  he  had  thus  col- 
lected he  dispensed  ungrudgingly.— 
Venables,  Edmund,  1893,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xxxiv,  p.  217. 


Atterbury 

1662-1732 

Francis  Atterbury,  Bishop  of  Rochester,  was  bom  6th  March  1662,  at  Milton- 
Eeynes,  near  Newport-Pagnell,  and  educated  at  Westminster,  whence  in  1680  he 
passed  to  Christ  Church,  Oxford.  In  1687  he  answered  a  pseudonymous  attack  on 
Protestanism  by  Obadiah  Walker,  master  of  University  College;  and,  taking  orders 
about  the  same  time,  won  such  reputation  as  a  preacher,  that  he  was  appointed  lec- 
turer of  St.  Bride's  (1691),  a  royal  chaplain,  and  minister  to  Bridewell  Hospital. 
Boyle's  ' 'Examination  of  Bentley's  Dissertations  on  the  Epistles  of  Phalaris"  (1698), 
a  clever,  but  shallow  performance,  was  really  by  Atterbury,  who  had  been  the  young 
noblemen's  tutor  at  Christ  Church ;  his  defence  (1700)  of  Convocation  won  him  the 
archdeaconry  of  Totnes,  a  canonry  of  Exeter,  and  the  degree  of  D.  D.  In  1704  he 
was  promoted  to  the  deanery  of  Carlisle :  in  1710  was  chosen  prolocutor  of  Convoca- 
tion; in  1712  became  Dean  of  Christ  Church;  and  in  1713  was  made  Bishop  of  Roch- 
ester and  Dean  of  Westminster.    To  Atterbury  is  ascribed,  with  great  likelihood. 
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Dr.  Sacheverers  famous  defence  (1710)  before  the  Lords ;  and  be  was  autbor  of  the 
scarcely  less  famous  ''Representation  of  the  State  of  Religion''  (1711).  He  may  well 
have  aspired  to  the  primacy;  but  the  death  of  Queen  Anne  extinguished  his  hopes  in 
that  direction.  His  known  character  and  Jacobite  leanings  made  him  no  favourite 
with  George  I.  In  1715  he  refused  to  sign  the  bishop's  declaration  of  fidelity,  and 
in  1722  he  was  committed  to  the  Tower.  A  bill  of  pains  and  penalties  was  brought 
into  the  House  of  Commons,  and  passed  in  the  Lords  by  83  to  43.  Atterbury,  who 
had  defended  himself  with  great  ability,  was  deprived  of  all  his  oflSces,  and  for  ever 
banished  the  kingdom.  In  1723  he  quitted  England,  and  after  a  short  stay  at  Brus- 
sels, settled  in  Paris,  where  he  died,  15th  February,  1732.  He  was  laid  in  a  name- 
less grave  in  Westminster  Abbey.  His  works  comprise  sermons,  and  letters  to  Pope, 
Swift,  Bolingbroke  and  others  of  his  friends.— Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897, 
Otaniber^s  Biographical  Dictionary,  p,  48. 


PERSONAL 

I  know  not  what  to  think  of  your  uneas- 
iness. It  shews  unlike  a  Christian,  and 
savours  neither  of  temper  nor  considera- 
tion. I  am  troubled  to  remember  it  is 
habitual.  .  •  •  You  make  your  friends 
and  yourself  uneasy:  cannot  trust 
Rpovidence.  Do  your  duty  and  serve  God 
in  your  station. — Atterbury,  Lewis, 
1690,  To  his  Son,  Nov.  1. 

Urim  was  civil,  and  not  void  of  sense. 
Had  homonr,  anda  conrteons  oonfidenoe. . . . 
Bat  see  how  ill  mistaken  portB  sncoeed  1 
He  threw  off  my  dominion,  and  would  read; 
Engaged  in  controversy,  wrangled  well. 
In  convocation  langoage  oonld  excel, 
In  volumes  piroved  the  Church  without  de- 
fence— 
By  nothing  guarded  bat  by  Providence. 

—Garth,  Samuel,  1699-1714,  The  Dis- 
pensary,  canto  i. 

He  has  so  much  regard  to  his  congrega- 
tion, that  he  commits  to  his  memory  what 
he  has  to  say  to  them ;  and  has  so  soft 
and  graceful  a  behaviour,  that  it  must 
attract  your  attention.  His  person,  it  is 
to  be  confessed,  is  no  small  recommenda- 
tion ;  but  he  is  to  be  highly  commended 
for  not  losing  that  advantage,  and  adding 
to  the  propriety  of  speech,  which  might 
pass  the  criticism  of  Longinus,  an  action 
which  would  have  been  approved  by 
Demosthenes.  He  has  a  peculiar  force  in 
his  way,  and  has  many  of  his  audience 
who  could  not  be  intelligent  hearers  of 
his  discourse,  were  there  not  explanation 
as  well  as  grace  in  his  action.  This  art 
of  his  is  used  with  the  most  exact  and 
honest  skill :  he  never  attempts  your  pas- 
sions till  he  has  convinced  your  reason. 
All  the  objections  which  he  can  form  are 
laid  open  and  dispersed,  before  he  uses 
the  least  vehemence  in  his  sermon;  but 
when  he  thinks  he  has  your  head,  he  very 
soon  wins  your  heart :  and  never  pretends 


to  show  the  beauty  of  holiness,  till  he 
hath  convinced  you  of  the  truth  of  it. — 
Steele,  Richard,  1709,  The  Toiler,  No. 
66,  Sept.  10. 

''A  little  black  man  of  pretty  near 
fifty' "  *The  same. "  ' '  Ay,  A  good  pleasant 
man?"  "Ay,  the  same."  "Cunning 
enough?"  "Yes."  "One  that  under- 
stands his  own  interest?"  "As  well  as 
anybody."  ...  "A  very  good  face,  and 
abundance  of  wit.  ...  I  mean  Dr. 
Atterbury,  Dean  of  Carlisle." — Swift, 
Jonathan,  1710-11,  Journal  to  Stella, 
Jan.  6. 

While  yet  I  can  write  to  you,  I  must  and 
will  correspond  with  you,  till  the  very 
moment  that  it  is  felony ;  and  when  I  can 
no  longer  write  to  you,  I  will  write  of 
you.  To  tell  you  that  my  heart  is  full 
of  your  defence  is  no  more  than  I  believe, 
the  worst  enemy  you  have  must  own  of 
his.  You  have  really  without  a  figure, 
had  all  the  triumph  that  ancient  eloquence 
boasts  of.  Their  passions  and  consciences 
have  done  you  right,  though  their  votes 
will  not.  You  have  met  with  the  fate, 
frequent  to  great  and  good  men,  to  gain 
applause  where  you  are  denied  justice. 
Let  me  take  the  only  occasion  I  have  had 
in  the  whole  series  of  your  misfortunes  to 
congratulate  you,  and  not  you  alone,  but 
posterity,  this  noble  defence.  I  already 
see  in  what  lustre  that  innocence  is  to 
appear  to  other  ages,  which  this  has  over- 
borne and  oppressed.  I  know  perfectly 
well  what  a  share  of  credit  it  will  be  to 
have  appeared  on  your  side,  or  to  have 
been  called  your  friend.  I  am  far  prouder 
of  that  word  you  publickly  spoke  of  me 
than  of  anything  I  have  yet  heard  of 
myself  in  my  whole  life. — Pope,  Alex- 
ander, 1723,  Letter  to  Bishop  Atterbury, 
May. 

He    could    hardly    account    for    the 
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inveterate  hatred  and  malice  which  some 
persons  bore  to  the  ingenious  Bishop  of 
Rochester,  unless  it  was  that,  infatuated 
like  the  wild  Americans,  they  fondly  hoped 
to  inherit  not  only  the  spoils,  but  even  the 
abilities  of  the  man  they  should  destroy. 
— Bathurst,  Lord,  1723,  State  Trials. 

His  behaviour  in  every  station  in  life 
has  shown  him  to  be  a  person  of  the 
greatest  wit,  built  upon  the  foundation  of 
good  sense  and  directed  by  the  strictest 
rales  of  religion  and  morality.  He  was 
always  for  maintaining  the  dignity  and 
privileges  of  the  several  offices  he  bore  in 
the  Church,  and  the  just  way  of  behav- 
iour enforced  by  that  steadiness  which 
was  natural  to  him,  created  him  many 
enemies  among  the  Canons  of  Christ 
Church  and  Prebendaries  of  Westminster, 
who  naturally  must,  by  their  own  interest, 
be  obliged  to  oppose  any  dean  who  should 
maintain  the  undoubted  rights  which  he 
ought  to  enjoy ;  but  it  is  hoped  all  those 
feuds  will  be  at  an  end  in  this  last-men- 
tioned chapter,  by  the  prudent  and  just 
choice  his  Majesty  has  made  of  Dr. 
Bradford  to  succeed  him.  His  [Atter- 
bury's]  piety  towards  his  children,  and  his 
sincerity  to  his  friends,  made  him  justly 
beloved  and  respected  by  both.  No  other 
crime  can  be  laid  to  his  charge  but  that 
for  which  he  now  suffers,  which  overbal- 
ances sdl  his  virtues. — Wharton,  Duke 
OF?  1723,  True  Briian,  No.  viii. 

His  temper  was  made  up  of  irascible 
qualities,  and  had  very  little  in  it  of  the 
mild  and  merciful.  His  resentment  of 
injuries  was  quick  and  lasting,  his  remem- 
brance of  favours  done  him  soon  gone. 
There  are  few  or  none  of  his  friends  and 
patrons  but  what  at  one  time  or  other  he 
quarrelled  with. — Stackhouse,  Thomas, 
1727,  Memoirs  of  the  Life  ofAtterbury,p.  63. 

Hail,  happy  Sire!  the  pain  of  life  is  o*er, 
Stranger  and  wandering  pilgrim  no  more, 
At  home,  at  rest,  secure  in  bliasf  ol  skies, 
Where  envy  drops  its  snakes,  and  Frand  its 

guise. 
See  seraph  guards  the  starry  crown  prepare  1 
See  "niliTig  angels  fly  to  greet  thee  there! 

When  pyramids,  unfaithful  to  their  tmst, 
GmmUe  to  atoms  with  their  founder's  dust ; 
When  solid  marble  mouldering,  wastes  away, 
And  desert  lies  the  monumental  clay ; 
Thou  shalt  live,  to  deathless  Fame  consign'd, 
live  like  the  best  and  bravest  of  mankind  1 

—Wesley,  Samuel,  1732,  An  Ode  on  the 
Death  qf  Bishop  Atterbury. 


Atterbury  Was  of  a  restless  aspiring 
temper,  and  eager  to  obtain  the  highest 
honours  of  the  church,  which  he  would 
certainly  have  acquired,  had  not  queen 
Anne  died.  ...  If  we  may  judge 
from  the  inflexibility  of  his  character, 
there  is  reason  to  believe  that  he  rejected 
all  offers  of  promotion,  and  was  never 
inclined  to  desert  his  party. — CoxE, 
WiLUAM,  1798,  Memoirs  of  Sir  Robert 
Walpole,  vol.  i,  p.  168. 

A  man  distinguished  for  his  learning  and 
his  wit,  and  obnoxious  only  by  his  reli- 
gious bigotry  and  false  ambition. — Mack- 
intosh, Wallace,  and  Bell,  1840,  His- 
tory qf  Ekgland,  vol.  X,  p.  120. 

Worthy  of  high  appreciation  must  be 
the  man  who  was  warmly  loved  by  Pope, 
revered  by  Wesley,  admired  by  Steele, 
and  honoured  by  Swift ;  who  was  the  cen- 
tre of  the  brilliant  social  circle  that 
included  Busby,  Dryden,  Addison,  Prior, 
Congreve,  Gay,  Arbuthnot,  Garth,  Rad- 
cliffe,  Pamell,  Rowe,  Dr.  William  King, 
Dean  Aldrich,  Lords  Orrery  and  Stanhope, 
Drs.  John  and  Robert  Freind,  Locke,  New- 
ton, Bentley,  the  able  critic,  and  Bing- 
ham, the  learned  divine.  Nor  was  he  less 
an  object  of  regard  to  the  rival  interests 
struggling  for  pre-eminence  at  court, 
represented  by  Marlborough,  Shaftesbury, 
Sunderland,  Godolphin,  Halifax,  Somers, 
Landsdowne,  Dorset,  Harcourt,  Bathurst, 
Bolingbroke,  Oxford,  Buckingham,  Wal- 
pole,  Carteret,  Townshend,  and  Pulteney 
— not  forgetting  the  fair  candidates  for 
power,  the  Duchesses  of  Marlborough, 
Buckingham,  and  Queensberry,  and  Lady 
Masham.  In  his  own  profession  he  was 
honoured  with  the  affection  of  Bishops 
Trelawney,  Gastrell,  and  Smalridge,  and 
Dr.  Sacheverell;  though  he  excited  the 
hostility  of  Hoadly,  Wake,  Burnet,  and 
Tenison.  Such  were  his  coadjutors  and 
opponents  to  the  period  of  his  arbitrary 
banishment,  when  he  was  obliged  to 
mingle  in  a  new  set  of  associates,  who 
endeavoured  to  support  the  claims  of  the 
son  of  James  II. — the  Dukes  of  Ormonde 
and  Wharton,  Lord  Marischal  Keith, 
Lochiel,  and  the  rest  of  that  brilliant 
staff  of  adventurers  and  enthusiasts  who 
sacrificed  their  fortunes  or  their  lives  in 
his  service — including  the  traitors  who 
took  bribes  to  betray  its  secrets.  Partic- 
ularly worthy  of  notice  will  be  found 
Atterbury's  relations  with  his  home  circle ; 
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for  as  he  was  honoured  as  a  prelate,  and 
esteemed  as  a  statesman,  he  was  loved  as 
a  parent.  The  episode  in  his  career  in 
which  his  daughter  figures,  must  be 
classed  amongst  the  most  touching  ever 
narrated.— WiLUAMS,  Folkestone,  1869, 
Memoirs  and  Correspondence  qf  Francis 
AUerbury,  Preface,  vol.  I,  p.  ix. 

Francis  Atterbury,  the  most  accom- 
plished and  eloquent  of  the  Tory  clergy- 
men, became  Bishop  of  Rochester,  though 
sorely  against  the  wishes  of  Anne  who, 
while  sympathizing  with  his  doctrine,  held 
in  abhorrence  the  factiousness  of  his  tem- 
per.—Wyon,  Frederick  Wiluam,  1876, 
The  History  qf  Great  Britain  During  the 
Reign  qf  Queen  Anne,  vol.  ii,  p.  465. 

The  most  brilliant  tribune,  orator,  and 
pamphleteer  of  the  High  Church  party. 
— Lecky,  William  Edward  Hartpole, 
1877,  A  History  qf  England  in  the  EXght- 
eenth  Century,  vol.  i,  p.  272. 

There  is  no  Churchman  of  the  day 
whose  virtues  as  well  as  faults  stand  out 
in  lineaments  so  clearly  marked  as  those 
of  Atterbury.  .  .  .  There  is  no 
doubt  now  as  to  Atterbury's  guilt :  but  it 
was  then  concealed  from  his  friends  by  a 
process  of  Jesuitical  prevarication,  which 
leaves  on  Atterbury's  character  a  worse 
stain  even  than  that  of  treason,  espe- 
cially in  a  case  where  treason  might  be  so 
far  conscientious,  and  was  at  least  not 
uncommon.  But  Jesuitical  as  he  was  in 
this  episode  of  his  life,  insincerity  was 
not  Atterbury's  common  failing.  He  had 
left  amongst  the  circle  a  memory  which 
was  not  without  its  lasting  effect.  From 
him  they  had  imbibed  that  refusal  to  sub- 
scribe to  the  tenet  of  the  Whigs  which 
regarded  the  Revolution  as  the  beginning 
and  end  of  the  Constitution.  From  his 
whole  character,  his  love  of  extremes, 
his  anxiety  to  play  a  sensational  part  in 
some  exciting  drama,  his  resolute  refusal 
to  regard  prudence  or  expediency  in  his 
bigoted  attachment  to  a  cause,  even  from 
his  fiery  vanity,  the  Bishop  was  fitted  to 
make  a  deep  and  lasting  impression  upon 
those  amongst  whom  his  life  had  lain. 
Warm  and  loving  in  all  his  private  rela- 
tions, with  the  tenderness  of  a  woman, 
and  the  courage,  if  not  the  calm  judgment, 
of  a  man,  he  held  his  place  in  the  hearts 
of  his  friends,  and  made  it  impossible  for 
them  to  believe  that  his  public  acts  could 
be  stained  by  duplicity  and  treason :  and 


not  a  little  of  their  indignant  protest 
against  the  Government  of  Walpole,  not 
a  little  of  their  claim  to  be  the  assertors 
of  liberty  in  an  age  which  bowed  before 
a  political  autocrat,  is  to  be  traced  to  the 
work,  to  the  spirit,  to  the  trial,  and  to 
the  banishment  of  Atterbury. — Craik, 
Henry,  1882,  The  Life  qf  Jonathan  Swift, 
pp.  97,  375. 

At  Marlborough's  funeral  we  see  for 
the  last  time  in  high  public  estate  one  of 
the  few  Englishmen  of  the  day  who  could 
properly  be  named  in  the  same  breath 
with  Marlborough.  This  was  Francis 
Atterbury,  the  eloquent  and  daring  Bishop 
of  Rochester.  .  .  .  His  was  not  a 
very  reverential  spirit.  There  was  as 
little  of  the  temper  of  pious  sanctity  in 
Atterbury  as  in  Swift  himself.  The  allu- 
sion to  the  last  scene  of  pompous  vanity 
might  have  had  another  significance,  as 
well  as  that  which  Atterbury  meant  to 
give  to  it.  Amid  the  pomp  in  which  Marl- 
borough's career  went  out  the  career  of 
Atterbury  went  out  as  well,  although  in 
a  different  way,  and  not  closed  sublimely 
by  death.  .  .  .  Francis  Atterbury 
may  rank  among  the  most  conspicuous 
public  men  of  his  time.  He  stands  only 
just  beneath  Marlborough,  and  Boling- 
broke,  and  Walpole.  .  .  .  Atterbury 
had,  however,  among  his  many  gifts  a 
dangerous  gift  of  political  intrigue.  Like 
Swift,  and  Dubois,  and  Alberoni,  he  was 
at  least  as  much  statesman  as  churchman. 
He  had  mixed  himself  up  in  various 
intrigues — some  of  them  could  hardly  be 
called  conspiracies — for  the  restoration  of 
the  Stuarts,  and  when  at  last  something 
like  a  new  conspiracy  was  planned,  it  was 
not  likely  that  he  would  be  left  out  of  it. 
— McCarthy,  Justin,  1884,  A  History  of 
the  Four  Georges,  vol.  i,  pp.  278,  281,  282. 

Atterbury  cannot  be  regarded  as  a  per- 
fect character  or  as  a  great  divine,  but 
he  was  a  very  able  man,  and  in  his  way 
a  brave,  faithful  son  of  the  church.  If 
he  mingled  politics  too  much  with  religion 
it  must  be  remembered  in  justice  to  him 
that  the  two  subjects  were  so  strangely 
mixed  up  in  that  eventful  time  that  it  was 
all  but  impossible  for  a  public  character 
to  disentangle  the  one  from  the  other. 
His  name  will  always  be  a  prominent  one 
in  the  complicated  history  of  the  church 
and  nation  of  England,  in  t]ie  later  part 
of  the  seventeenth  and  the  early  part  of 
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the  eighteenth  century, — Overton,  John 
Henry,  1885,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy^ vol,  II,  p.  237. 

BOYL.E-BENTLEY  CONTROVERSY 

"A  Short  Review  of  the  CJontroversy 
bewteen  Mr.  Boyle  and  Dr.  Bentley,'*  the 
author  of  which,  I  have  no  hesitation  in 
believing,  from  the  style  as  well  as  other 
evidence,  to  be  Atterbury  himself.  The 
professed  objects  of  the  piece  are,  to 
apologize  for  Mr.  Boyle,  and  to  decry  the 
presumption  and  ill-manners  of  his  oppo- 
nent :  but  from  all  questions  of  learning, 
the  only  objects  in  the  controversy  worth 
attention,  it  carefully  abstains,  and 
thereby  conveys  a  tacit  but  perfect  con- 
fession of  Bentley 's  triumph.  Though  the 
style  is  caustic  and  polished,  yet  its  gen- 
eral effect  is  feeble ;  being  little  more  than 
a  repetition  of  the  criminating  charges 
of  Boyle's  book,  subdued  and  diluted  by 
an  unwilling:  moderation.  Notwithstand- 
ing the  popularity  of  Atterbury,  this  tract 
produced  little  or  no  sensation :  in  fact, 
it  appears  shortly  after  its  birth  to  have 
sunk  into  oblivion. — Monk,  James  Henry, 
1830,  Tifce  lAfe  of  Richard  BentUy,  vol.  i, 
p.  178. 

Out  came  the  reply  to  Bentley,  bearing 
the  name  of  Boyle,  but  in  truth  written 
by  Atterbury,  with  the  assistance  of 
Smalridge  and  others.  A  most  remark- 
able book  it  is,  and  often  reminds  us  of 
Goldsmith's  observation,  that  the  French 
would  be  the  best  cooks  in  the  world  if 
they  had  any  butcher's  meat,  for  that 
they  can  maJce  ten  dishes  out  of  a  nettle 
top.  It  really  deserves  the  praise,  what- 
ever that  praise  may  be  worth,  of  being 
the  best  book  ever  written  by  any  man  on 
the  wrong  side  of  a  question  of  which  he 
was  profoundly  ignorant.  The  learning 
of  the  confederacy  is  that  of  a  schoolboy, 
and  not  of  an  extraordinary  schoolboy; 
but  it  is  used  with  the  skill  and  address 
of  most  able,  artful,  and  experienced 
men ;  it  is  beaten  out  to  the  very  thinnest 
leaf,  and  is  disposed  in  such  a  way  as  to 
seem  ten  times  larger  than  it  is.  The 
dexterity  with  which  they  avoid  grappling 
with  those  parts  of  the  subject  with 
which  they  know  themselves  to  be  incom- 
petent to  deal  is  quite  wonderful. — Mac- 
ADLAT,  Thomas  Babington,  1836,  Sir 
WiUiam  Temple^  Edinburgh  Review;  Orit- 
ied  and  Miseellaneoua  Essays. 


SERMONS 

When   Willis  of  Ephraim  heard  Rochester 

preach, 
Thus  Bentley  said  to  him,  '*I  pr*ythee,  dear 

brother. 
How  likest  then  this  sermon?  'tis  out  of  my 

reach.*' 
'*Hi8  is  one  way,  (said  Willis)  and  onrs  is 

another ; 
I  care  not  for  carping;  but  this  I  can  tell. 
We  preached  very  sadly,  if  he  preaches  well. " 

—Prior,  Matthew,  1721  ?  Doctors  Differ, 
Epigram. 

The  day  was  so  bad  I  could  not  even  f^o 
to  church  here,  so  the  Dean  gave  us  prayers 
at  home,  and  we  read  one  of  Atter- 
bury's  sermons ;  they  are  at  present  our 
Sunday  reading,  and  charming  sermons 
they  are :  I  am  not  critic  deep  enough  to 
find  fault  with  them :  his  doctrine  to  me 
appears  very  yoo(2  and  his  language  elegant 
and  pure. — Delany,  Mrs.  (Mary  Gran- 
ville), 1751,  Autobiography  and  CorreS' 
pondence,  ed.  Llanover,  vol.  iii,  p.  37. 

Sir  John  Pringle  had  expressed  a  wish 
that  I  would  ask  Dr.  Johnson's  opinion 
what  were  the  best  English  sermons  for 
style.  .  .  .  ''Atterbury?"  Johnson: 
'*Yes,  Sir,  one  of  the  best." — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1778,  Ljfe  by  Boswell,  ed.  Hill, 
vol.  Ill,  p.  281. 

The  Sermons  of  Atterbury  attracted 
great  attention  from  the  first,  and  soon 
gave  rise  to  controversies  which  we  have 
merely  time  to  refer  to.  Hoadley,  Bur- 
net, and  Wake,  were  no  mean  antagonists, 
but  our  champion  seems  never  to  have 
been  intimidated  by  numbers  or  awed  by 
the  fear  of  names. — Allibone,  S.  Austin, 
1854-58,  A  Dictionary  of  English  lAtera' 
ture,  vol.  I,  p.  80. 

Reading  the  sermons  in  cold  blood,  and 
deprived  of  all  the  charm  of  delivery,  we 
find  them  in  substance  wonderfully  like 
other  sermons  of  the  time.  The  deists 
are  refuted,  and  virtue  is  recommended 
in  the  ordinary  method ;  though  Hoadly 
discovered  traces  of  the  hated  sacerdotal 
taint.  The  style  is  not  unworthy  of  the 
friend  and  critic  of  the  most  brilliant 
writers  of  the  day ;  and  here  and  there, 
as  in  the  sermon  on  the  death  of  poor 
Lady  Cutts,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  the 
pathos  has  not  entirely  evaporated.  But 
there  are  no  traces  of  real  power  of 
thought  or  depth  of  emotion.  They  are 
the  performances  of  a  very  able  man, 
who    is    a   politician    before    he  is  an 
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eccledastic,  and  a  Tory  more  distinctly 
than  a  High-Churchman.  In  other  times, 
Atterbnry  might  have  been  a  Laud  or  a 
Wolsey;  in  the  eighteenth  century  his 
ambition  could  end  only  by  sacrificing  his 
talents  and  energy  to  the  most  contempt- 
ible of  all  pretenders.  The  spirit  of  the 
age  enervates  his  religious  thought  as 
well  as  his  political  principles. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1876,  Hidory  cf  English  Thought 
in  the  EigkteeTvth  Century,  vol.  n,  p.  345. 

Unfortunately  Atterbury*s  literary 
gifts,  like  his  oratory,  lack  the  merit  of 
permanence,  and  his  sermons,  more  con- 
spicuous for  eloquence  than  for  the 
weightiness  of  matter,  although  extremely 
popular  at  the  time,  have  long  ceased  to 
be  read.— Dennis,  John,  189^  The  Age 
qf  Pope,  p.  201. 

It  is  a  great  drop,  say,  from  the  ser- 
mons of  Isaac  Barrow  to  those  of  Francis 
Atterbury.— Overton,  John  Henry,  1897, 
The  Church  in  Bhigland,  vol.  n,  p.  206. 

GENERAL 

Though  Dr.  Atterbury  be  a  man  of  a 
very  sharp  pen,  and  of  very  quick  parts, 
yet  I  do  not  look  upon  him  to  be  a  man  of 
extraordinary  depth.  He  has  not  a  true 
genius  to  the  study  of  antiquities ;  nor  has 
he  taken  much  pains  to  make  himself  a 
master  of  our  English  history.  He  may 
be  cryed  up  for  a  master  of  style,  and 
'twill  not  be  denyed;  yet  this  however 
must  be  granted  withall,  that  affectation 
of  wit  and  satyr  does  not  become  a  grave 
subject,  and  Mr.  Hooker,  bishop  Sander- 
son, and  others,  are  rather  to  be  followed 
in  such  sort  of  writing ;  whilst  the  study 
of  witty  expressions  is  to  be  looked  upon 
as  levity,  and  more  proper  for  juvenile 
essays.  —  Hearne,  Thomas,  1710-11, 
Reliqui(B  Heamianoe,  ed.  Bliss,  Jan.  16, 
vol.  I,  p.  215. 

Whose  very  considerable  attainments 


in  classical  scholarship  were  enlivened  and 
decorated  by  the  finest  spirit  of  wit  and 
humor.— CraiKj  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  qf  English  Literature 
and  qfthe  English  Language,  vol.  n,  p.  205. 

His  diction  is  not  quite  so  pure  as 
Swift's  or  Addison's ;  and  it  is  easy  in  the 
sense  of  fluent  and  racy,  not  in  the  sense 
of  languid.— MiNTO,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  cf  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  398. 

On  all  quesitons  pertaining  to  the  nice- 
ties of  criticism  he  was  an  unerring  guide, 
for  his  judgment  was  clear  and  solid,  his 
perception  fine,  and  his  taste  pure  even 
to  fastidiousness.  In  no  contemporary 
critic  had  Pope  so  much  confidence. — 
Collins,  John  Churton,  1893,  Jonathan 
Swift,  p.  96. 

Atterbury's  life  was  one  too  much 
engaged  in  ecclesiastical  controversy,  in 
political  intrigue,  and  in  schemes  of  per- 
sonal ambition,  to  allow  him  much  time 
for  literature;  and  what  he  has  left 
(beyond  his  correspondence)  is  small  in 
bulk.  But  it  may  always  be  read  with 
pleasure  as  the  composition  of  one  who 
studied  minutely,  and  with  an  eye  care- 
ful of  effect,  all  the  details  of  style,  and 
the  fundamental  sincerity  of  whose  nature, 
with  its  vivid  contrasts  of  light  and 
shadow,  serves  to  give  a  certain  pictur- 
esqueness  and  variety  to  his  diction.  But 
above  all  his  letters  are  models  of  epis- 
tolary style.— Craik,  Henry,  1894,  Eng- 
lish Prose,  vol.  ni,  p.  459. 

A  brilliant  and  popular  preacher,  a 
pleasant  letter-writer,  a  most  dangerous 
controversialist  and  debater,  and  a  good 
critic  (though  he  made  the  usual  misses 
of  his  age  about  poetry  before  Waller), 
Atterbury  wrote  in  a  style  not  very  unlike 
Addison's,  though  inferior  to  it. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  History  qf 
English  Literature,  p,  542. 


Bernard 

16707-1733. 

Bernard  Mandeville:  bom  at  Dordrecht  (Dort),  Holland,  about  1670;  studied 
medicine,  and  took  his  degree  at  Leyden,  Mar.  30,  1691,  after  which  he  settled  in 
London  as  a  physician.  Published  ''Esop  Dressed,  or  a  Collection  of  Fables  in  Famil- 
iar Verse"  (1704);  a  "Treatise  of  the  Hypochondtriac  and  Hysteric  Passions"  (1711), 
highly  commended  by  Dr.  Johnson;  **The  Grumbling-hive  or  Knaves  turned  Honest" 
(1705) ;  and  in  1714  an  enlarged  edition,  under  the  title  ''The  Fable  of  the  Bees,  or 
Private  Vices  Public  Benefits"  (2d  ed.,  1723),  which  was  censured  by  Berkeley  and 
others,  and  presented  as  a  nuisance  by  the  grand  jury  of  Middlesex.     A  second  part 
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of  the  'Table''  appeared  in  1728,  and  both  parts  in  1732.  He  also  published  "Free 
Thoughts  on  Religion"  (1720);  ''Origin  of  Honor"  (1732);  "A  Letter  to  Dion" 
(1732) ;  and  "A  Modest  Defense  of  Public  Stews"  (1740).  He  was  patronized  by  Lord 
Macclesfield,  and  died  in  London,  Jan.  21,  1733. — Marsh,  A.  R.,  rev.,  1897,  Johnson's 
Universal  Cyelopcediay  vol,  v,  p.  515. 

the  motives  of  human  actions,  it  is  by  no 
means  certain  that  it  would  have  been  a 
good  one.  It  is  extremely  improbable 
that  it  would  have  contained  half  so  much 
able  reasoning  on  the  subject  as  is  to  be 
found  in  the  "Fable  of  the  Bees."  But 
could  Mandeville  have  created  an  lago? 
Well  as  he  knew  how  to  resolve  characters 
into  their  elements,  would  he  have  been 
able  to  consider  those  elements  in  such  a 
manner  as  to  make  up  a  man,  a  real,  living, 
individual  man  ? — Macaula  Y,  Thomas 
Babington,  1825,  Milton,  Edinburgh 
Review;  Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

Though  licentious,  and  in  many  respects 
objectionable,  there  are  a  great  number 
of  valuable  remarks  and  of  just  and  pro- 
found observations  in  this  work,  especially 
with  reference  to  the  improvement  of  arts 
and  the  increase  of  wealth. — McCulloch, 
John  Ramsay,  1845,  Literature  ofPoliti- 
eal  Economy, 

The  book  occasioned  a  great  commotion ; 
but  it  is  now  generally  admitted  that, 
whatever  may  be  the  worth,  or  worthless- 
ness,  of  the  philosophical  system  pro- 
pounded in  it,  the  author's  object  was  not 
an  immoral  one.  Independently  altogether 
of  its  general  principles  and  conclusions, 
the  work  is  full  both  of  curious  matter 
and  vigorous  writing. — Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  qf  English 
Literature  and  <f  the  English  Language^ 
vol.  II,  p,  253. 

The  work  possesses  no  literary  merit. 
— Angus,  Joseph,  1865,  The  Handbook  qf 
English  Literature,  p.  5()9. 

His  humour  is  the  coarsest  of  the  coarse, 
but  he  cannot  be  denied  great  wit,  happy 
expression,  and  ingenious  illustrations. — 
MiNTO,    WiLUAM,     1872-80,   Manual  qf 
English  Prose  Literature,  p.  401. 

It  represented  strongly  the  increasing 
tendency  to  dwell  upon  the  evils  of  society 
as  a  result  of  over-civilisation,  and  antici- 
pated the  teaching  of  those  philosophers 
who  saw  no  hope  of  a  return  to  innocence 
but  by  returning  to  the  state  of  nature. 
.  .  .  Mandeville  argued,  not,  like 
Shaftesbury,  that  all  is  for  good,  but  that 
the  world  is  bad,  and  its  whole  civilisation 


PERSONAL 

He  lived  in  obscure  lodgings  in  London, 
and  betook  himself  to  the  profession  of 
physic,  but  was  never  able  to  acquire 
much  practice.  ...  I  once  heard  a 
London  physician,  who  had  married  the 
daughter  of  one  of  that  trade,  mention 
him  as  a  good  sort  of  man,  and  one  that 
he  was  acquainted  with,  and  at  the  same 
time  assert  a  fact,  which  I  suppose  he  had 
learned  from  Mandeville,  that  the  children 
of  women  addicted  to  dram-drinking,  were 
never  troubled  with  the  rickets.  He  is 
said  to  have  been  coarse  and  overbearing 
in  his  manners  where  he  durst  be  so ;  yet 
a  great  flatterer  of  some  vulgar  Dutch 
merchants,  who  allowed  him  a  pension. 
This  last  information  comes  from  a  clerk 
of  a  city  attorney,  through  whose  hands 
the  money  passed.— Hawkins,  Sm  John, 
1787,  Life  of  Samuel  Johnson,  p.  263,  note. 

FABLE  OF  THE  BEES 
170&-28 

The  fallacy  of  that  book  is,  that  Mande- 
ville defines  neither  vices  nor  benefits. 
.  .  .  I  read  Mandeville  forty,  or,  I 
believe,  fifty  years  ago.  He  did  not 
puzzle  me ;  he  opened  my  views  into  real 
lifeverymuch.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1778, 
Life,  ed.  BosweU, 

With  respect  to  his  capital  and  offen- 
sive paradox,  that  private  vices  are  public 
benefits,  Mandeville's  whole  art  consists 
in  denominating  our  passions  by  the 
appellation  assigned  to  their  vicious 
excess,  and  then  proving  them,  under  this 
denomination,  useful  to  society.  There 
is  a  lively  force,  and  caustic  though 
coarse  wit,  in  his  performance,  which 
occasionally  reminds  one  of  Paine. — 
Green,  Thomas,  1779-1810,  Diary  of  a 
Lover  qf  Literature. 

Mandeville  was  a  man  wholly  destitute 
of  morality,  and  without  insight  into  the 
nature  of  man  or  the  connexions  be- 
tween bodily  and  mental  soundness  and 
well-being.  .  .  .  This  book  no  man 
would  now  trouble  himself  to  read. — 
ScHLOSSER,  Freidrich  Christoph,  1823, 
History  qf  the  Eighteenth  Century. 

If  Shakspeare  had  written  a  book  on 
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fed  by  evil  appetites  and  evil  deeds. 
The  work  was,  indeed,  a  first  sign  of  the 
strength  of  the  reaction  that  gathered 
force  year  after  year,  until  it  struck  on 
Europe  with  the  shock  of  Revolution. 
But  there  was  nothing  in  Bernard  Mande- 
ville  of  the  fine  yearning  for  a  higher  life 
that  was  to  rise  above  the  ruins  of  all 
that  had  been  based  on  human  wrong.  It 
was  enough  for  him  to  maintain  steadily 
that  evil  was  man's  good. — Morley, 
Henry,  1880,  cd..  Shorter  Works  in  Eng- 
lish Prose,  p.  253. 

It  would  be  a  relief  if  we  could  look 
upon  the  work  as  an  ironical  satire  upon 
the  immorality  of  the  age — a  jeering 
exposure  of  the  prevalent  vicious  practice 
by  flaunting  it  in  the  outrageous  extrava- 
gance of  a  theory ;  but  the  whole  manner 
of  the  book,  taken  along  with  the 
appended  ''Inquiry  into  the  Origin  of 
Moral  Virtue,''  is  incompatible  with  such 
a  supposition.  The  author  has,  therefore, 
been  generally  and  justly  interpreted  as 
maintaining  desirously  a  doctrine  which  is 
in  flagrant  antagonism  alike  with  all  the 
history  of  political  society,  with  the  results 
of  economical  science,  and  with  the  high 
Hebrew  morality  on  which  Christianity 
founds — the  doctrine  that  the  vices  of 
individuals  are  economically  beneficial  to 
society,  that  it  is  unrighteousness  that 
exalts  a  nation,  while  godliness  is  a 
reproach  to  any  people. — Murray,  J. 
Clark,  1887,  The  Revived  Study  qf  Berke- 
ley, MaemiUan^s  Magazine,  vol.  66,  p.  171. 

Mandeville  gave  great  offence  by  this 
book,  in  which  a  cynical  system  of  morality 
was  made  attractive  by  ingenious  para- 
doxes. It  was  long  popular,  and  later 
critics  have  pointed  out  the  real  acuteness 
of  the  writer  as  well  as  the  vigour  of  his 
style,  especially  remarkable  in  a  foreigner. 
His  doctrine  that  prosperity  was  increased 
by  expenditure  rather  than  by  saving 
fell  in  with  many  current  economical  fal- 
lacies not  yet  extinct.  Assuming  with  the 
ascetics  that  human  desires  were  essen- 
tially evil  and  therefore  produced  ''private 
vices,''  and  assuming  with  the  common 
view  that  wealth  was  a  "public  benefit,"  he 
easily  showed  that  all  civilisation  implied 
the  development  of  vicious  propensities. 
He  argued  again  with  Hobbists  that  the 
origin  of  virtue  was  to  be  found  in  selfish 
and  savage  instincts,  and  vigorously 
attacked  Shaftesbury's  contrary  theory  of 


a ' '  moral  sense. ' '  But  he  tacitly  accepted 
Shaftesbury's  inference  that  virtue  so 
understood  was  a  mere  sham.  He  thus 
argued,  in  appearance  at  least,  for  the 
essential  vileness  of  human  nature; 
though  his  arguments  may  be  regarded  as 
partly  ironical,  or  as  a  satire  against  the 
hypocrisies  of  an  artficial  society.  In  any 
case  his  appeal  to  facts,  against  the 
plausibilities  of  the  opposite  school,  shows 
that  he  had  many  keen  though  imperfect 
previsions  of  later  scientific  views,  both 
upon  ethical  and  economical  questions. 
Dr.  Johnson  was  much  impressed  by  the 
"Fable,"  which,  he  said,  did  not  puzzle  him, 
but  "opened  his  views  into  real  life  very 
much." — Stephen,  Leslie,  1893,  Dic- 
tionary of  National  Biography,  vol.  XXX  vi, 
p.  21. 

The  author  of  the  "Fable  of  the  Bees" 
writes  coarsely  for  coarse  readers,  and 
the  arguments  by  which  he  supports  his 
graceless  theory  merit  the  infamy  gener- 
ally awarded  to  them. — Dennis,  John, 
1894,  The  Age  qf  Pope,  p.  215. 

GENERAL 

Mandeville's  satires,  though  general, 
frequently  exhibit  strong  and  lively  pic- 
tures.—Miu^,  Abraham,  1851,  The  Lit- 
erature and  the  Literary  Men  qf  Great 
Britain  and  Ireland,  vol.  n,  p.  265. 

Mandeville's  object  being  chiefly  nega- 
tive and  dialedieal  he  has  left  little  of 
positive  ethical  theory.  Virtue  he  regards 
as  de  facto  an  arbitrary  institution  of 
society;  what  it  ought  to  be,  he  hardly 
says,  but  the  tendency  of  his  writings  is 
to  make  the  good  of  the  whole  to  be  pre- 
ferred to  private  interests.  He  denies 
the  existence  of  a  moral  sense  and  of  dis- 
interestedness. The  motive  to  observe 
moral  rules  is  pride  and  vanity  fomented 
by  politicians.  He  does  not  regard  virtue 
as  an  independent  end,  even  by  association, 
but  considers  that  pride  in  its  naked  form 
is  the  ever  present  incentive  to  good  con- 
duct.—Bain,  Alexander,  1868-72,  Moral 
Science,  p.  183. 

Mandeville  is  said  to  have  been  in  the 
habit  of  frequenting  coffee-houses,  and 
amusing  his  patrons  by  ribald  conversa- 
tion. The  tone  of  his  writing  harmonises 
with  this  account  of  his  personal  habits. 
He  is  a  cynical  and  prurient  writer,  who 
seems  to  shrink  from  no  jest,  however 
scurrilous,  and  from  no  paradox,  however 
grotesque,  which  is  calculated  to  serve 
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the  purpose,  which  he  avows  in  his  pref- 
ace to  be  his  sole  purpose,  of  diverting 
his  readers — readers,  it  may  be  added, 
not  very  scrupulous  in  their  tastes.  .  .  . 
Mandeville  shares  Swift's  contempt  for 
the  human  race;  but  his  contempt,  in- 
stead of  urging  him  to  the  borders  of 
madness,  merely  finds  vent  in  a  horse- 
laugh.    He  despises  himself  as  well  as 
his   neighbours,  and    is  content  to  be 
despicable.    He  is  a  scoffer,  not  a  misan- 
thrope.   You  are  all  Yahoos,  he  seems  to 
say,  and  I  am  a  Yahoo;  and  so — let  us 
eat,  drink,  and  be  merry.     .     .     .    Tell 
your  fine  stories  to  devotees  or  school- 
girls, he  seems  to  say,  but  don't  try  to 
pass  them  off  upon  me,  who  have  seen 
men  and  cities,  and  not  taken  my  notions 
from,  books.  —  Stephen,  Leslie,   1876, 
History  qfEhiglish  Tfumght  in  the  EHghteeTith 
Century,  vol.  n,  pp.  33,  34. 
*Ay,  this  same  midi^ht,  by  this  chair  of  mine, 
Gome  and  review  thy  counsels :  art  thou  still 
Staunch  to  their  teaching? — ^not  as  fools  opine 
Its  purport  might  be,  but  as  subtler  skill 
Gould,  through  turbidity,  the  loaded  line 
Of  logic  casting,  soTmd  deep,  deeper,  till 
It  touched  a  quietude  and  reached  a  shrine 
And  recognized  hannomously  combine 
Evil  with  good,  and  hailed  truth's  triumph— 

thine, 
Sage  dead  long  since,  Bernard  de  Mandeville ! 

Sage,  once  more  repeat 
Instruction  I  'Tis  a  sore  to  soothe  not  chafe. 
Ah,  Fabulist,  what  luck,  could  I  contrive 
To  ooaz  from  thee   another   *' Grumbling 
mve!" 

—Browning,  Robert,  1887,  ParUyings 
with  Certain  People  qf  Importance  in  Their 
Day,  pp.  23,  26. 

The  "Fable  of  the  Bees"  which,  with 
its  more  immediate  appendices,  contains 
almost  everything  of  Mandeville's  that  is 
of  importance  to  any  but  the  curious,  is 
one  of  those  nnlncky  books  which  have 
become  known  to  posterity  chiefly  by  the 
polemical  efforts  of  others  to  suppress 
them.  .  .  .  His  verse  is  very  Uncouth, 
and  his  prose  is  frequently  incorrect  and 
never  in  any  way  polished ;  but  he  makes 
up  for  this  by  many  of  the  merits  of 
I>Bfoe,  to  whom  in  character  as  in  period 
he  is  very  close.  Many  of  his  characters 
—the  special  knack  of  the  time — possess 
great  felicity  and  truth  of  touch;  his 
argument,  sophistical  as  it  commonly  is, 
is  put  with  a  good  deal  of  surface  clear- 
ness and  cogency;  and  his  illustrations 


and  digressive  passages  have  singular  live- 
liness and  force.  .  .  .  And  though 
his  sudden  and  not  very  savoury  notoriety 
tempted  him  to  indulge  in  long  and  dull 
dissertations  where  the  merit  of  his  style 
is  spun  too  thin  to  cover  the  nakedness 
of  hia  sophistry,  he  must  still  at  his  best 
remain  a  striking  exemplar  of  one  of  the 
most  nervous  if  not  the  most  elegant 
periods  of  English  writing,  and  deserve 
a  place  in  the  division  of  English  prose 
history  which  includes  Latimer  and  Bun- 
yan,  Defoe  and  C!obbett. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1894,  English  Prose,  ed.  Oraik, 
vol.  ui,  pp.  438,  439. 

A  misanthropical  Dutch  doctor.  .  .  . 
Mandeville  was  a  daring  thinker,  who 
permitted  no  traditional  prejudice,  no 
habit  of  decency,  to  interfere  with  the 
progression  of  his  ideas.  He  was  by  far 
the  ablest  of  the  English  deists,  and 
though  all  the  respectability  of  his  time 
drew  away  from  him,  and  voted  him,  like 
the  grand  jury  of  Middlesex,  a  public 
nuisance,  he  was  not  without  his  very  dis- 
tinct influence  on  the  progress  of  English 
literature.  He  was  an  emancipator  of 
thought,  a  rude  and  contemptuous  critic 
of  the  conventions.  In  himself  base  and 
ugly — for  all  his  writings  reveal  a  gross 
individuality — the  brute  courage  of 
Mandeville  helped  English  speculation  to> 
slip  from  its  fetters.  His  style  is  with- 
out elegance,  but,  what  is  strange  in  a 
foreigner,  of  a  remarkable  homeliness  and 
picturesque  vigour. — GossE,  Edmund, 
1897,  Short  Hist<rry  qf  Modem  English 
I/Uerature,  p.  225. 

Mandeville  is  certainly  not  an  innocent 
writer,  but  he  has  been  considerably  mis- 
understood both  by  his  contemporaries 
and  by  modern  critics.  His  business  is 
the  exposure  of  humbug  and  hypocrisy, 
and  he  does  his  work  consistently  and 
thoroughly,  though  he  dips  his  pen  in  a 
very  nasty  mixture  and  carefully  poses  as 
a  very  disreputable  person.  His  taste  is 
as  abominable  as  his  style  is  effective. 
The  essentially  satirical  character  of  his 
work  is  however  concealed  by  his  constant 
indulgence  in  paradox,  a  method  which 
enables  him  to  give  a  maximum  of  offence, 
while  keeping  in  the  back-ground  a  few 
unexceptionable  principles  to  which  he 
can  apppeal  in  case  of  need. — Selby- 
BiGGE,  L.  A.,  1897,  erf.,  British  Moralists, 
vol.  I,  IntrodtLctioUy  p.  xv. 
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Matthew 

16537-1733 

One  of  the  successors  of  Toland  and  Shaftesbury  in  the  school  of  English  deists  or 
freethinkers,  was  born  at  Beer-Ferrers,  in  Devonshire,  about  1657.  He  was  educated 
at  Lincoln  and  Exeter  Colleges,  Oxford :  took  his  A.  B.  in  1676 ;  shortly  after  was 
elected  fellow  of  All-Souls',  and  was  admitted  doctor  of  laws  at  Oxford  in  1685.  He 
retained  his  fellowship  during  the  reign  of  James  H.  by  professing  the  Roman  Catholic 
faith ;  he  afterwards  recanted,  however,  and,  adopting  revolutionary  principles,  went 
to  the  other  extreme,  and  wrote  against  the  nonjurors.  He  now  became  an  adovcate, 
and  sat  as  judge  in  the  court  of  delegates,  with  a  pension  from  the  crown  of  £200  per 
annum.  Some  time  afterwards,  considerable  attention  was  drawn  to  him  by  his  work 
entitled  **The  Rights  of  the  Christian  Church"  (1706-7,  8vo),  and  the  ensuing  con- 
troversy ;  but  the  production  which  had  rendered  his  name  a  memorable  one  was  his 
"Christianity  as  Old  as  the  Creation"  (1730)  which  provoked  replies  from  Dr.  War- 
burton,  Leland,  Foster,  and  Conybeare.  .  .  .  Tindal  died  in  London,  Aug.  16, 
1733,  and  was  interred  in  Clerkenwell  Church.  Mr.  Tindal  also  wrote,  "An  Essay 
concerning  the  Power  of  the  Magistrate  and  the  Rights  of  Mankind  in  Matters  of 
Religion"  (London  1697,  8vo) :— "A  Defence  of  the  Rights  of  the  Christian  Church" 
(ibid.  1709,  2  pts.8vo):— "The  Nation  Vindicated"  (ibid.  1711;  pt.  ii,  1712):— "War 
with  Priestcraft,  or  the  Freethinker's  Iliad"  (ibid.  1732,  8vo),  a  burlesque  poem. — 
M'Clintogk  and  Strong,  eds.,  1881,  Cyclopaedia  ofBibli^eal,  Theological  and  Ecdenas-^ 
tical  Literature,  vol,  x,  pp.  425,  426. 


PERSONAL 

This  day,  at  12  o'clock  at  noon,  St. 
Marie's  great  bell  rung  out  for  Dr. 
Matthew  Tindall,  fellow  of  All  Soul's  col- 
lege, who  died  this  last  week  out  of  the 
college.  ...  He  was  a  man  of  most 
vile  principles,  and  of  no  religion,  as  may 
appear  from  many  books  he  wrote  and 
published,  in  which  he  had  the  assistance 
of  the  late  Mr.  Collins,  yet  without  his 
name  to  them,  amongst  which  are  the 
''Rights  of  the  Christian  Church,"  and 
''Christianity  as  old  as  the  Creation." 
— Heabne,  Thomas,  1733,  ReliquicB 
HeamiancB,  ed,  Bliss,  Aug.  20,  vol.  iii,  p. 
102. 

CHRISTIANITY  AS  OLD  AS  CREATION 

1780 

If  you  was  here,  you  would  see  how  I 
have  scribbled  over  the  margins  of  Tin- 
dal's  "Christianity  as  old  as  the  Crea- 
tion." I  think  I  have  him  as  sure  as  I 
had  Collins :  that  is,  overturn  the  pillars 
of  this  famous  edifice  of  impiety :  which 
all  the  writers  against  him  hitherto  have 
left  standing ;  busying  themselves  only  to 
untile  his  roof.— Warburton,  William, 
1758,  Letters  from  a  Late  Eminent  Prelate, 
p.  267. 

This  was  not  only  the  most  import- 
ant work  that  deism  had  yet  produced, 
composed  with  care,  and  bearing  the 
marks  of  thoughtful  study  of  the  chief 


contemporary  arguments.  Christian  as  well 
as  Deist,  but  derives  an  interest  from  the 
circumstance  that  it  was  the  book  to 
which  more  than  to  any  other  single 
work,  bishop  Butler's  "Analogy"  was 
designed  as  a  reply. — Farrar,  Adam 
Storey,  1862,  Critical  History  qf  Free 
Thought,  Lecture  iv,  p.  195. 

The  replies  to  Tindal,  taking  them  alto- 
gether, were  unsatisfactory.  This  may 
have  been  owing  to  a  want  of  definite- 
ness  as  to  the  object  of  his  book.  It 
was  diffuse  in  its  style,  abounding  in  long 
quotations,  and  many  subjects  were  merely 
alluded  to  and  left  for  future  treatment. 
.  Tindal  left  another  volume  of 
his  book  in  manuscript,  but  it  fell  into 
the  hands  of  the  Bishop  of  London,  who 
thought  the  best  way  to  answer  it  was  to 
destroy  it.  Bishop  Gibson  had  made  Tin- 
dal's  work  the  subject  of  one  of  his 
"Pastoral  Letters."  He  had  said  the 
same  things  against  it  as  Tindal's  other 
opponents,  and  he  said  them  as  well  as 
any  of  them  had  done.  Gibson  was  a 
liberal  Churchman  as  well  as  an  assiduous 
bishop,  and  had  some  of  the  best  qualities 
of  the  rational  divines  of  his  time,  but 
the  world  will  scarcely  forgive  him  for 
the  sacrilege  of  destroying  the  work  of 
one  of  the  most  thoughtful  men  of  that 
age.  On  the  monument  erected  to  his 
memory  in  the  vestibule  of  Fulham  Church 
this  is  not  recorded  among   his  noble 
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Yirtues  and   the  great  acts  of  his  life. 
Could  the  deed  speak,  it  would  say — 
^'Non  ego  sam  titnlis  Boiripienda  tnis.*' 

—Hunt,   John,    1869,   Matthew  Tvndal, 
Contemporary  Review,  vol.  10,  p.  589. 

He  was  about  thirty  at  the  time  of  his 
first  escapade ;  at  the  ripe  age  of  nearly 
fifty,  he  first  attracted  notice  by  a  book 
called  ''The  Rights  of  the  Christian 
Church,"  which  was  a  vigorous  assault 
upon  his  former  High  Church  allies ;  and 
he  was  already  past  seventy  when  he  pro- 
duced the  first  volume  of  ''Christianity  as 
Old  as  the  Creation."  The  second  which 
should  have  followed,  was  quietly  burned 
by  Bishop  Gibson,  into  whose  hands  the  MS. 
fell  after  the  author's  death,  and  who 
acted  on  the  principle  that  prevention 
was  better  than  cure.  The  first  volume, 
however,  had  done  its  work.  It  has  not 
the  force  of  style  or  the  weight  of  thought 
which  could  secure  a  permanent  place  in 
literature ;  and  has  become  rather  heavy 
reading  at  the  present  day.  The  arrange- 
ment is  confused ;  it  is  full  of  repetition. 
Yet  it  had  the  merit  of  bringing  out  with 
great  distinctness  the  most  essential  posi- 
tion of  the  deists.  Tindal  was,  in  reality, 
just  one  stage  in  advance  of  Tillotson, 
Hoadly,  Clarke,  and  other  latitudinarian 
divines  from  whom  he  borrowed,  and 
whose  authority  he  freely  quotes.  He 
was  to  Clarke  what  Toland  had  been  to 
Locke.  The  indignation  which  he  pro- 
duced amongst  their  followers  was  the 
livelier  because  he  seemed  to  be  unmasking 


their  secret  thoughts,  and  formulat- 
ing the  conclusions  for  which  they  had 
ahready  provided  the  premises.  Are  you 
aware,  asked  some  disputant,  that  the 
necessary  inference  from  your  argument  is 
so  and  so  ?  Yes,  replied  his  antagonist,  but  I 
don't  draw  it.  Tindal  insisted  upon  drawing 
it,and  was  reviled,  accordingly. — Stephen 
Leslie,  1876,  History  of  English  Thought 
in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  i,  p.  135. 

"Christianity  as  old  as  the  Creation," 
a  work  published  without  his  name,  and 
never  finished,  revealed  how  deeply  and 
long  meditated  had  been  this  protest 
against  all  positive  religion.  This  book, 
to  my  mind,  has  many  and  grievous  faults. 
Being  in  the  form  of  a  dialogue  between 
A  and  B,  it  commits  the  Christian  cause 
to  one  of  the  greatest  weaklings  known 
in  controversy.  It  is  radically  ambigu- 
ous. It  has  endless  repetitions,  is  full  of 
the  fallacy  of  citation,  and  is  crowded 
with  particular  objections  to  the  Old  Tes- 
tament and  New  that  do  not  belong  to  its 
main  argument,  holding  right  on,  as  in 
the  case  of  the  various  readings,  as  if 
nothing  had  ever  been  said  on  the  other 
side.  But  with  all  these  drawbacks  it 
compels  the  breaking  up  of  new  ground 
bearing  on  the  relation  of  natural  relig- 
ion (so  called)  to  revealed.  .  .  .  The 
ground  of  Tindal  was  really  the  key  of  the 
Deistic  position;  and  hence  with  his 
defeat  the  struggle  became  less  close  and 
stubborn. — Cairns,  John,*  1881,  Unbeli4 
in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  pp.  84,  85. 


Thomas  Woolston 

1670-1733 

Bom  at  Northampton,  England,  1669;  died  in  London,  1732;  was  educated  at  Cam- 
bridge, and  obtained  a  fellowship  there.  After  attracting  an  unenviable  attention  by 
some  other  writings,  he  published,  London,  1727-1729,  six  discourses  ''On  the  Mira- 
cles of  our  Saviour,''  which,  on  account  of  their  tone  of  ridicule,  gave  so  much  offence 
that  he  was  prosecuted  by  the  attorney-general,  tried,  found  guilty,  and  sentenced  to 
one  year's  imprisonment  and  to  pay  a  fine  of  £100.  Being  unable  to  pay  the  fine,  he 
remained  in  prison  and  died  there  shortly  after.  There  is  some  reason,  however,  for 
believing  his  mind  was  diseased. — Jackson,  Samuel  Macauley,  ed.,  1889-91,  Concise 
Dictionary  of  Religious  Knowledge,  p.  980. 


GENERAL 

He  might  at  the  same  rate  of  arguing 
have  undertaken  to  prove  that  there  was 
no  such  person  as  Jesus  Christ,  or  his  apos- 
tles, or  that  they  were  only  allegorical 
persons^  and  that  Christianity  was  never 
planted  or  propagated  in  the  world  at 


all.— Leland,  John,  1754-56,  A  View  of 
the  Deistical  Writers,  Letter  vm. 

The  letters  ["Discourses'']  were  written 
with  a  coarseness  and  irreverence  so  sin- 
gular, even  in  the  attacks  of  that  age, 
that  it  were  well  if  they  could  be  attrib- 
uted to  insanity.     They  contain  the  most 
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undisguised  abuse  which  had  been  uttered 
against  Christianity  since  the  days  of  the 
early  heathens.  ...  In  classifying 
Woolston  with  later  writers  against  mira- 
cles, he  may  be  compared  in  some  cases, 
though  with  striking  differences  of  tone, 
with  those  German  rationalists,  like 
Paulus,  who  have  rationalized  the  mir- 
acles, but  in  more  cases  with  those  who, 
like  Strauss,  have  idealized  them.  His 
method,  however,  is  an  appeal  to  general 
probability,  rather  than  to  literary  criti- 
cism.— Fabrar,  Adam  Storey,  1862, 
Critical  Hutary  (jfFree  Thought^  Lecture  iv. 

No  man  was  ever  more  thoroughly 
refuted  than  Thomas  Woolston.  It  seems 
a  pity  that  such  men  as  Pearce,  Sherlock 
and  Lardner  should  have  been  under  the 
necessity  of  defending  Christianity  against 
one  who,  it  is  charitable  to  suppose,  was 
not  really  sane.  It  was  a  pity  in  many  re- 
spects that  the  Deist  controversy  reached 
its  climax  in  a  madman.  Woolston's 
mind  was  typical  of  the  minds  of  a  large 
class  which  is  fairly  divided  between 
believers  and  unbelievers.  They  can  only 
be  Christians  while  they  can  lean  upon  a 
book,  a  Church,  Primitive  antiquity,  or 
some  external  authority.  When  this  prop 
fails,  they  are  unbelievers.  So  long  as 
Woolston  could  believe  in  the  Fathers,  he 
was  a  Christian.  When  he  found  it 
impossible  to  believe  Christianity  on  their 
authority,  he  was  no  more  a  believer. 
He  had  no  eye  "to  see  the  everlasting  har- 
monies. He  had  no  soul  to  feel  that  there 
is  a  Divine  Christ  in  the  miracles,  what- 
ever else  we  may  know  about  them. 
That  spirit  which  giveth  life  was  more 
dead  to  him  than  the  letter  which  he 
despised.  He  wrote  against  the  clergy ; 
perhaps  they  deserved  it.  He  wrote 
much  against  the  Gospels,  and  he  could 
have  written  much  more  of  the  same  kind. 
It  is  easy  to  raise  a  thousand  plausible 
and  ingenious  objections  to  anything  what- 
ever, and  as  easy  to  make  a  thousand 
answers  as  plausible  and  ingenious,  while 
the  thing  itself  remains  where  it  was. — 
Hunt,  John,  1871,  Religious  Thought  in 
England  from  the  Reformaiion  to  the  End 
of  the  Last  Century,  vol.  n,  p.  431. 

Woolston's  discourses,  written  to  prove 
the  miracles  of  the  new  testament  are  as 
mythical  and  allegorical  as  the  prophecies 
of  the  old,  appeared  at  the  same  time, 
and  had  an  enormous  sale.     Voltaire  was 


much  struck  by  this  writer's  coarse  and 
hardy  way  of  dealing  with  the  miraculous 
legends,  and  the  article  on  miracles  in  the 
Philosophical  Dictionary  shows  how  care- 
fully he  had  read  Woolston's  book. — 
MORLEY,  John,  1872,  Voltaire,  p.  84. 

Through  six  straggling  discourses, 
Woolston  attempts  to  make  fun  of  the 
miracles.  There  are,  at  intervals,  queer 
gleams  of  distorted  sense,  and  even  of  lit- 
erary power,  in  the  midst  of  his  buffoon- 
ery. Occasionally  he  hits  a  real  blot; 
more  frequently  he  indulges  in  the  most 
absurd  quibbles,  and  throughout  he  shows 
almost  as  little  approximation  to  a  gen- 
uine critical  capacity  as  to  reverential 
appreciation  of  the  beauty  of  many  of  the 
narratives.  He  is  a  mere  buffoon  jingling 
his  cap  and  bells  in  a  sacred  shrine ;  and 
his  strange  ribaldry  is  painful  even  to 
those  for  whom  the  supernatural  glory  of 
the  temple  has  long  utterly  faded  away. 
Even  where  some  straggling  shreds  of 
sense  obtrude  themselves,  the  language 
is  obtrusively  coarse,  and  occasionally 
degenerates  into  mere  slang. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1876,  History  of  English  Thought 
in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  i,  p.  231. 

The  discussion  in  regard  to  miracles, 
which  immediately  followed  that  as  to 
prophecy,  and  made,  in  one  sense  the 
most  flagrant  and  noted  passages  of  the 
Deistical  controversy,  was  unhappily  con- 
nected with  a  leader  who  wanted  every 
quality  that  could  give  it  a  solid  and  a 
permanent  interest,  being  either  so 
blunted  in  his  moral  perceptions,  or,  what 
is  more  probable,  so  near  to  madness  in 
his  mental  condition,  and  in  any  case  so 
destitute  of  judgment  and  learning,  that 
the  deniers  of  Christianity  in  our  day 
would  as  little  consent  to  be  represented 
by  him  as  his  antagonists.  This  was 
Thomas  Woolston.— Cairns,  John,  1881, 
Unbelief  in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  p.  79. 

He  bore  the  repute  of  a  sound  scholar, 
a  good  preacher,  a  charitable  and  estima- 
ble man.  His  reading  led  him  to  study 
the  works  of  Origen,  from  whom  he 
adopted  the  idea  of  interpreting  the 
scripture  as  allegory.  .  .  .  The 
vigour  of  the  discourses  is  undeniable, 
and  it  has  been  said  with  some  truth 
that  they  anticipate  the  mythical  theory 
of  Strauss. — Gordon,  Alexander,  1900, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  Lxn, 
;).  439. 
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John  Dennis 

1657-1734 

Son  of  a  London  saddler^  after  education  at  Harrow  and  at  Gains  College,  Cam- 
bridge, travelled  in  France  and  Italy,  and  began  his  career  as  a  writer  in  the  reign  of 
William  m.,  with  ''The  Passion  of  Byblis"  in  1692,  and  in  the  same  year  ''The  Impar- 
tial Critic ;  or,  some  Observations  on  Mr.  Rymer's  late  Book,  entitled  a  Short  View 
of  Tragedy. ' '  In  1693  Dennis  published  ' '  Miscellanies  in  Verse  and  Prose. ' '  In  1695 
he  published  a  poem,  "The  Court  of  Death,"  on  the  death  of  Queen  Mary;  and  in 
1696,  "Letters  on  Milton  andCongreve,"  and  "Letters upon  Several  Occasions,  Writ- 
ten by  and  between  Mr.  Wycherley,  Mr.  Dryden,  Mr.  Moyle,  Mr.  Congreve,  and  Mr. 
Dennis;''  also  adverse  "Remarks"  on  Blackmore's  "ftince  Arthur."  In  1697  be 
published  "Miscellaneous  Poems;"  in  1698  "The  Usefulness  of  the  Stage  to  the  Hap- 
piness of  Mankind,  to  Government,  and  to  Religion,  occasioned  by  a  late  Book  written 
by  Jeremy  Collier,  M.  A. ;"  in  1701  a  little  treatise  on  the  "Advancement  and  Refor- 
mation of  Modem  Poetry;"  and  in  1702  an  "Essay  on  the  Navy,"  a  tract  against 
Sacheverell's  party,  "Priestcraft  dangerous  to  Religion  and  Government,"  a  volume 
of  collected  "Works,"  and,  on  the  death  of  William  III.,  a  poem  sacred  to  his  memory, 
"The  Monument."  ...  He  produced  plays  also,  poor  ones:  "A  Plot  and  No 
Plot,"  in  1697;  "Rinaldo  and  Armida,"  in  1699;  in  1702,  "Iphigenia,"  and  "The 
Comical  Gallant ;  or,  the  Amours  of  Sir  John  Falstaff,  with  an  Essay  on  Taste  in 
Poetry."  ...  In  1711  he  attacked  Pope  in  "Reflections  Critical  and  Satirical 
upon  a  late  Rhapsody  called  An  Essay  on  Criticism;"  and  in  1713,  on  the  production 
of  Addison's  Cato,  Dennis  appeared  as  a  hostile  critic,  with  "Remarks  upon  Cato,  a 
Tragedy. ' '  In  1718  Dennis's  ' ' Letters' '  were  published  in  two  volumes ;  and  in  the  same 
year  his  "Select  Works,"  consisting  of  plays,  poems,  etc.,  likewise  in  two  volumes. 
— MORLEY,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  <f  English  Literature,  ed.  Tyler,  pp.511,  512. 


PERSONAL 

At  a  meeting  of  the  masters  and  fel- 
lows. Sir  Dennis  mulcted  31.,  his  scholar- 
ship taken  away,  and  he  sent  out  of  the 
college,  for  assaulting  and  wounding  Sir 
61en£am  with  a  sword. —Cambridge, 
Gesta  Book,  1680,  March  4. 

.     .     .     Appins  reddens  at  each  word  you 

speak, 
And  Btazes,  tremendous,  with  a  threatening 

eye, 
Like  some  fierce  tsrrant  in  old  tapestry. 

— PoPB,   Alexander,    1711,    Essay  on 
OriHeism,  pt.  iii,  v.  585-8. 

I  observed  his  room  was  hung  with  old 
tapestry,  which  had  several  holes  in  it, 
caused,  as  the  old  woman  informed  me,  by 
his  having  cut  out  of  it  the  heads  of 
divers  tyrants,  the  fierceness  of  whose 
visages  had  much  provoked  him.  On  all 
sides  of  his  room  were  pinned  a  great 
many  sheets  of  a  tragedy  called  Cato, 
with  notes  on  the  margin  with  his  own 
hand.  The  words  absurd,  monstrous, 
execrable,  were  everywhere  written  in 
such  large  characters,  that  I  could  read 
them  without  my  spectacles.  By  the  fire- 
side lay  three  farthings  worth  of  small 
coal  in  a  Spectator,  and  behind  the  door 
huge  heaps  of  papers  of  the  same  title, 


which  his  nurse  informed  me  she  had 
conveyed  thither  out  of  his  sight,  believ- 
ing they  were  books  of  the  black  art ;  for 
her  master  never  read  in  them,  but  he  was 
either  quite  moped,  or  in  raving  fits. 
There  was  nothing  neat  in  the  whole  room, 
except  some  books  on  his  shelves,  very 
well  bound  and  gilded,  whose  names  I  had 
never  before  heard  of,  nor  I  believe  were 
anywhere  else  to  be  found;  such  as ''Gib- 
raltar, a  Comedy;"  ''Remarks  on  Prince 
Arthur;"  "The  Grounds  of  Criticism  in 
Poetry;"  "An  Essay  on  Public  Spirit." 
The  only  one  I  had  any  knowledge  of  was 
a  "Paradise  Lost,"  interleaved.  The 
whole  floor  was  covered  with  manuscripts, 
as  thick  as  a  pastry-cook's  shop  on  a 
Christmas  eve.  On  his  table  were  some 
ends  of  verse  and  of  candles ;  a  gallipot 
of  ink  with  a  yellow  pen  in  it,  and  a  pot 
of  half  dead  ale  covered  with  a  Longinus. 
—Pope,  Alexander?  1713,  The  Narra- 
tive of  Dr,  Robert  Norris;  Works,  ed.  Elwin 
and  Courthape,  vol.  x,  p.  453. 

His  motion  is  quick  and  sudden,  turning 
on  all  sides,  with  a  suspicion  of  every 
object,  as  if  he  had  done  or  feared  some 
extraordinary  mischief.  You  see  wicked- 
ness in  his  meaning,  but  folly  of  counte- 
nance, that  betrays  him  to  be  unfit  for  the 
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execution  of  it.  He  starts,  stares,  and 
looks  round  him.  This  constant  shuffle  of 
haste  without  speed,  makes  the  man 
thought  a  little  touched ;  but  the  vacant 
look  of  his  two  eyes  gives  you  to  under- 
stand that  he  could  never  run  out  of  his 
wits,  which  seemed  not  so  much  to  be  lost, 
as  to  want  employment ;  they  are  not  so 
much  astray,  as  they  are  a  wool-gathering. 
He  has  the  face  and  surliness  of  a  mastiff, 
which  has  often  saved  him  from  being 
treated  like  a  cur,  till  some  more  saga- 
cious than  ordinary  found  his  nature,  and 
used  him  accordingly.  Unhappy  being! 
terrible  without,  fearful  within !  Not  a 
wolf  in  sheep's  clothing,  but  a  sheep  in  a 
wolf's. — Steele,  Richard,  1720,  The 
Uieatre ;  Disraeli^  Calamities  cf  Avihors. 

Say  what  revenge  on  Dennis  can  be  had, 
Too  dnll  for  laughter,  for  reply  too  mad. 
On  one  so  poor  yoa  cannot  take  the  law, 
On  one  so  old  yonr  sword  you  scorn  to  draw. 
Uncaged  then,  let  the  harmless  monster  rage, 
Seenre  in  dullness,  madness,  want,  and  age! 

— Savage,  Richard,  ?  1731,  Grvb  Street 
Journal,  July  1. 

Adieu  f  unsocial  excellence  I  at  last 

Thy  foes  are  vanqnish'd,  and  thy  fears  ate 

pass*d: 
Want,  the  grim  recompense -of   tmth  like 

thine, 
Shall  now  no  longer  dim  thy  destined  shine. 
The  impatient  envy,  the  disdainful  air  f 
The  front  malignant,  and  the  captions  staie? 
The  forions  petulance,  the  jealous  start, 
The  mist  of  frailties  that  obscured  thy  heart, 
Yeil'd  in  thy  grave  shall  unremember*d  lie, 
For  these  were  parts  of  Dennis,  bom  to  die  1 
But,  there's  a  nobler  Seity  behind, 
His  reason  dies  not— and  has  friends  to  find  I 
Though  here,  revenge  and  pride  withheld  his 

praise. 
No  wrongs  shall  reach  him  through  his  fu- 
ture days : 
The  rising  ages  shaU  redeem  his  name ; 
And  nations  read  him  into  lasting  fame  I 

—Hill,  Aaron,  1734,  On  the  Death  of 
Mr.  Dennis. 

It  was  not  literature,  then,  that  made 
the  mind  coarse,  brutalising  the  habits 
and  inflaming  the  style  of  Dennis.  He 
had  thrown  himself  among  the  walks  of 
genius,  and  aspired  to  fix  himself  on  a 
throne  to  which  Nature  had  refused  him  a 
legitimate  claim.  What  a  lasting  source 
of  vexation  and  rage,  even  for  a  long- 
lived  patriarch  of  criticism !  Accustomed 
to  suspend  the  scourge  over  the  heads  of 
the  first  authors  of  the  age,  he  could  not 


sit  at  a  table  or  enter  a  coffee-house  with- 
out exerting  the  despotism  of  a  literary 
dictator.  How  could  the  mind  that  had 
devoted  itself  to  the  contemplation  of 
masterpieces,  only  to  reward  its  industry 
by  detailing  to  the  public  their  human 
frailties,  experience  one  hour  of  amenity, 
one  idea  of  grace,  one  generous  impulse 
of  sensibility?  But  the  poor  critic  him- 
self at  length  fell,  really  more  the  victim 
of  his  criticism  than  the  genius  he  had 
insulted.  Having  incurred  the  public 
neglect,  the  blind  and  helpless  Cacus  in 
his  den  sunk  fast  into  contempt,  dragged 
on  a  life  of  misery,  and  in  his  last  days, 
scarcely  vomiting  his  fire  and  smoke, 
became  the  most  pitiable  creature,  receiv- 
ing the  alms  he  craved  from  triumphant 
genius. — Disraeu,  Isaac,  1812-13,  Ir^u- 
ence  (f  a  Bad  Temper  in  Criticism,  Calam- 
ities of  Avihors. 

The  great  opportunities  for  success  and 
self-praise  offered  by  the  stage,  it  is  to  be 
feared,  engender  more  of  malice,  hatred, 
and  ill-will  than  is  found  in  other  profes- 
sions. There  is  an  episode,  in  which  Pope 
figured,  which  gathers  these  vices  into  a 
small  compass  in  an  incredible  way. 
Dennis,  the  savage  critic,  grown  old  and 
reduced  to  poverty,  was  to  have  a  benefit, 
and  bethought  him  that  if  he  could  get 
his  old  enemy's  (Pope's)  patronage  for 
the  performance,  it  would  bring  money 
and  company.  What  follows  Voltaire 
might  have  described.  The  old  critic 
declared  that  he  knew  how  to  get  him  to 
consent.  He  knew  pretty  well  the  vanity 
of  the  little  gentleman,  and  would,  there- 
fore, solicit  him  to  write  a  prologue,  and 
that  he  was  sure,  notwithstanding  their 
mutual  enmity,  the  reputation  <f  appearing 
charitable  would  readily  induce  him  to 
undertake  it.  He  was  not  deceived. 
Pope  consented,  and  the  play,  thus 
strengthened,  produced  a  good  house, 
while  the  virtue  of  forgiveness  of  enemies 
was  loudly  chanted  to  Pope's  honour. 
Both  the  world,  however,  and  Dennis  were 
deceived,  for  the  prologue  was  couched  in 
such  terms  that  every  line  contained 
some  fine  ironical  stroke  of  satire  against 
the  poor  devil  he  professed  to  serve. — 
Fitzgerald,  Percy,  1882,  A  New  History 
of  the  English  Stage,  vol.  i,  p.  323. 

The  careers  of  Rymer  and  Dennis  are 
amongst  the  saddest  and  most  deplorable 
stories  to    be  found    in  the  annals  of 
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English  literature.  If  industry  ever  de- 
served an  acknowledgement,  these  two 
men  deserved  it.  If  they  were  not  exactly 
buried  in  paupers'  ^aves,  they  at  all 
events  spent  their  last  days  in  great 
misery — and  misery  in  the  earliest  part  of 
the  last  century  is  not  conceivable  to  the 
"general  reader"  of  to-day.— Roberts, 
William,  1889,  Two  EHghteenth  Century 
OritieSf  The  Bookworm,  vol.  2,  p.  150. 

GENERAL 
How  chang'd  from  him  who  made  the  bozes 


And  shook  the  Stage  with  Thnnders  all  his 

own! 
Stood  up  to  dash  each  vain  PRETENDER'S 

hope, 
Maul  the  French  Tyrant,  or  pull  down  the 

Pope! 
If  there's  a  Briton  then,  tme  bred  and  bom. 
Who  holds  Dragoons  and  wooden  shoes  in 

soom: 
If  there's  a  Critic  of  distinguished  rage ; 
If  there's  a  Senior,  who  contemns  this  age; 
Let  him  to-night  his  jnst  assistance  lend, 
And  be    the   Critic's,  BHton's,  Old  Man's 

Friend. 

--Pope,  Alexander,  1733,  A  Prologue 
to  a  Play  for  Mr.  Dennisfs  Benefit. 

Mr.  Dennis,  considered  as  a  dramatic 
writer,  makes  not  so  good  a  figure  as  in 
his  critical  works ;  he  understood  the  rules 
of  writing,  but  it  is  not  in  the  power  of 
every  one  to  carry  their  own  theory  into 
execution.     There  is  one  error  which  he 
endeavoured  to  reform,  very  material  for 
the  interest  of  dramatic  poetry.     He  saw, 
with  concern,  that  love  had  got  the  entire 
possession  of  the  tragic  stage,  contrary 
to  the  authority  of  the  ancients,  and  the 
example    of    Shakespear.     He    resolved 
therefore  to  deviate  a  little  from  the  reign- 
ing practice,  and  not  to  make  his  heroes 
such  whining  slaves  in  their  amours,  which 
not  only  deli^es  the  majesty  of  tragedy, 
but  confounds  most  of  the  principal  char- 
acters, by  making  that  passion  the  pre- 
dominant quality  in  all.     But  he  did  not 
think  it  safe  at  once  to  shew  his  principal 
characters  wholly  exempt  from  it,  lest  so 
great  and  sudden  a  transition  should  prove 
disagreeable.     He  rather  chose  to  steer 
a  middle   course,  and  make  love  appear 
violent,  but  yet  to  be  subdued  by  reason, 
and  give  way  to  the  influence  of  some 
other  more  noble  passion ;  as  in  Rinaldo, 
to  Glory;    in  Iphigenia,  to  Friendship; 
and  in  Liberty  Asserted,  to  the  Public 


Good.— Gibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives 
of  the  Poets,  vol.  iv,  p.  235. 

The  universality  of  applause,  however 
it  might  quell  the  censure  of  common 
mortals,  had  no  other  effect  than  to 
harden  Dennis  in  fixed  dislike;  but  his 
dislike  was  not  merely  capricious.  He 
found  and  shewed  many  faults ;  he  shewed 
them  indeed  with  anger,  but  he  found 
them  indeed  with  acuteness,  such  as 
ought  to  rescue  his  criticism  from  obliv- 
ion ;  though,  at  last,  it  will  have  no  other 
life  than  it  derives  from  the  work  which 
it  endeavours  to  oppress. —  Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779-81,  Addison,  Lives  <f  the 
Poets. 

Pope  and  Addison  had  a  Dennis;  and 
Dennis,  if  I  mistake  not,  held  up  as  he 
had  been  to  scorn  and  detestation,  was  a 
sensible  fellow,  and  passed  some  censures 
upon  both  those  writers  that,  had  they 
been  less  just,  would  have  hurt  them  less. 
— CowPBR,  WiLUAM,  1786,  Letter  to  Rev. 
Walter  Bagot,  July  4. 

His  poetry  and  politics  are  now  but 
little  regarded;  yet,  from  Dr.  Johnson's 
frequent  and  long  extracts  from  his  crit- 
ical pieces,  it  may  be  fairly  presumed, 
that  he  did  not  think  meanly  of  them : 
and  such  readers  as  will  not  suffer  their 
judgment  to  be  run  away  with  by  a  regard 
for  names,  will  think,  that  even  "Cato" 
itself,  was  indebted  to  the  enthusiasm  of 
party  at  the  time,  for  getting  rid  so  easily 
of  Dennis's  strictures.  He  is,  perhaps, 
one  of  those  authors  who  have  not  had 
justice  done  to  them.  Dennis  was  over- 
whelmed in  his  own  time,  and  has  never 
been  able  to  recover  himself  since. — 
Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biographical  His- 
tory qf  England,  vol.  ii,  p.  257. 

Dennis  could  not  be  carried  beyond  the 
cold  line  of  a  precedent,  and  before  he 
ventured  to  be  pleased,  he  was  compelled 
to  look  into  Aristotle.  His  learning  was 
the  bigotry  of  literature.  It  was  ever 
Aristotle  explained  by  Dennis.  But  in 
the  explanation  of  the  obscure  text  of 
his  master,  he  was  led  into  such  frivolous 
distinctions,  and  tasteless  propositions, 
that  his  works  deserve  inspection,  as 
examples  of  the  manner  of  a  true  mechan- 
ical critic— Disk AEu,  Isaac,  1812-13, 
l7iflv£nce  qf  a  Bad  Temper  in  Qiticism, 
Calamities  qf  Authors. 

His  credit  with  the  public  in  his  day 
was  at  least  as  great  as  that  of  Rymer, 
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the  formidable  champion  who  had  threat- 
ened destruction  to  the  '^  Paradise  Lost" 
in  1677.— Godwin,  Wiluam,  1815,  Lives 
of  Edward  and  John  Philips,  eh.  xi. 

We  must  not  forget,  that  Mr.  Dennis 
laid  claims  to  public  esteem,  not  only  as 
a  critic,  but  as  a  wit,  a  politician,  and  a 
poet.  In  the  first  and  the  last  of  these 
characters,  he  can  receive  but  little  praise, 
His  attempts  at  gaiety  and  humour  are 
weighty  and  awkward,  almost  without 
example.  His  poetry  can  only  be  described 
by  negatives;  it  is  not  inharmonious,  nor 
irregular,  nor  often  turgid— for  the 
author,  too  nice  to  sink  into  the  mean, 
and  too  timid  to  rise  into  the  bombastic, 
dwells  in  elaborate  ''decencies  for  ever." 
•  .  .  He  was  a  true-hearted  English- 
man— with  the  legitimate  prejudices  of  his 
country,  warmly  attached  to  the  principles 
of  the  Revolution,  detesting  the  French, 
abominating  the  Italian  opera,  and  depre- 
cating as  heartily  the  triumph  of  the  Pre- 
tender, as  the  success  of  a  rival's  tragedy. 
His  political  treatises,  though  not  very 
elegantly  finished,  are  made  of  sturdy  and 
lastingmaterials.  He  appears,  from  some 
passages  in  his  letters,  to  have  cherished 
a  genuine  love  of  nature,  and  to  have 
turned,  with  eager  delight,  to  her  deep 
and  quiet  solitudes,  for  refreshment  from 
the  feverish  excitements,  the  vexatious 
defeats,  and  the  barren  triumphs,  of 
his  critical  career.— Talfourd,  THOiiAS, 
Noon,  1820,  John  Denni^s  Works,  Retro- 
speetive  Review,  vol.  1,  p.  306. 

The  fiercest  oppugner  of  puns  in  ancient 
or  modem  times. — Lamb,  Charles,  1826, 
Papular  Fallacies. 

He  carried  heavier  metal  than  Gildon ; 
but  he  nevertheless  belonged  to  the 
cuckoo  school  of  ** rules  of  art" — Knight, 
Charles,  1849,  Studies  qfShakspere. 

Steele  one  time  gave  the  title  of  hang- 
man of  the  gospel  to  a  furious  preacher. 
He  might  have  called  John  Dennis  the 
hangman  of  literature.  Indeed  he  was 
worse  than  the  hangman,  who  merely 
executes  a  painful  but  necessary  duty. 
Dennis,  on  the  contrary,  indulged  in 
wanton  cruelty,  and  if  he  had  been  the 
functionary  referred  to,  would  have 
treated  his  victim  to  a  preliminary 
rehearsal  of  his  ofSce  before  executing  it. 
—Montgomery,  Henry  R.,  1862,  Memoirs 
)f  the  Life  and  Writings  cf  Sir  Richard 
Steele,  vol.  u,  p.  47. 


One  of  Pope's  typical  dunces,  a  dull 
man  outside  of  his  own  sphere,  as  men 
are  apt  to  be,  but  who  had  some  sound 
notions  as  a  critic,  and  thus  became  the 
object  of  Pope's  fear  and  therefore  of  his 
resentment. — Lowell,  James  Russell, 
1868-90,  Dryden,  Prose  Works,  Riverside 
ed.,  vol.  m,  p.  190. 

John  Dennis  was  one  of  those  old  cam- 
paigners who  can  boast  more  scars  than 
laurels;  but  with  whom  a  long  experience 
in  the  wars  goes  to  supply  the  want  of 
regular  training  or  native  capacity.  As 
an  original  author,  he  occupied  a  place 
among  the  rank  and  file  of  his  contem- 
poraries. He  wrote  or  altered  nine  dra- 
matic pieces,  among  which  two  comedies 
are  said  by  an  indefatigable  and  conscien- 
tious searcher  of  such  wares  to  display 
considerable  merit.  As  a  critic,  he 
undoubtedly  possessed  certain  character- 
istics which  would  have  ensured  him  the 
prominence  he  coveted  even  in  our  own 
times.  He  was  free  from  that  sentiment 
which  with  the  generality  of  critics  so 
fatally  interferes  with  a  due  exercise  of 
the  judicial  faculty — a  respect  for  success. 
Indeed  he  avowed  it  as  his  guiding  princi- 
ple in  the  choice  of  his  victims,  to  select 
leading  instances  of  unmerited  popularity. 
—Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1869,  ed. 
Poetical  Works  qf  Alexander  Pope,  Intro- 
ductory Memoir,  p.  xxiv. 

A  writer  of  turgid  plays,  and  of  fero- 
cious but  not  always  wholly  unjust  eri- 
tiques.—WiUAAMS,  Howard,  1886,  English 
Letters  and  Letter-  Writers  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  p.  282. 

In  the  literary  matters  he  was  a  born 
dissenter.  He  belonged  by  nature  to  the 
opposition,  and  the  cardinal  principle 
upon  which  he  acted  was  to  find  fault 
with  any  view  that  had  met  with  general 
approval.  He  could  not  fail  to  be  at 
times]  right.— LouNSBURY,  Thomas  R., 
1891,  Studies  in  Chaucer,  vol.  m,  p.  141. 

Dennis  has  been  resolutely  misjudged, 
in  consequence  of  his  foolish  attitude 
towards  his  younger  contemporaries  in 
old  age,  but  in  his  prime  he  was  a  writer 
of  excellent  judgment.  He  was  the  first 
English  critic  to  do  unstinted  justice  to 
Milton  and  to  Molidre,  and  he  was  a  pow- 
erful factor  in  preparing  public  opinion 
for  the  literary  verdicts  of  Addison. — 
GossE,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  History  (f 
Modem  Bkglish  Literature,  p.  200. 
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Roger  North 

1653-1734 

Born  1653 :  died  1734.  An  English  historian,  sixth  son  of  Dudley  North,  fourth 
Baron  North.  He  was  attorney-general  to  the  queen  (Mary  of  Modena).  He  wrote 
the  abusive  **Examen"  of  White  Kennett's  "History  of  England"  (1740),  the 
"Lives"  of  his  brothers,  **A  Discourse  on  the  Study  of  the  Laws"  (first  printed  in 
1824),  "Memoirs  of  Music"  (first  printed  in  1846),  etc.  He  is  one  of  the  chief 
authorities  on  the  history  of  the  reigns  of  Charles  H.  and  James  IL,  and  is  remembered 
for  his  partizanship  toward  his  brothers. — SMrrn,  Benjamin  E.,  ed.,  1894-97,  The 
Century  Cyclopaedia  of  Names,  p.  743. 


PERSONAL 

Roger  North  was  in  no  respect  a  famous 
man.  His  estimate  of  himself,  that  he 
was  ''a  plant  of  a  slow  growth,  and  when 
mature  but  slight  wood  and  of  a  flashy 
growth,"  is  perhaps  over-modest,  and  yet 
it  is  evidently  not  far  from  the  mark. 
During  his  early  manhood  he  was,  so  to 
speak,  in  tutelage  to  his  brothers :  to  John, 
the  future  master  of  Trinity,  while  at 
Cambridge;  to  Francis,  the  lord  chief 
justice  and  lord  keeper,  while  at  the  bar. 
He  never  occupied  any  prominent  position, 
and  his  fairly  successful  professional 
career  was  the  result  not  so  much  of  his 
own  merit  as  of  his  position  as  ''favour- 
ite" to  the  great  and  successful  lawyer, 
the  **bond  of  the  faggot."  His  mind, 
though  active  and  from  boyhood  ingenious, 
was  not  very  powerful;  and  though  his 
senses  were  unsealed  and  his  judgment 
clear,  and  though  he  participated  fully  in 
the  general  zeal  for  culture  which  marked 
the  period,  his  professional  duties  left  him 
little  time  to  become  more  than  an  inter- 
ested and  interesting  student  of  music, 
mathematics,  morals,  politics,  and  a  score 
of  other  subjects. — Airy,  Osmund,  1888, 
The  English  Historical  Review,  vol.  3,  p. 
174. 

Roger  North  was  held  in  great  and 
increasing  respect  by  his  neightK>urs  as  an 
authority  on  questions  of  law,  and  was 
frequently  consulted  by  the  magnates  of 
the  county,  and  sometimes  chosen  to  arbi- 
trate when  disputes  arose.  On  one  occa- 
sion he  was  called  in  to  settle  some  differ- 
ence between  Sir  Robert  Walpole  and  his 
mother.  The  country  people  called  him 
'"Solomon,"  as  in  his  early  days  the  pam- 
phleteers had  styled  him  ''Roger  the  Fid- 
dler. ' '  He  retained  his  vigour  and  bright- 
ness of  intellect  to  the  last,  and  one  of 
his  latest  letters  was  written  when  he  was 
nearly  ei^bty  years  old,  in  answer  to  some 
one  who  had  applied  to  him  for  advice  as  to 


the  best  course  of  reading  for  the  bar. — 
Jessopp,  Augustus,  1895,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  XLI,  p.  178. 

He  liked  painting  and  yachting  as  well 
as  the  toughest  quillets  of  the  old  law,  and 
was  altogether  a  character. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1898,  A  Short  History  of  English 
Literature,  p.  522. 

LIVES 

Francis,  Lord  Keeper  Guilford,  was 
younger  son  of  the  lord  North  before 
mentioned.  Burnet  and  Kennet  have 
given  no  very  favourable  character  of  the 
keeper:  his  relation,  Roger  North,  has 
defended  him  in  a  very  bulky  work ;  which, 
however,  does  not  contribute  much  to 
raise  our  ideas  either  of  the  writer  or  his 
subject.  If  that  performance  and  its  com- 
panion, the  Examen,  had  nothing  else  ridic- 
ulous in  them,  it  would  be  sufficient  to 
blast  their  reputation,  that  they  aim  at 
decrying  that  excellent  magistrate,  the 
lord  chief  justice  Hale ;  and  that  Charles 
the  second,  and  that  wretch  the  duke  of 
Lauderdale,  the  king's  taking  money  from 
France,  and  the  seizure  of  the  charter  of 
London,  are  some  of  the  men,  and  some 
of  the  measures,  the  author  defends! 
.  .  .  It  is  very  remarkable  that  two 
peers  of  this  race  have  suffered  by  apol- 
ogies written  for  them  by  two  of  their  own 
relations;  but  with  this  difference  nat- 
urally attending  the  performances  of  a 
sensible  man  and  a  weak  one:  Dudley, 
lord  North,  has  shown  himself  an  artful 
and  elegant  historian;  Roger  North,  a 
miserable  biographer. — Walpole,  Hor- 
ace, 1758-1806,  A  Catalogue  of  the  Royal 
and  Noble  Authors  of  England,  Scotland 
and  Ireland,  ed.  Parke,  vol.  m,  p.  295, 
and  note. 

Roger  North's  life  of  his  brother,  the 
lord  Keeper,  is  the  most  valuable  specimen 
of  this  class  of  our  literature;  it  is 
delightful,  and  much  beyond  any  other  of 
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the  writings  of  his  contemporaries. — 
Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1818,  Styk, 
Miscellanies  ^Esthetic  and  Literary,  ed. 
Ashe,  p.  180. 

This  old  piece  of  legal  biography,  which 
has  been  lately  republished,  is  one  of  the 
most  delightful  books  in  the  world.  Its 
charm  does  not  consist  in  any  marvellous 
incidents  of  Lord  Guilford's  life,  or  any 
peculiar  interest  attaching  to  his  charac- 
ter, but  in  the  unequalled  naivety  of  the 
writer — in  the  singular  felicity  with  which 
he  has  thrown  himself  into  his  subject — 
and  in  his  vivid  delineations  of  all  the 
great  lawyers  of  his  time.  He  was  a 
younger  brother  of  the  Lord  Keeper,  to 
whose  affection  he  was  largely  indebted, 
and  from  whom  he  appears  to  have  been 
scarcely  ever  divided.  His  work,  in  nice 
minuteness  of  detail,  and  living  picture 
of  motive,  almost  equals  the  auto-biogra- 
phies of  Benvenuto  Cellini,  Rousseau,  and 
Cibber.  He  seems  to  be  almost  as 
intensely  conscious  of  all  his  brother's 
actions,  and  the  movements  of  his  mind, 
as  they  were  of  their  own.  All  his  ideas 
of  human  greatness  and  excellence  appear 
taken  from  the  man  whom  he  celebrates. 
There  never  was  a  more  liberal  or  gentle 
penetration  of  the  spirit.  He  was  evi- 
dently the  most  human,  the  most  kindly, 
and  the  most  single-hearted,  of  flatterers. 
There  is  a  beauty  in  his  very  cringing, 
beyond  the  independence  of  many.  It  is 
the  most  gentleman-like  submission,  the 
most  graceful  resignation  of  self,  of 
which  we  have  ever  read. — Talfourd, 
Thomas  Noon,  1820,  NorMs  Life  of  Lord 
Guilford,  Retrospective  Review,  vol,  2,  p. 
238. 

In  compiling  these  affectionate  memori- 
als of  his  brothers,  the  writer  appears  to 
have  been  chiefly  actuated  by  his  regard 
and  veneration  for  their  memory.  Having 
survived  them  all,  he  was  distressed  to 
find  the  names  of  those  whom  he  had  so 
loved  and  honoured,  passing  rapidly  into 
oblivion.  During  their  lives,  his  happiest 
moments  were  spent  in  their  society ;  and 
after  their  death,  he  found  his  greatest 
consolation  in  recording  their  history. 
This  he  has  done  with  a  minuteness  of 
detail,  which  to  himself  appeared  to 
require  an  apology,  but  which,  in  fact,  is 
one  of  the  most  attractive  qualities  of  his 
style.  His  writings  have  the  effect  of 
introducing  the  reader,  as  it  were,  into 


the  presence  of  the  party,  so  lively  and 
natural  are  the  touches  of  his  pen. — Ros- 
GOE,  H.,  1826,  ed.,  Lives  qf  the  RL  Hon. 
Francis  North,  the  RL  Hon.  Dudley  North 
and  Dr.  John  North,  Prtface,  p.  ix. 

Roger  North's  **Life  of  the  Lord- 
Keeper,"  which,  like  Boswell's  "Life  of 
Johnson,"  interests  us  highly,  without 
giving  us  a  very  exalted  notion  of  the 
author.  Notwithstanding  its  extravagant 
praise  of  the  hero  of  the  tale,  its  inaccur- 
acies, and  its  want  of  method,  it  is  a  most 
valuable  piece  of  biography,  and,  with 
Roger's  lives  of  his  brothers,  "Dudley  and 
John,"  and  his  "Examen,"  ought  to  be 
studied  by  every  one  who  wishes  to  under- 
stand the  history  and  the  manners  of  the 
reign  of  Charles  II.— Campbell,  John 
Lord,  1845-56,  Lives  qf  the  Lord  Chaned- 
lors  and  Keepers  of  the  Great  Seal  qf 
England,  vol.  m,  Ljfe  qf  Lord -Keeper 
Guiybrd. 

One  of  the  most  entertaining  books 
["Life  of  Lord  Keeper  Guilford"]  in  our 
language. — Knight,  Charles,  1847-8, 
Hcdf'Hours  with  the  Best  Authors. 

The  labour  that  North  bestowed  upon 
the  lives  of  his  brothers  was  extraordinary. 
The  life  of  the  lord  keeper  was  written 
and  rewritten  again  and  again.  Defaced 
though  the  style  is  by  the  use  of  some 
unusual  words,  there  is  a  certain  charm 
about  it  which  few  readers  can  resist,  and 
the  "Lives  of  the  Norths"  must  always 
remain  an  English  classic  and  a  prime 
authority  for  the  period  with  which  it 
deals.— Jessopp,  Augustus,  1895,  Die- 
tionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  XLi,  p. 
178. 

The  biographies  and  autobiography 
.  .  .  are  very  good  literature,  though 
Dr.  Jessopp  is  hardly  warranted  in  styling 
them  English  classics.  They  are  neither 
planned  with  classic  symmetry  nor  exe- 
cuted with  classic  elegance,  but  are 
charming  from  their  artless  loquacity  and 
the  atmosphere  of  fraternal  affection  in 
which  they  are  steeped,  as  well  as  most 
entertaining  from  their  wealth  of  anec- 
dote and  their  portraits,  partial,  but  not 
intentionally  unfair,  of  remarkable  men. 
Two  elements  in  these  books  are  sharply 
contrasted,  the  political  and  the  anecdotic. 
The  former  affords  a  melancholy  but  use- 
ful representation  of  the  factious  unreason 
of  political  parties  in  that  age,  especially 
Roger's,  and  of  the  prejudices  which  kept 
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Englishmen  apart  until  they  learned  tol-  any  of  the  new  classicism,  but  as  strangely 

eration  from  Locke  and  Hoadly. — Gar-  crossed  between  the  older  conceit  and  the 

NETT,  Richard,  1895,  The  Age  of  Dryden,  new    slang.    North    is  Harrington  plus 

p,  214.  L'Estrange.— Saintsbury,  George,  1898, 

The  whole  is  written  in  a  curious  and  A  Short  History  of  English  Literature,  p., 

very  piquant  style,  strangely  free  from  522. 


John  ArbtLtlmot 

1667-1735 

Bom,  at  Arbuthnot,  Kincardineshire,  1667 ;  baptized  29  April.  Educated  at  [Mar- 
ischal  Coll.  ?]  Aberdeen.  Settled  in  London,  1691 ;  taught  mathematics.  At  Uni- 
versity C!oll.,  Oxford,  as  Fellow-Commoner,  6  Oct.  1694-96.  Took  M.  D.  degree, 
St.  Andrew's  University,  11  Sept.  1696.  Married,  about  1702.  F.  R.  S.,  30  Nov. 
1704.  Physician  Extraordinary  to  Queen  Anne,  30  Oct.  1705 ;  Physician  in  Ordinary, 
Nov.  1709.  Fellow  of  Roy.  Coll.  of  Physicians,  27  April  1710 ;  Second  Censor,  30 
Sept.  1723;  "Elect,''  5  Oct.  1727;  Harveian  Orator,  18  Oct.  1727.  Physician  at 
Chelsea  Hospital,  1713.  Formed  "Scriblerus  Club"  with  Swift,  Pope,  Gay,  and 
Pamell,  1714.  Visits  to  France,  1714  and  1718.  Ill  health  in  later  years.  Contrib. 
to  ** London  Magazine,"  1732.  To  Hampstead,  1734.  Died,  in  London,  27  Feb. 
1735.  Buried  in  St.  James's  Church,  Piccadilly.  Works:  **0f  the  Laws  of  Chance" 
(anon.),  1692;  **Theses  Medicae  de  Secretione  Animali,"  1696;  "An  Examination  of 
Dr.  Woodward's  Account  of  the  Deluge"  (under  initials:  J.  A.,  M.  D.),  1697;  "An 
Essay  on  the  Usefulness  of  Mathematical  Learning,"  1701 ;  "Tables  of  the  Grecian, 
Roman,  and  Jewish  Measures"  [1705 ;]  "A  Sermon  Preach'd  ...  at  the  Mercat- 
Cross"  (anon.),  1706;  "Proposals  for  printing  a  very  curious  discourse  .  .  . 
intitled  ^cvSoXoyia  UoXirttcrf*  (anon.),  1712;  "The  History  of  John  Bull"  (anon. ;  in  six 
pamphlets:  (i)  "Law  is  a  Bottomless  Pit;"  (ii.)  "John  Bull  in  his  Senses;"  (iii.) 
**John  Bull  still  in  his  Senses;"  (iv.)  "An  Appendix"  to  preceding;  (vi.)  "Lewis 
Baboon  turned  Honest"),  1712;  "Three  Hours  after  Marriage"  (with  Gay  and  Pope), 
1717;  "Reasons  humbly  offer 'd  by  the  Company  ...  of  Upholders"  (anon.), 
1724;  "Tables  of  Ancient  Coins"  (anon.),  1727;  "Oratio  Anniversaria  Harvaeiana," 
1727;  "Miscellanies  in  Prose  and  Verse"  (3  vols.),  1727  (another  ed.,  4  vols.,  1727- 
32);  "An  Essay  concerning  the  Nature  of  Ailments"  (2  vols.),  1731-32;  "A  Brief 
Account  of  Mr.  John  Ginglicutt's  Treatise"  (anon.),  1731;  "An  Essay  concerning 
the  Effects  of  Air, "  1733 ;  'Tvw^i  Scavrov,"  1734.  [A  further  list  of  anonymous  works 
aUribrUed  to  Arbuthnot  is  given  in  Aitken's  "Life  and  Works"  of  Arbuthnot,  1892.] 
Collected  Works:  In  2  vols.,  1751  [1750];  enlarged  ed.,  with  memoir,  1770.  Ltfe: 
By  G.  A  Aitken,  1892. — Sharp,  R.  Parquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English 
Authors,  p,  7. 

PERSONAL  gort  of  slouch  in  his  walk ! — Swift,  Jona- 

I  think  him  as  good  a  doctor  as  any  than,  1725,  Letter  to  Mr.  Pope,  Sept,  29. 
man  for  one  that  is  ill,  and  a  better  doctor  i  John  Arbuthnott  Doctor  of  Physick 
for  one  that  is  well.— Pope,  Alexander,  thus  make  my  last  Will  and  Testament. 
1722,  Letter  to  the  Hon.  Robert  Dighy,  i  recommend  my  soul  to  its  mercifull  Crea- 
^^'  !•  tor  hoping  to  be  saved  by  the  Merits  of 

0  if  the  world  had  but  a  dozen  Arbuth-  Jesus  Christ,  and  that  I  may  be  found  in 
nets  in  it,  I  would  bum  my  travels !  but,  him  not  having  on  my  own  Righteousness 
however^  he  is  not  without  fault:  there  but  his  which  is  of  ffaith.  I  leave  my 
is  a  passage  in  Bede  highly  commending  body  to  be  decently  interred  by  my 
the  piety  and  learning  of  the  Irish  in  that  f friends.  I  leave  twenty  pounds  to  each 
age,  where,  after  abundance  of  praises,  of  my  two  sisters  Elizabeth  and  Anne  to 
he  overthrows  them  all,  by  lamenting  that.  Purchase  Mourning.  I  leave  my  Greek 
alas !  they  kept  Easter  at  a  wrong  time  Septuagint  and  Greek  New  Testament  (the 
of  the  year.  So  our  doctor  has  every  gift  of  my  late  Royal  Mistress  Queen 
quality  and  virtue  that  can  make  a  man  Anne)  to  my  dear  son  George.  And  1 
amiable   or  UBefol,  but,  alas !  he  hath  a     leave  all  the  rest  of  my  estate  Goods  and 
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Chattells  to  be  equally  divided  amongst 
my  three  Children  or  the  Survivors  of 
them  immediately  after  my  death  in  equal 
parts,  reckoning  amongst  my  goods  what 
is  owing  unto  me  by  my  Son  George; 
recommending  unto  them  that  mutual  love 
and  affection  which  I  thank  God  I  have 
hitherto  observed  amongst  them.  I 
appoint  my  Son  George  my  sole  Executor 
of  this  my  last  Will  and  Testament,  and 
earnestly  recommend  to  him  the  Care  and 
Protection  of  his  dear  Sisters,  and  failing 
him  (which  God  in  his  Mercy  forbid)  the 
Eldest  of  my  surviving  Daughters.  I  leave 
to  my  dearest  and  most  affectionate 
Brother  Robert  my  Watch. — Jo.  Arbuth- 
nott.  Signed  and  Sealed  the  5th  of 
Novemberl733  in  the  presence  of  Erasmus 
Lewis,  John  Bradshaw.  — Arbuthnot, 
John,  1733,  Will. 

I  regret  the  loss  of  Dr.  Arbuthnot 
every  hour  of  the  day :  he  was  the  best- 
conditioned  creature  that  ever  breathed, 
and  the  most  cheerful. — Lew^is,  Erasmus, 
1737,  Letter  to  Swift,  June  30;  Swifli 
WorkSy  ed.  Scott,  vol  xix,  p,  88. 

Although  he  was  justly  celebrated  for 
wit  and  learning,  there  was  an  excellence 
in  his  character  more  amiable  than  all  his 
other  qualifications.  I  mean  the  excel- 
lence of  his  heart.  He  has  shewed  him- 
self equal  to  any  of  his  contemporaries  in 
humour  and  vivacity ;  and  he  was  superior 
to  most  men  in  acts  of  humanity  and 
benevolence;  his  very  sarcasms  are  the 
satirical  strokes  of  good  nature :  they  are 
like  flaps  of  the  face  given  in  jest,  the 
effects  of  which  may  raise  blushes,  but  no 
blackness  after  the  blows.  ...  He 
is  seldom  serious,  except  in  his  attacks 
upon  vice,  and  then  his  spirit  rises  with 
a  manly  strength  and  a  noble  indignation. 
.  .  .  No  man  exceeded  him  in  the 
moral  duties  of  life. — Boyle,  John  (Lord 
Orrery),  1751,  Remarks  on  the  Life  and 
Writings  qfDr.  Jonathan  Swift,  Letter  xx. 

His  imagination  was  almost  inexhaust- 
ible, and  whatever  subject  he  treated,  or 
was  consulted  upon,  he  inmiediately  over- 
flowed with  all  that  it  could  possibly  pro- 
duce. It  was  at  anybody's  service,  for 
as  soon  as  he  was  exonerated,  he  did  not 
care  what  became  of  it:  insomuch  that 
his  sons,  when  young,  have  frequently 
made  kites  of  his  scattered  papers  of 
hints,  which  would  have  furnished  good 
matter  for  folios.     Not  being  in  the  least 


jealous  of  his  fame  as  an  author,  he  would 
neither  take  the  time  nor  the  trouble  of 
separating  the  best  from  the  worst ;  he 
worked  out  the  whole  mine,  which  after- 
ward, in  the  hands  of  skilful  refiners,  pro- 
duced a  rich  vein  of  ore.  As  his  imagina- 
tion was  always  at  work,  he  was  fre- 
quently absent  and  inattentive  in  company, 
which  made  him  both  say  and  do  a  thou- 
sand inoffensive  absurdities;  but  which, 
far  from  being  provoking,  as  they  com- 
monly are,  supplied  new  matter  for  con- 
versation, and  occasioned  wit,  both  in 
himself  and  others.  His  social  character 
was  not  more  amiable  than  his  moral 
character  was  pure  and  exemplary ;  char- 
ity, benevolence,  and  a  love  of  mankind 
appeared  unaffectedly  in  all  he  said  or  did. 
.  .  .  He  indulged  his  palate  to  excess, 
I  might  have  said  to  gluttony,  which  gave 
a  gross  plethoric  habit  of  body,  that  was 
the  cause  of  his  death.  He  lived  and  died 
a  devout  and  sincere  Christian. — Chester- 
field,  Lord,  1763  ?  Characters,  ed.  Brad- 
shaw, vol.  m,  pp.  1411,  1412. 

A  man  estimable  for  his  learning,  amia- 
ble for  his  life,  and  venerable  for  his 
piety.  Arbuthnot  was  a  man  of  great 
comprehension,  skilful  in  his  profession, 
versed  in  the  sciences,  acquainted  with 
ancient  literature,  and  able  to  animate  his 
mass  of  knowledge  by  a  bright  and  active 
imagination;  a  scholar  with  great  bril- 
liance of  wit ;  a  wit  who,  in  the  crowd  of 
life,  retained  and  discovered  a  noble 
ardour  of  religious  zeal. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779-81,  Pope,  Lives  of  the  Eng- 
lish Poets. 

Arbuthnot  was  forgetful  of  himself;  he 
was  indifferent  to  the  ambitions  that 
prompted  jealousy  amongst  the  rest.  He 
watched  with  the  keenest  interest  the  suc- 
cess of  his  brethren;  he  guided,  sug- 
gested, helped ;  but  he  remained  careless 
about  his  own  fame.  Convinced  that  amid 
the  crowd  of  dunces,  the  best  genius  of 
the  age  was  concentred  in  his  own  friends, 
he  yet  must  have  seen,  as  clearly  as  their 
detractors,  the  flaws  in  the  charater  of 
each.  In  the  annals  of  our  literature 
there  are  not  a  few  men  who  have  filled 
something  of  the  part  that  he  did :  but 
none  who  has  filled  it  with  such  complete 
success  of  self-abnegation.  It  is  a  part 
that  earns  no  wide  or  high-sounding  fame : 
but  it  is  something  in  an  age  of  such 
envenomed  detraction,  and  such  vehemence 
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of  party  hate,  to  have  lived  revered  and 
cherished  by  its  men  of  "light  and  lead- 
ing;" to  have  trained  their  talents,  and 
to  have  condoned  their  faults:  to  have 
died  without  losing  their  esteem :  and  yet 
without  one  stain,  in  the  midst  of  very 
general  corruption,  on  which  the  keen 
eyes  of  political  partizans  could  fasten. 
— Craik,  Henry,  1882,  The  Life  ofjana- 
than  Svrifty  p.  371. 

Arbuthnot's  acts  of  kindness  were 
incessant.  He  seems  never  to  have  wearied 
in  doing  good  to  those  in  distress,  and 
every  additional  fact  about  him  with  which 
we  are  favoured  serves  to  deepen  the  belief 
that  in  his  character  there  was  no  trace 
of  gall.— Courtney,  W.  P.,  1892,  The 
Academy^  vol.  41,  p.  415. 

The  manly,  learned,  lovable,  genial, 
humane,  and  witty  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  whose 
sweet  face,  if  such  an  adjective  be  per- 
missible in  connection  with  the  male  sex, 
would  alone  have  drawn  folk  to  him. — 
Wright,  Thomas,  1894,  The  Life  of  Dan- 
iel Dtfoe,  p.  184. 

THE  HISTORY  OF  JOHN  BULL 

1712 

When  I  was  first  called  to  the  ofSce  of 
historiographer  to  John  Bull,  he  expressed 
himself  to  this  purpose: — ** Sir  Humphry 
Polesworth,  1  know  you  are  a  plain  dealer ; 
it  is  for  that  reason  I  have  chosen  you  for 
this  important  trust ;  speak  the  truth,  and 
spare  not."  That  I  might  fulfill  those, 
his  honorable  intentions,  I  obtained  leave 
to  repair  to  and  attend  him  in  his  most 
secret  retirements;  and  I  put  the  journals 
of  all  transactions  into  a  strong  box,  to  be 
opened  at  a  fitting  occasion,  after  the 
manner  of  the  historiographers  of  some 
Eastern  monarchs.  .  .  .  And  now, 
that  posterity  may  not  be  ignorant  in 
what  age  so  excellent  a  history  was  writ- 
ten (which  would  otherwise,  no  doubt, 
be  the  subject  of  its  inquiries),  I  think  it 
proper  to  inform  the  learned  of  future 
times  that  it  was  compiled  when  Lewis 
XIV.  was  King  of  France,  and  Philip,  his 
grandson,  of  Spain;  when  England  and 
Holland,  in  conjunction  with  the  Emperor 
and  the  allies,  entered  into  a  war  against 
these  two  princes,  which  lasted  ten  years, 
under  the  management  of  the  Duke  of 
Marlborough,  and  was  put  to  a  conclusion 
by  the  treaty  of  Utrecht  under  the  min- 
istry of  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  in  the  year 


1713.— Arbuthnot,   John,    1712,   John 
Bull,  Preface. 

Dr.  Arbuthnot  was  the  sole  writer  of 
John  Bull.— Pope,  Alexander,  1734-36, 
Spenc^s  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  109. 

It  is  an  ingenious  and  lively  attack  upon 
the  war  policy  of  the  whigs;  and,  if  it 
wants  the  force  of  Swift's  profounder 
satire,  it  is  an  admirably  effective  and 
still  amusing  party  squib.  It  does  not 
seem  to  be  known  whether  Arbuthnot 
originated  or  only  adopted  the  nickname, 
John  Bull. — Stephen,  Leslie,  1885,  Dic- 
tionary of  National  Biography,  vol.  ii,  p.  63. 

The  story  is  told  with  great  humour  of 
the  origin  of  the  law-suit;  of  its  success, 
which  caused  John  Bull  to  contemplate 
leaving  off  his  trade  to  turn  lawyer ;  of 
the  discovery  that  Hocus  had  an  intrigue 
with  John's  wife ;  of  the  [attorney's  bill, 
which  made  John  angry;  and  of  the 
methods  adopted  by  the  lawyers  to  dis- 
suade him  from  making  an  end  of  the  law- 
suit by  accepting  a  composition.  Arbuth- 
not appears  to  have  been  the  first  to  apply 
the  name  of  John  Bull  to  the  English 
people,  and  he  drew  the  character,  which 
has  ever  since  been  accepted  as  a  type,  of 
this  honest,  plain-dealing  fellow,  choleric, 
bold,  and  of  a  very  inconstant  temper. — 
AiTKEN,  George  A.,  1892,  The  Life  and 
Works  of  John  Arhvihnot,  p.  45. 

"The  History  of  John  Bull"  is  not 
fitted  to  attain  lasting  popularity.  It  will 
be  read  from  curiosity  and  for  information ; 
but  the  keen  excitement,  the  amusement, 
and  the  irritation  caused  by  a  brilliant 
satire  of  living  men  and  passing  events 
can  be  but  vaguely  imagined  by  readers 
whose  interest  in  the  statecraft  of  the 
age  is  historical  and  not  personal. — Den- 
nis, John,  1894,  The  Age  of  Pope,  p.  111. 

MEMOIRS  OF  MARTIN'S  SCRIBLERUS 

It  has  been  little  read,  or  when  read, 
has  been  forgotten,  as  no  man  could  be 
wiser,  better,  or  merrier,  by  remembering 
it. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Pope, 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

The  "Memories  of  Martinus  Scriblerus" 
were  first  published  in  the  quarto  edition 
of  Pope's  works  in  1741 ;  they  are  mainly, 
if  not  exclusively,  Arbuthnot's,  and  give 
the  best  specimen  of  his  powers.  The  ridi- 
cule of  metaphysical  pedantry  is  admira- 
ble, though  rather  beyond  popular  appre- 
ciation.    Other    passages    are    directed 
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against  the  antiquarians  and  Arbnthnot's 
old  opponent,  Woodward,  and  his  supposed 
discovery  of  an  ancient  shield.  The 
account  of  Scriblerus's  education  clearly 
gave  some  hints  to  Sterne's  ''Tristram 
Shandy.  "—Stephen,  Leslie,  1885,  Dic- 
tionary qf  National  Biography y  vol.  n,  p. 
63. 

The  ''Memoirs  of  the  extraordinary  Life, 
Works,  and  Discoveries  of  Martinus 
Scriblerus"  seems  to  be  almost  entirely 
by  Arbuthnot,  but  he  was  helped  by  Pope 
and  others.  We  have  only  the  first  Book, 
and  this  was  not  printed  until  1741,  six 
years  after  Arbuthnot's  death,  when  Pope 
included  it  in  the  volume  he  issued  in  that 
year.  He  told  Spence  that  the  design 
was  carried  on  much  farther  than  had 
appeared  in  print ;  but  it  was  stopped  by 
the  members  of  the  club  being  dispersed 
after  1714,  or  being  otherwise  engaged. 
.  .  .  The* 'Memoirs"  are  excellent  in 
their  kind,  and  the  mock  gravity  is  admira- 
blymaintained.  Arbuthnot  was  the  most 
learned  of  the  wits  of  the  time,  and  the 
piece  is  full  of  out-of-the-way  knowledge. 
Many  parts,  too,  involved  an  intimate 
acquaintance  with  medicine  which  he 
alone,  of  the  members  of  the  club,  pos- 
sessed. Most  of  the  humour  can  be  appre- 
ciated by  any  reader,  but  some  of  the  rid- 
icule poured  upon  philosophers  and  others 
can  only  be  understood  thoroughly  by  per- 
sons well  read  in  the  authors  attacked. 
I  cannot  profess  to  agree  with  some  critics 
who  have  placed  the  "Memoirs"  above  any 
other  of  Arbuthnot's  works ;  they  do  not 
seem  to  me  more  interesting  than  the 
"History  of  John  Bull,"  and  they  are 
marred  by  coarse  touches  tfot  usually 
found  in  Ar  buthnot '  s  writings,  though  com- 
mon enough  in  those  of  some  of  his  friends. 
— AiTKEN,  George  A.,  1892,  The  Life  and 
Works  of  John  Arbuthnot^  pp.  57,  58. 

What  Arbuthnot  has  left  us  is  not  only 
by  far  the  best  of  his  work,  but  shows  how 
high  was  the  range  of  his  humour,  which 
could  unite  the  grave  irony  of  Swift,  in 
the  travesty  of  an  elaborate  argument, 
with  the  dramatic  characterisation  of 
Sterne,  who  in  "Tristram  Shandy"  has 
drawn  not  a  little  inspiration  from  the 
early  chapters  of  Arbuthnot's  fragment. 
The  book  was  not  published  until  1741, 
six  years  after  Arbuthnot's  death. — 
Craik,  Henry,  1894,  English  Prose,  vol. 
Ill,  p.  427. 
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Seignior    Montpelier,  who   wrote  not 
much  but  well.     He  seems  to  understand 
the  difficulty  to  maintain  an  acquired  rep- 
utation, and  is  therefore  wiser  than  to 
hazard  the  losing  of  it  by  a  new  attempt. 
— Manley,  Mrs.  Mary  de  la  Riviere, 
1709,  New  Atalantis. 
The  grating  scribbler !  whose  nntaned  Essays 
Mix  the  Scotch  Thistle  with  the  English  Bays; 
By  either  PhcBbus  preordained  to  ill. 
The  hand  prescribing,  or  the  flattering  qnill, 
Who  doubly  plagaes,  and  boasts  two  Arts  to 
kill! 

— Smyth,  James  Moore,  1730,  One  Epis- 
tle to  Mr.  A.  Pope^  occoMoned  by  Two 
Epistles,  lately  published. 

**  Talking  of  the  eminent  writers  in 
Queen  Anne's  reign,  he  observed,  "I  think 
Dr.  Arbuthnot  the  first  man  among  them. 
He  was  the  most  universal  genius,  being 
an  excellent  physician,  a  man  of  deep 
learning,  and  a  man  of  much  humour." — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1763,  Life  by  BoswelL 

The  most  distinguished  collection  of 
letters  in  the  English  language,  is  that 
of  Mr.  Pope,  Dean  Swift,  and  their 
friends;  partly  published  in  Mr.  Pope's 
works,  and  partly  in  those  of  Dean  Swift. 
This  collection  is,  on  the  whole,  an  enter- 
taining and  agreeable  one;  and  contains 
much  wit  and  refinement.  It  is  not,  how- 
ever, altogether  free  from  the  fault  which 
I  imputed  to  Pliny's  Epistles,  of  too  much 
study  and  refinement.  In  the  variety  of 
letters  from  different  persons,  contained 
in  that  collection,  we  find  many  that  are 
written  with  ease,  and  beautiful  simplicity. 
Those  of  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  in  particular, 
always  deserve  that  praise. — Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and 
BelleS'LetterSy  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xxxvii, 
p.  416. 

Your  sentiments  of  Dr.  Arbuthnot  agree 
entirely  with  mine.  He  had,  I  think, 
more  wit  and  humour,  and  he  certainly 
had  much  more  virtue  and  learning,  than 
either  Pope  or  Swift.— Be attie,  James, 
1785,  Letter  to  Mrs.  Montagu,  Jan.  31 ; 
Beanie's  Life  by  Forbes,  vol.  Ii,  p.  357. 

Satire  was  his  chief  weapon,  and  no 
man  knew  its  value  better :  it  was  a  true 
Highland  broad-sword,  calculated  to  cut 
and  slash  on  each  side ;  yet  so  keen  was 
the  instrument,  that  the  wound  soon 
healed,  unless  he  meant  to  destroy,  and  not 
to  correct.— Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Bio- 
graphical  History  of  England,vol.m,  p.  367. 
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Arbutbnot's  style  is  distinguished  from 
that  of  his  contemporaries,  even  by  a 
greater  degree  of  terseness  and  concise- 
ness. He  leaves  out  every  superfluous 
word;  is  sparing  of  connecting  particles, 
and  introductory  phrases ;  uses  always  the 
simplest  forms  of  construction;  and  is 
more  a  master  of  the  idiomatic  peculiari- 
ties and  internal  resources  of  the  lan- 
guage than  almost  any  other  writer. — 
Hazutt,  Wiluam,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
English  Poets^  Lecture  vi,  p.  124. 

Dr.  Arbuthnot  possessed,  in  a  high 
degree,  that  classical  knowledge  in  which 
Swift  and  Pope  were  deficient.  In  the 
publication  of  these  friends,  entitled 
''Miscellanies,"  which  appeared  in  1727, 
Arbuthnot,  who  wrote  most  of  the  lucu- 
brations of  Martinus  Scriblerus,  sometimes 
endeavoured  to  ape  Bentley's  style ;  and 
the  section  called  Virgilius  Rrfarmatus 
contains  a  direct  burlesque  of  his  emenda- 
tory  criticism,  under  the  garb  of  Scrib- 
lerus' pretended  alterations  of  the  first' 
two  books  of  the  iSneid ;  the  short  and 
imperious  decrees  of  this  critical  jeu- 
(Tesprit  being  particularly  designed  to  rid- 
icule the  Notes  on  Phaedrus,  which  were 
lately  published.— Monk,  James  Henry, 
1830-33,  The  Life  of  Richard  Bentley,  vol. 
II,  p.  373. 

When  his  feelings  are  not  specially 
roused  he  is  genial,  lambent,  good- 
humoured  ;  but  he  was  capable  of  genuine 
indignation,  and  sometimes  lays  on  the 
lash  with  unsparing  severity.  His  paper 
on  the  "Altercation  or  Scolding  of  the 
Ancients"  is  in  very  happy  humour;  his 
"Art  of  Political  Lying"  is  more  sarcas- 
tic—Minto,  WiLUAM,  1872-80,  Manual 
cf  English  Prose  LiteraturCy  p.  405. 

Arbuthnot  wrote  little,  and  there  is  no 
collected  edition  of  his  works;  but  the 
little  that  he  did  write  shows  that  if  he 
had  used  his  pen  more  freely  he  could 
have  won  for  himself  a  very  high  position 
in  literature.— NicoLL,  Henry  J.,  1882, 
Landmarks  of  English  Literature,  p.  184. 

His  writings  to-day  have  lost  something 
of  their  original  flavor.  Only  students  of 
the  time  are  likely  to  recur  to  them. 
Their  politics  are  of  an  outworn  fashion. 
The  p^iantry  they  mock  at  has  departed. 
The  allusions  required  vexatious  explana- 
tion in  endless  footnotes.  The  humor  is 
less  (Urect  and  palpable  than  Swift's,  the 
wit  less  pointed  and  flashing  than  Pope's, 


the  sportiveness  less  dainty  and  delicate 
than  Gay's.  Yet  the  "History  of  John 
Bull"  and  the  ** Memoirs  of  Scriblerus" 
will  long  hold  their  place  in  the  literature 
of  scholars,  for  their  pithy  English,  their 
manly  sense,  their  grotesque  drollery, 
their  vivid  imagination. — Richards,  C. 
A.  L.,  1892,  AnEXghteenth  Century  Char- 
acter^  The  Dial^  vol.  13,  p.  99. 

The  truth  is  that  Arbuthnot' s  literary 
fame  has  suffered  from  causes  which  must 
sooner  or  later  preclude  any  writer  from 
peroianent  popularity.  With  two  excep- 
tions, the  first  book  of  the  ''Memoirs  of 
Scriblerus"  and  the  inimitable  ''Epitaph 
on  Chartres,"  his  satires  must  be  unintel- 
ligible to  a  reader  not  minutely  versed  in 
the  politics  of  that  time.  No  satire  in 
itself  so  intrinsically  excellent  is  so  little 
capable  of  universal  application.  His 
wit,  his  humour,  his  sarcasm,  exhausting 
themselves  on  particular  persons  and  on 
particular  events,  now  require  an  elabor- 
ate commentary.  There  is,  moreover, 
nothing  either  striking  or  felicitous  in  his 
style.  The  "History  of  John  Bull"  and 
the  "Art  of  Political  Lying"  will  prob- 
ably not  find  half  a  dozen  readers  in  as 
many  years,  but  we  venture  to  think  that 
out  of  these  readers  there  will  be  one  or 
two  who  will  have  no  difSculty  in  under- 
standing the  position  which  Arbuthnot 
once  held. — Collins,  John  Churton, 
1893,  Jonathan  Swift,  p.  99. 

If  we  take  the  lash  out  of  the  style 
of  Swift,  we  have  that  of  John  Arbuthnot, 
who  can  often  hardly  be  distinguished 
from  his  friend  and  master.  With- 
out personal  ambition  of  any  kind,  no 
vanity  deterred  Arbuthnot  from  frankly 
adopting,  as  closely  as  he  could,  the  man- 
ner of  the  man  whom  he  admired  the 
most.  As  he  was  a  perfectly  sane  and 
normal  person,  with  plenty  of  wit  and 
accomplishment,  and  without  a  touch  of 
misanthropy,  Arbuthnot  served  to  popu- 
larise and  to  bring  into  general  circulation 
the  peculiar  characteristics  of  Swift,  and 
to  reconcile  him  with  his  contemporaries. 
— GossE,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  History  qf 
Modem  English  Literature,  p.  225. 

Such  letters  and  verses  as  have  come 
down  to  us  exhibit  a  talent  which,  while 
it  modestly  blushed  as  dilettante,  competes 
favourably  with  the  brightest  of  his  age. 
— SiCHEL,  Walter,  1901,  Bolingbroke  and 
His  Times,  p.  18. 
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Samtiel  Wesley 

1662-1735 

The  father  of  John  Wesley,  the  founder  of  Methodism,  was  the  second  son  of  John 
Wesley,  of  Whitchurch,  and  was  born  at  Winterbom  Whitchurch,  according  to  Dr. 

Adam  Clarke,  in  1666 He  was  interested,  in  1698  and  1699,  in  a 

Society  for  the  Reformation  of  Manners,  which  resembled  in  many  respects  the  socie- 
ties formed  by  his  son  at  Oxford,  and  published  a  letter  in  defense  of  such  societies. 
He  expressed  the  warmest  sympathy  with  the  efforts  of  John  and  Charles  Wesley  at 
Oxford,  and  wrote,  in  1730,  that  if  his  son  John  was  the  father  of  a  Holy  Club,  he 
must  be  the  grandfather  of  it,  and  that  he  would  rather  any  of  his  sons  had  such 
distinction  than  to  be  himself  styled  his  Holiness.  He  was  a  prolific  writer, 
having  relied  upon  his  pen  as  a  source  of  income  from  the  time  he  entered  college. 
His  f^t  volume  of  poems,  a  volume  of  trifles  and  conceits,  called  ''Maggots,"  was 
published  when  he  was  nineteen  years  of  age.  Among  his  other  principal  works, 
besides  the  ''Life  of  Christ,"  already  mentioned,  were  ''Dissertations  on  the  Book 
of  Job,"  in  Latin,  "The History  of  the  Old  and  New  Testament,"  in  verse,  with  illus- 
trations, "Eupolis'  Hynm  to  the  Creator,"  and  the  poem  of  "Marlborough,  or  the  Fate 
of  Europe."  He  was  intimately  connected  with  the  Athenian  Gazette,  published  by 
John  Dunton,  and  was  its  principal  contributor.  His  best  known  hymns  are  "Behold 
the  Saviour  of  Mankind"  and  "0,  Thou  who  when  I  did  Complain. "  He  died  at 
Epworth,  April  22,  1735.— Simpson,  Matthew,  ed.,  1876,  Oyelapcedia  of  Methodism^ 
pp.  916,  917. 


PERSONAL 

No  man  was  ever  more  suitably  mated 
than  the  elder  Wesley.  The  wife  whom 
he  chose  was,  like  himself,  the  child  of  a 
man  eminent  among  the  Non-conformists, 
and,  like  himself,  in  early  youth  she  had 
chosen  her  own  path :  she  had  examined 
the  controversy  between  the  Dissenters 
and  the  Church  of  England  with  conscien- 
tious diligence,  and  satisfied  herself  that 
the  schismatics  were  in  the  wrong.  The 
dispute,  it  must  be  remembered,  related 
wholly  to  discipline ;  but  her  inquiries  had 
not  stopt  there,  and  she  had  reasoned 
herself  into  Socinianism,  from  which  she 
was  reclaimed  by  her  husband.  She  was 
an  admirable  woman,  of  highly-improved 
mind,  and  of  a  strong  and  masculine 
understanding,  an  obedient  wife,  an 
exemplary  mother,  a  fervent  Christian. 
The  marriage  was  blest  in  all  its  circum- 
stances :  it  was  contracted  in  the  prime 
of  their  youth:  it  was  fruitful;  and 
death  did  not  divide  them  till  they  were 
both  full  of  days.  They  had  no  less  than 
nineteen  children;  but  only  three  sons 
and  three  daughters  seem  to  have  grown 
up ;  and  it  is  probably  to  the  loss  of  the 
others  that  the  father  refers  in  one  of  his 
letters,  where  he  says,  that  he  had  suf- 
fered things  more  grievous  than  death. 
— SouTHEY,  Robert,  - 1820,  The  Life  qf 
Wesley,  and  the  Rise  and  Progress  qf  Meth- 
oiism,  p.  8. 


Wesley's  verse  will  not  lift  him  high 
among  poets  (he  was  pilloried  in  the  first 
edition  of  the  "Dunciad,"  1728,  i.  115), 
nor  has  his  "Job"  given  him  his  expected 
rank  among  scholars.  He  was  an  able, 
busy,  and  honest  man,  with  much  impul- 
sive energy,  easily  misconstrued ;  his  fame 
is  that  of  being  the  father  of  John  and 
Charles  Wesley.— Gordon,  Alexander, 
1899,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  LX,  p.  317. 

GENERAL 

The  author  possessed  considerable 
learning,  and  some  poetical  talent;  but 
neither  his  conjectures  ["Dissertations  on 
Job"]  nor  his  illustrations  throw  much 
light  on  this  ancient  poem. — Orme,  Wil- 
UAM,  1824,  Bibliotheea  Biblica. 

He  held  the  living  of  Epworth  upwards 
of  forty  years,  and  was  distinguished  for 
the  zeal  and  fidelity  with  which  he  dis- 
charged his  parish  duties.  Of  his  talents 
and  learning,  his  remaining  works  afford 
honourable  evidence. — Watson,  Richard, 
1831,  Life  qftke  Rev.  John  Wesley,  p.  2. 

He  was  a  writer  of  no  inconsiderable 
merit,  though  he  has  not  won  a  place 
among  the  immortals,  and  perhaps  did 
not  deserve  to  do  so.  There  is  a  sort 
of  perverted  ingenuity  about  most  of  his 
literary  work.  What,  for  example,  could 
be  expected  from  poems  published  under 
the   unpromising,  not    to  say  repulsive, 
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title  of  ** Maggots/*  his  first  juvenile, 
work?  Who  emdd  answer  satisfactorily 
such  profound  questions  as  "What  became 
of  the  Ark  after  the  Flood?''  "How  high 
was  Babel's  Tower?"  "What  language 
was  spoken  by  Balaam's  ass?"  "Did 
Peter  and  Paul  use  notes  when  they 
preached?"  which  are  really  not  abnor- 
mal specimens  of  the  sort  of  questions 
which  were  asked,  and  laboriously 
answered,  by  Mr.  Wesley  in  the  AiJie- 
nian  Gazette^  a  kind  of  seventeenth- 
century  Notes  and  Queries.  His  poem  on 
Blenheim  suggests  invidious  comparisons 
with  Addison's  "Campaign;"  and  though 
few  will  now  endorse  the  estimate  which 
contemporaries  formed  of  the  "Cam- 
paign," fewer  will  deny  that  Addison  had 
afar  more  elegant  and  delicate  touch  than 
Wesley.  His  poem  on  "The  Life  of 
Christ"  and  his  "History  of  the  New  Tes- 
tament in  Verse"  are  wonderful  tours  de 
force;  but  it  required  a  Milton  to  do  jus- 
tice to  such  lofty  themes,  and  Mr.  Wesley 
was  no  Milton.  The  extravagant  lauda- 
tions with  which  the  first  of  these  poems 
was  greeted  naturally  provoked  a  reaction. 


The  author  was  put  on  a  pedestal  from 
which  a  fall  was  inevitable.  His  poetry, 
instead  of  being  admired,  began  to  be 
laughed  at.  And  yet  it  was  certainly  not 
without  merit.  His  translation  of  the 
Great  Hallel  proved  that  at  any  rate  one 
thing  the  great  Laureate  Nahum  Tate  said 
of  him  was  true ;  it  is  far  superior  to  the 
version  Nahum  himself  has  given  us ;  and 
his  last  work,  the  "Dissertations  on  the 
Book  of  Job,"  shows  that  the  writer,  if 
not  a  poet,  was  at  any  rate  a  learned 
divine  and  an  excellent  Latin  scholar. — 
Overton,  John  Henry,  1885,  The  Wes- 
leifs  at  Epworthy  LongmarCs  Magazine, 
vol.  7,  p.  49. 

That  this  speech  ["Sachevereirs"]was 
the  composition  of  the  Rector  of  Epworth 
seems  to  have  been  universally  recognised 
in  Lincolnshire,  and,  in  after  years,  John 
Wesley  declared  positively  that  his  father 
was  its  author.  Probably  he  was  paid,  in 
some  shape  or  form,  for  preparing  it, 
although,  perhaps,  like  an  old  war  horse, 
he  scented  the  battle  from  afar  and  did  his 
share  of  the  fighting  gratuitously. — 
Clarke,  Eliza,  1886,  iSt^ariTia  Wesky,p.90. 


Q-eorge 

Lord  Lansdowne 

1667-1735 

George  Granville,  Greenville,  or  Grenville,  Viscount  Lansdowne,  1667-1735,  a  son 
of  Bernard  Granville,  was  educated  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  where  he  displayed 
such  extraordinary  merit  that  he  was  created  M.  A.  at  the  age  of  thirteen.  He  sub- 
sequently wrote  a  number  of  poems,  dramatic  pieces,  some  essays,  and  minor  historical 
treatises.  1.  "The  Gallants,"  C,  1696,  4to.  2.  "Heroic  Love,"  T.,  1698,  4to. 
3.  "The  Jew  of  Venice,"  C,  1701,  4to.  4.  "Peleus  and  Thetis,"  M.,  1701,  4to. 
5.  "The  British  Enchantress, "  D.  P.,  1706,  4to.  6.  "Once  a  Lover  and  Always  a 
Lover,"  C,  1736,  12mo.  7.  "Poems  on  Several  Occasions,"  1712,  8vo.  8.  "A 
Letter  from  a  Nobleman  abroad  to  his  Friends  in  England,"  1722.  In  Lord  Somers's 
collection.  9.  "Genuine  Works,  in  verse  and  prose, "  1732,  2  vols.  4to.  10. 
''Letter  to  the  Author  of  Reflections  Historical  and  Political,  occasioned  by  a  Treatise 
in  vindication  of  (Jeneral  Monk  and  Sir  Richard  Greenville,"  1732,  4to. — Allibone, 
S.  Austin,  1854-58,  A  Critical  Dictionary  (fEkglish  Literature^  vol.  i,  p.  721. 

PERSONAL 

AuspioiOQB  poet,  wert  thou  not  my  friend, 
How  could  I  envy  what  I  mnst  commend ! 
But  since  'tis  Nature's  law  in  love  and  wit, 
Thai  yoath  shonld  reign  and  withering  age 

submit. 
With  less  regret  those  laurels  I  resign, 
Which,  dying  on  my  brows,  revive  on  thine. 

— Drydbn,   John,  1698,   To  Mr,  Gran- 
ville, On  his  Excellent   Tragedy,  Called 
Heroic  Lave. 
The  lustre  of   his   station  no  doubt 


procured  him  more  incense,  than  the  force 
of  his  genius  would  otherwise  have 
attracted;  but  he  appears  not  to  have 
been  destitute  of  fine  parts,  which  were 
however  rather  elegantly  polished,  than 
great  in  themselves.  —  Gibber,  The- 
OPHILUS,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  iv, 
p.  249. 

A  poet  and  patron  of  poets,  modest  on 
the  heads  of  his  own  performances,  eager 
for  the  success  of  those  of  others. — Ward, 
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Adolphus  William,  1869,  ed.^  Poetical 
Works  (f  Akxanier  Pope^  Introductory 
Memoir^  p.  zxi. 

GENERAL 

'Tifl  yoniB,  my  Lord,  to  bleas  onr  soft  re- 
treats, 
And  call  the  MnseB  to  their  ancient  seats; 
To  paint  anew  the  flow'ry  sylvan  scenes, 
To  crown  the  forests  with  immortal  greens, 
Make  Windsor-hills  in  lofty  nnmbers  rise, 
And  lift  her  turrets  nearer  to  the  skies; 
To  sing  those  honours  yon  deserve  to  wear. 
And  add  new  lustre  to  her  silver  star! 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1704-13,  Windsor 
Forest,  v.  283-90. 

The  "She  Gallants,"  a  comedy  wrote 
by  Mr.  Granville  when  he  was  vety  young ; 
extraordinary  witty  and  well  acted;  but 
offending  the  ears  of  some  ladies  who  set 
up  for  chastity,  it  made  its  exit. — 
DowNES,  John,  1708,  Roscius  AnglieanuSf 
p.  45. 

Waller  in  Ghranville  lives ;  when  Mira  sings 
With  Waller's  hand  he  strikes  the  sounding 

strings; 
With  sprightly  turns  his  noble  genius  shines. 
And  manly  sense  adorns  his  easie  lines. 
— Gay,  John,  1714,  To  Barnard  lAntoty 
Poems. 

Imitated  Waller ;  but  as  that  poet  has 
been  much  excelled  since,  a  faint  copy 
of  a  faint  master  must  strike  still  less. 
— Walpole,  Horace,  1758,  A  Catalogue 
qf  the  Royal  and  Nobk  Authors  of  England, 
Scotland  and  Ireland.,  vol.  iv,  p.  169. 

Granville  could  not  admire  without 
bigotry ;  he  copied  the  wrong  as  well  as 
the  right  from  his  masters.  .  .  .  His 
little  pieces  are  seldom  either  sprightly 
or  elegant,  either  keen  or  weighty.  They 
are  trifles  written  by  idleness,  and  pub- 
lished by  vanity.  But  his  Prologues  and 
Epilogues  have  a  just  claim  to  praise. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Granville^ 
Lives  (f  the  English  Poets. 


Notwithstanding  the  many  praises  lav- 
ished on  this  celebrated  nobleman  as  a 
poet,  by  Dryden,  by  Addison,  by  Boling- 
broke,  by  our  Author,  and  others,  yet 
candid  criticism  must  oblige  us  to  con- 
fess that  he  was  but  a  feeble  imitator 
of  the  feeblest  parts  of  Waller.— Wabton, 
Joseph,  1797,  ed.  Papers  Works. 

His  predominant  characteristics  were 
amiability  and  vanity.  His  love  of  dis- 
tinction incited  him  to  become  a  dramatist, 
poet,  and  politician.  He  had  aspirations 
without  ability,  and  in  none  of  these 
capacities  did  he  exhibit  any  vigour  of 
mind.  .  .  .  His  plays  reflect  the 
worst  qualities  of  the  era  of  Charles  H. 
In  tragedy  he  thought  that  to  be  dull  and 
stately  was  to  be  classical ;  in  comedy  that 
affected  briskness  of  dialogue  was  liveli- 
ness, and  indecent  double  meanings  wit. 
He  made  no  figure  in  politics,  and  owed 
his  post  in  the  Harley  administration  to 
his  wealth,  f^ily,  and  electioneering 
influence.  His  literature,  aided  by  his 
hereditary  advantages,  sufSced  to  procure 
him  a  factitious  fame  while  he  lived,  but 
his  reputation  was  at  an  end  the  moment 
his  works  lost  the  lustre  they  derived 
from  his  social  position. — Elwin,  Whit- 
well,  1871,  ed..  The  Works  of  Alexander 
Pope,  vol.  I,  p.  325. 

Though  this  tragedy  ["Heroic  Love" J 
is  not  altogether  without  merit — for  the 
passion  of  Chryseis  is  touching,  even 
though  the  craft  used  by  Ulysses  in 
arousing  her  jealousy  cannot  be  described 
as  profound — the  love-sick  King  Agamem- 
non sinks  into  something  very  like  a  par- 
ody of  passion,  and  is  in  no  sense  what  he 
calls  **a  gainer"  by  having  exchanged 
his  Homeric  for  a  "heroic"  personality. 
—Ward,  Adolphus  Wiluam,  1875-99, 
A  History  of  English  Dramjatie  Literature, 
vol.  HI,  p.  424. 


Thomas  Heame 

1678-1735 

An  eminent  English  antiquary,  was  bom  in  1678  in  the  parish  of  White  Waltham, 
Berkshire,  and  had  his  education  at  St.  Edmund  Hall,  Oxford,  where  he  graduated 
B.  A.  in  1699.  Two  years  later  he  was  appointed  to  a  post  in  the  Bodleian  Library  of 
which  in  1712  he  became  second  keeper.  This  office  he  was  obliged  to  resign  in  1716 
from  his  inability  to  take  the  oaths  to  the  government,  but  he  continued  to  live  at 
Oxford  occupied  entirely  with  his  studies.  He  died  10th  June  1735.  Heame  com- 
piled and  edited  no  less  than  forty-one  works,  all  stamped  by  painful  and  laborious 
learnings,  although  poor  in  style  and  somewhat  rambling  in  method.  They  are 
usually  marred  by  the  intrusion  of  irrelevant  matter — even  his  Jacobitism  crept  into 
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his  prefaces ;  yet  they  remain  solid  contributions  to  bibliography,  and  their  author 
deserved  better  than  to  be  gibbeted  in  the  Dunciad  as  a  dull  and  dusty  pedant.  His  most 
important  books  were  Reliquia  Bodleian®  (1703),  Leland's  Itinerary  (9  vols.  1710- 
12),  Leland's  Collectanea  (6  vols.  1715),  A  Collection  of  Curious  Discourses  upon 
English  Antiquities  (1720) ;  and  the  editions  of  Camden's  Annals  (3  vols.  1717), 
Alured  of  Beverley  (1716),  William  of  Newburgh  (1719),  Pordun's  Scotichronicon 
(1722),  Robert  of  Gloucester's  Chronicle  (1724),  and  that  of  Peter  Langtoft  (1725). 
The  Bibliotheca  Heamiana  was  published  in  1848;  Reliquisd  Heamianse,  by  Philip  Bliss, 
in  1857.  The  third  volume  of  Remarks  and  Collections  of  Thomas  Heame  appeared  in 
1889,  edited  by  C.  £.  Doble  for  the  Oxford  Historical  Society.  See  Impartial 
Memorials  of  his  life  by  several  hands  (1736),  and  the  Lives  of  Leland,  Heame,  and 
Wood  (Oxford,  1772). — Patrick,  David,  1897,  ed.  Chamber^ s  Encyclapcddia,  vol.  v, 
p.  604 


PERSONAL 

( ?)  But  who  is  he,  in  closet  close  y-pent, 
Of  sober  face,  with  learned  dxiBt  besprent? 
Right  well  mine  eyes  azede  the  myster  wight, 
On  parchment  scraps  y-fed  and  Wormins 

hight. 
To  fatnre  ages  may  thy  dnlness  last, 
As  thou  preserv'st  the  dnlness  of  the  past ! 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1728,  The  Dunciad, 
ft.  iii,  r.  185-190. 

The  son  of  a  parish  clerk  in  Berkshire, 
he  was  taken  while  a  boy  into  the  service 
of  Mr.  Cherry,  and  employed  to  clean 
knives,  and  help  in  the  kitchen.  He 
neglected  his  menial  duties  for  books, 
which  brought  him  into  discredit  with  his 
fellow-servants,  and  got  him  the  favour 
of  his  master,  who  sent  him  to  school 
and  college.  He  was  singularly  uncouth 
in  his  person  and  manners,  his  countenance 
was  dull,  and  he  was  not  a  man  of  pow- 
erful intellect.  But  his  industry  was 
unbounded,  his  passion  for  poring  over 
classical  and  mediasval  manuscripts 
intense,  and  he  rendered  considerable  ser- 
vice to  literature  by  printing  the  text  of 
many  valuable  works.  Having  become 
Roman  catholic  and  non-juror  through 
independent  inquiry,  he  sacrificed  his 
pecuniary  interests  to  his  principles,  and 
had  a  claim  to  respect  for  his  integrity 
even  more  than  for  his  learning. — Elwin, 
Whitwell,  1872,  ed..  The  W(yrk8  of  Alex- 
ander  Pope,  vol.  vxii,  p.  269,  note. 

Prejudiced  up  to  the  eyes  as  this  book- 
worm of  bookworms  is,  even  the  least  of 
the  sympathisers  with  his  ecclesiastical  or 
political  opinions  cannot  refrain  from 
admiring  the  disinterestedness  of  his 
labours.  His  whole  thoughts  were  cen- 
tered in  the  success  of  his  principles,  or 
in  the  advancement  of  learning;  and  he 
pursued  his  course  with  unflagging  spirit, 
although  his  means  at  home  were  but  scant 
and  his  enemies  at  the  university  took 


advantage  of  his  sympathies  with  the  van- 
quished cause  to  hinder  his  advancement. 
— Courtney,  W.  P.,  1887,  The  Academy, 
vol.  31,  p.  4. 

Hearne  again!  May  not  one  wonder 
what  .there  is  in  this  Heame  that  volume 
after  volume  of  choosings  from  his  hand- 
written books  of  jottings  is  given  to  the 
world,  in  good  paper  and  print?  Indeed, 
the  great  number  of  American  reader-folk 
need  not  take  any  shame  to  themselves  if 
they  cannot  recall  the  man  to  mind.  .  .  . 
We  may  say  that  we  should  like  an  etch- 
ing of  this  steadfast,  trusty,  possibly  a 
little  crabbed,  '* Jacobite"  and  (half)? 
** non-juror."  There  are  many  chances 
to  one  that  he  was  not  handsome,  or  ''dis- 
tinguished^-looking,  or  well-dressed;  he 
may  have  been  ungainly,  even  rawboned 
and  coarse-skinned ;  but,  being  a  shrewd 
man,  with  eyes  quick  to  watch  those  about 
him,  and  the  comers  and  goers,  in  times 
when  it  was  '*  touch-and-go"  with  any 
man  of  any  account,  we  should  like  a 
glimpse  of  him,  caught  in  a  twinkling. 
His  wig  might  be  a  little  awry ;  a  grim 
smile  might  float  about  his  tightened  lips 
as  he  wrote,  glibly,  how  "that  old  smooth- 
booted,  self-interested,  ambitious,  paultry 
Lancaster"  (the  Vice-Chancellor  of  the 
University — and  a  Whig,  of  course)  had 
met  a  rebuff,  or  mortification;  or  his 
brows  might  have  been  knitted,  and  his 
teeth  set,  while  he  put  down,  in  black 
and  white,  what  **that  sneaking,  snivel- 
ling" wretch,  and  his  likes,  were  plotting. 
—Lowell,  R.  T.  S.,  1890,  The  Nation, 
vol.  50,  pp.  247,  248. 

GENERAL 

**Pox  on*t,'*  says  Time  to  Thomas  Heame, 
"Whatever  I  forget,  you  leam." 
— Anon,  1727,  A  Collection  of  Epigrams. 
The  last  who  has  dug  deep  into  the 
mine   was  Thomas  Hearne,  a    clerk  of 
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Oxford,  poor  in  fortune,  and  indeed, 
poor  in  understanding.  His  minute  and 
obscure  diligence,  his  voracious  and  undis- 
tinguishing  appetite,  and  the  coarse  vul- 
garity of  his  taste  and  style,  have  exposed 
him  to  the  ridicule  of  idle  wits.  Yet  it 
cannot  be  denied  that  Thomas  Heame  has 
gathered  many  gleanings  of  the  harvest ; 
and  if  his  own  prefaces  are  filled  with 
crude  and  extraneous  matter,  his  editions 
will  always  be  recommended  by  their 
accuracy  and  use. — Gibbon,  Edward, 
1794,  An  Address,  Miscellaneous  Works, 
ed,  Sheffield, 

The  ridicule  and  satire  which  once  pur- 
sued the  person  and  the  publications  of 
the  author,  are  now  forgotten;  and 
Heame  stands  upon  a  pedestal  which  may 
be  said  to  have  truth  and  honour  for  its 
basis.  His  works,  which  present  us  with 
portions  of  History,  chiefly  local,  are  now 
coveted  by  the  antiquary,  and  respected 
by  the  scholar.  The  ''old"  and  the 
''young,"  professedly  attached  to  book 
collecting,  can  never  be  thoroughly  happy, 
if  their  Hearnean  Series  be  not  complete. 
— DiBDiN,  Thomas  Prognall,  1824,  The 
Library  Companion^  p.  215. 

As  he  grew  older  his  attention  was 
chiefly  confined  to  English  history  and 
antiquities,  and  after  publishing  the 
"Itinerary"  and  "Collectanea"  of  John 
Leland  he  began  his  well-known  series  of 
editions  of  the  English  chroniclers ;  they 
were  all  published  by  subscription,  very 


few  copies  of  each  being  printed.  Their 
importance  to  historical  students  can 
scarcely  be  exaggerated,  many  of  them 
being  the  only  editions  that  existed  till 
the  recent  publication  of  the  Rolls  Series 
of  historical  works,  and  some  being  still 
the  only  editions  in  print.  Heame  accom- 
plished all  this  with  little  help  from 
others,  with  only  the  income  he  derived 
from  his  susbcribers,  and  with  the  chief 
authorities  of  the  university  looking 
askance  at  him.  It  is  satisfactory  to  know 
that  he  lived  to  see  what  he  had  published 
for  21.  2s.  sold  for  12Z.  12s.  and  that 
at  his  death  over  lOOOZ.  was  found  in  his 
possession.  He  does  not  show  any  grasp 
of  history,  and  for  the  most  part  he  con- 
tented himself  with  seeing  his  manuscripts 
carefully  through  the  press;  but  his 
accuracy  is  generally  to  be  depended  on, 
though  his  explanations  of  words  are  not 
always  satisfactory.  His  prefaces  do  not 
give  the  information  which  would  be 
expected  of  the  contents  of  the  volumes 
or  even  of  the  history  and  condition  of 
the  manuscripts  from  which  he  printed. 
His  appendices  contain  all  kinds  of  extra- 
neous matters,  having  in  most  cases  no 
connection  with  the  author  they  follow. 
He  was  certainly  wanting  in  power  to  dis- 
tinguish the  relative  value  of  what  fell  in 
his  way ;  it  seemed  to  him  enough  that  a 
document  was  old  to  induce  him  to  publish 
it.— LuARD,  Rev.  H.  R.,  1891,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography,  vol.  XXV,  p.  336. 


Q-eorge  Sale 

1697?-1736 

George  Sale,  1680-1736,  an  English  lawyer  and  a  learned  Orientalist,  was  a  contrib- 
utor (of  the  cosmogony.  Oriental  papers,  &c.)  to  the  "Universal  History,"  to  the 
"General  Dictionary,  Historical  and  Critical,"  and  to  other  works,  but  is  best  known 
by  his  "Translation  from  the  Original  Arabick,  with  Explanatory  Notes,  taken  from  the 
Most  Approved  Commentators,  with  a  Preliminary  Discourse,  of  the  Koran,  commonly 
called  the  Alcoran,  of  Mahomed,"  Lon.,  1734,  4to.— Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1870,  Dic- 
tionary of  English  lAterature,  vol.  n,  p.  1916. 

PERSONAL  often  wandered  in  the  streets  in  search 

The  learned  Sale,  who  first  ga^e  the  of  some  compassionate  friend  who  would 
world  a  genuine  version  of  the  Koran,     supply  him  with  the  meal  of  the  day ! — 

DiSRAEU,  Isaac,  1812-13,  The  Rewards 
of  Oriental  StttdentSf  Calamities  of  Avthors, 
note. 

GENERAL 

Our  honest  and  learned  translator.  Sale, 
.  .  .  who  is  half  a  Mussulman.  .  .  . 
Sale  had  accurately  studied  the  language 
and  character  of  his  author. — Gibbon, 


and  who  had  so  zealously  laboured  in  form- 
ing that  "Universal  History"  which  was 
the  pride  of  our  country,  pursued  his 
studies  through  a  life  of  want — and  this 
great  orientalist  (I  grieve  to  degrade  the 
memoirs  of  a  man  of  learning  by  such 
mortifications),  when  he  quitted  his  studies 
too  often  wanted  a  change  of  linen,  and 
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Edward,  1776-88,  Hutory  of  the  Decline 
and  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire. 

Sale's  chief  work,  on  which  his  claim 
to  remembrance  principally  rests,  is  his 
version  of  the  Koran.  This  first  appeared 
in  November  1734,  in  a  quarto  volume, 
and  was  dedicated  to  Lord  Carteret. 
While  apologisinis^  for  delay  in  its  publica- 
tion, he  stated  that  the  work  ''was  car- 
ried on  at  leisure  times  only,  amidst  the 
necessary  avocations  of  a  troublesome 
profession."  As  a  translator,  he  had 
the  field  almost  entirely  to  himself. 
The  only  full  translation  of  the  Koran  in 
any  modern  language  previously  published 
was  the  despicable-French  version  by  Andr6 
Du  Ryer,  issued  in  1649.  A  very  poor  Eng- 
lish rendering  of  Du  Ryer's  from  French 
was  issued  by  Alexander  Ross  (1590- 
1654)  in  London  in  the  same  year. 
Despite  a  few  errors.  Sale's  translation 
is  remarkably  accurate.  Throughout  he 
has  made  full  use  of  native  commentators, 
as  regards  both  the  interpretation  of  the 
text  and  its  illustration  in  the  notes.     It 


may  perhaps  be  regretted  that  he  did  not 
preserve  the  division  into  verses,  as 
Savary  has  since  done,  instead  of  connect- 
ing them  into  a  continuous  narrative. 
Some  of  the  poetical  spirit  is  unavoidably 
lost  by  Sale's  method.  But  his  version 
remains  the  best  in  any  language.  His 
translation  was  reprinted  in  octavo  in 
1764,  1795,  1801,  and  frequently  after- 
wards. .  .  .  Voltaire  wrote  in  the 
**Dictionnaire  Philosophique"  that  "the 
learned  Sale  had  at  last  enlightened  us  by 
a. faithful  translation  of  the  Alcoran,  and 
a  most  instructive  preface  to  it."  Sale's 
preliminary  discourse  and  notes  display  a 
remarkable  acquaintance  not  only  with 
the  works  of  European  writers  upon 
mohammedanism  and  its  history,  but  also 
with  native  Arab  literature.  The  preface 
and  notes  are  still  reckoned  among  the 
best  sources  of  information  with  regard 
to  the  faith  of  Islam  and  the  mohanmiedan 
peoples.— Lyon,  H.  Thomson,  1897,  Die- 
tionary  of  National  Biography,  vol,  L,  pp, 
179,  180. 


Eustace  Budgell 

1686-1737 

This  writer  was  born  August  19,  1686,  being  the  son  of  Gilbert  Budgell,  D.  D.,  of 
St.  ThomaSy  Exeter,  by  his  first  wife  Mary,  only  daughter  of  Bishop  Gulston 
of  Bristol.  The  latter's  sister  was  the  wife  of  Lancelot,  and  thereby  mother  of 
Joseph  Addison,  thus  making  the  two  essayists  cousins  in  the  second  degree. 
Eustace  Budgell  entered  Trinity  College,  Oxford,  March  31,  1705.  Afterward  he 
entered  the  Inner  Temple,  and  was  called  to  the  bar.  His  intimacy  with  Addison 
rather  drew  him  to  literature.  Thirty-seven  papers  in  "The  Spectator"  are,  by  Drake, 
ascribed  to  him.  By  many  he  is  called  an  imitator  of  Addison.  He  undertook  some 
independent  literary  ventures.  In  1771  the  death  of  his  father  brought  to  him  a  con- 
siderable fortune.  On  the  accession  of  George  I.,  he  became  under  secretary  to 
Addison.  In  1717  Addison  secured  for  him  the  place  of  accountant  general.  He  lost 
his  fortune  in  the  South  Sea  speculations.  Misfortune  followed  mishap,  along  with 
actions  savoring  of  dishonesty,  as  in  the  alleged  forging  of  a  will,  till  he  at  last,  in 
1737,  May  4,  committed  suicide  by  drowning.  His  life  was  an  active  if  not  a  suc- 
cessful one.  He  did  much  in  the  way  of  pamphlet  writing,  and  had  to  do  with  "The 
Bee"  as  well  as  "The  Spectator."  He  was  also  known  as  one  of  the  Grub  Street 
writers. — Roe,  Alfred  S.,  1890,  ed.  Sir  Roger  De  Coverley  Papers,  p.  9. 


PERSONAL 

Let   Badgel  charge  low  Gmbstreet  on  his 

qnill, 
And  write  whate'er    he  please  except  my 

Will. 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1735,  EpisUe  to  Dr. 
Arbuthnot,  v.  378-9. 

We  talked  of  a  man's  drowning  himself. 
Johnson:  ''I  should  never  think  it  time 
to  make  away  with  myself."    I  put  the 


case  of  Eustace  Budgell,  who  was  accused 
of  forging  a  will,  and  sunk  himself  in  the 
Thames,  before  the  trial  of  its  authenticity 
came  on.  ** Suppose  sir,"  said  I,  "that  a 
man  is  absolutely  sure,  that,  if  he  lives  a 
few  days  longer,  he  shall  be  detected  in  a 
fraud,  the  consequence  of  which  will  be 
utter  disgrace  and  expulsion  from 
society."  Johnson:  **Then,  Sir,  let  him 
go  abroad  to  a  distant  country ;  let  him 
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go  to  some  place  where  he  is  not  known : 
Don't  let  him  go  to  the  devil,  where  he  is 
known.  "—Johnson,  Samuel,  1773,  Ljfe 
by  BoswelL 

From  the  fate  of  this  misguided  man 
a  useful  lesson  may  be  drawn;  though 
possessed  of  considerable  abilities,  of 
a  competent  fortune,  of  great  and  pow- 
erful connections,  and  admired  and 
respected  in  the  early  period  of  his  life, 
the  pride  of  self-opinion,  and  the  fury  of 
nngovemed  resentment,  blasted  all  his 
hopes  and  views,  and  gradually  led  him 
into  the  commission  of  errors  and  extrava- 
gances, which  at  length  terminated  in 
gaming,  forgery,  infidelity,  and  suicide. 
—Drake,  Nathan,  1804-14,  Essays, 
Illustrative  of  the  Toiler^  Spectator^  and 
Guardian,  vol.  ni,  p.  17. 

A  man  of  extreme  vanity  and  vindictive 
feeling. — Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  GycUh 
pmdia  qf  English  lAterature,  ed.  CarruUiers, 

GENERAL 

As  an  author  where  he  does  not  speak 
of  himself,  and  does  not  give  a  loose  to 
his  vanity,  he  is  a  very  agreeable  and 
deserving  writer;  not  argumentative  or 
deep ;  but  very  ingenious  and  entertaining ; 
and  his  stile  is  peculiarly  elegant,  so  as  to 
deserve  being  ranked  in  that  respect  with 
Addison's,  and  is  superior  to  most  of  the 
other  English  writers. — Ctober,  Theophi- 
Lus,  1753,  Lives  qf  the  Poets,  vol.  v,  p.  14. 

He  told  us  that  ''Addison  wrote  Bud- 
gell's papers  in  'The  Spectator;'  at  least 
mended  them  so  much,  that  he  made  them 
almost  his  own ;  and  that  Draper,  Tonson's 
partner,  assured  Mrs.  Johnson,  that  the 
much  admired  Epilogue  to  'The  Distressed 
Mother,'  which  came  out  in  Budgell's 
name,  was  in  reality  written  by  Addison." 
—Johnson,  Samuel,  1776,  Ltfe  by  Boswell, 
ed.  HUl,  vol.  Ill,  p.  53. 

Budgell  was  a  man  of  lively  talents,  a 
good  taste,  and  a  well  informed  mind. 
In  vigour  of  intellect  he  was  inferior  to 
Steele,  but  superior  to  him  in  elegant 
learning. — Bisset,  Robert,  1793,  A  Biog- 
raphical Sketch  of  the  Authors  of  the  Spec- 
tator,  p.  215. 

However  erroneous  or  vicious  we  may 
esteem  the  conduct  of  Budgell,  it  is  with 
pleasure  that  we  can  mention  bis  contri- 
butions to  the  Spectator  and  Guardian,  as 
displaying  both  the  cheerfulness  and 
gaiety  of  an  innocent  mind,  and  the  best 


and  soundest  precepts  of  morality  and 
religion.  At  the  time  of  their  composi- 
tion, indeed,  he  was  more  directly  under 
the  influence  and  direction  of  his  accom- 
plished relation  than  at  any  subsequent 
period  of  his  life,  and  he  then  possessed 
the  laudable  ambition  of  doing  all  that 
might  render  him  worthy  of  his  affection 
and  support.— Drake,  Nathan,  1804-14. 
Essays,  Illustrative  qfthe  Toiler,  Spectator 
and  Guardian,  vol.  m,  p.  24. 

Budgell  was  a  rough,  vigorous,  dissi- 
pated barrister,  who  preferred  making  a 
figure  in  the  coffee-houses  and  in  litera- 
ture to  the  practice  of  his  profession. 
His  humour  is  comparatively  obstreperous, 
of  the  Defoe  and  Macaulay  type,  which 
the  French  seem  to  consider  peculiarly 
English.  It  is  genial  rather  from  the 
author's  hearty  enjoyment  of  the  fun  he 
is  making  than  from  any  sympathy  with 
the  objects  of  his  derision. — Minto,  Wil- 
liam, 1872-80,  Manual  qf  English  Prose 
Literature,  p.  404. 

Thirty-seven  numbers  of  the  "Specta- 
tor" are  ascribed  to  Budgell;  and  though 
Dr.  Johnson  says  that  these  were  either 
written  by  Addison,  or  so  much  improved 
by  him  that  they  were  made  in  a  manner 
his  own,  there  seems  to  be  no  sufficient 
authority  for  the  assertion.  It  is  true 
that  the  style  and  humour  resemble  those 
of  Addison ;  but  as  the  two  writers  were 
much  together,  a  successful  attempt  on 
Budgell's  part  to  imitate  the  productions 
of  his  friend,  was  probable  enough. — 
Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cyclopedia  qf 
English  Literature,  ed.  CarruUvers. 

He  shared  Addison's  lodgings  during 
the  last  years  of  Queen  Anne,  and  took 
a  considerable  part  in  the  "Spectator." 
Thirty-seven  papers  are  ascribed  to  him. 
They  are  palpable  imitations  of  Addison's 
manner.  One  of  them  (No.  116)  is  an 
account  of  Sir  Roger  de  Coverley  in  the 
bunting-field.  Johnson  mentions  a  report 
that  Addison  had  "mended  them  so  much 
that  they  were  almost  his  own."  It  was 
also  said  that  Addison  was  also  the  real 
author  of  an  epilogue  to  Ambrose  Philip's 
"Distressed  Mother,"  the  "most  success- 
ful ever  spoken  in  an  English  theatre;" 
and  had  Budgell's  name  substituted  for 
his  own  at  the  last  moment,  to  strengthen 
his  young  cousin's  claims  to  a  place. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1886,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  vii,  p.  224. 
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John  Strype 

1643-1737 

John  Strype  was  the  son  of  a  German  refugee  who  fled  to  England  on  account  of 
his  religion,  and  there  followed  the  business  of  a  silk  merchant.  The  son  was  bom  in 
London,  in  1643,  and  educated  at  Catherine  Hall,  Cambridge.  At  that  university,  and 
also  at  Oxford,  he  took  his  master's  degree,  in  1671.  Entering  into  orders,  he 
became  successively  curate  of  Theydon-Boys,  in  Essex,  preacher  in  Low  Ley  ton,  rector 
of  Terring,  in  Sussex,  and  lecturer  at  Hackney.  He  resigned  his  clerical  charges  in 
1724,  and  from  that  time  till  his  death,  which  occurred  in  1737,  he  resided  at  Hack- 
ney, with  an  apothecary,  who  had  married  his  grand-daughter.  Strype  was  an  indus- 
trious and  even  laborious  collector  of  literary  antiquities.  His  works  afford  ample 
illustrations  of  ecclesiastical  history  and  biography,  at  periods  of  deep  national  interest 
and  importance,  and  they  are  now  ranked  among  the  most  valuable  of  English  stand- 
ard memorials.  His  writings  consist  of  a  **Life  of  Archbishop  Cranmer ;"  a  **Life  of 
Sir  Thomas  Smith;"  a  "Life  of  Bishop  Aylmer;"  a  **Life  of  Sir  John  Cheke;'' 
''Annals  of  the  Reformation,"  in  four  volumes;  a  "Life  of  Archbishop  Grindal;" 
"Life  and  Letters  of  Archbishop  Parker;"  "Life  of  Archbishop  Whitgift;"  and 
"Ecclesiastical  Memorials, "  in  three  volumes.  He  also  edited  Stow's  "Survey  of  Lon- 
don," and  part  of  Dr.  Lightfoot's  works. — Mills,  Abraham,  1851,  The  Literature  and 
the  Literary  Men  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland^  vol.  ii,  p.  234. 

GENERAL  much  indebted  to  Strype  for  publishing 

Of  Strype,  it  would  be  impossible  to  many  manuscripts  which  he  found  in  old 
speak  too  highly.  His  labours  have  sup-  collections,  but  we  must  receive  what  he 
plied  us  with  some  of  the  most  necessary, 
as  well  as  instructive,  portions  of 
Church  history.  ...  A  writer,  who, 
all  fidelity,  and  honest  and  honourable  in 
the  letter  and  spirit  of  every  thing  which 
he  wrote,  seems,  nevertheless,  too  fre- 
quently to  have  been  under  the  influence 
of  a  somnolency  which  it  was  impossible 
to  shake  off.  Strype  is  a  fine,  solid, 
instructive  fellow,  for  a  large  arm  chair, 
in  a  gothic  study,  before  a  winter's  fire ; 
but  you  must  not  deposit  him  on  the 
shelves  of  your  Tuscvlum — to  be  carried 
to  rustic  seats  in  arbours  and  bowers; 
by  the  side  of  gurgling  streams  or  rush- 
ing cascades.  There  is  neither  fancy, 
nor  brilliancy,  nor  buoyancy,  about  him ; 
he  is  a  sage  to  consult,  rather  than  a 
companion  to  enliven. — Dibdin,  Thomas 
Prognall,  1824,  The  Library  Companiony 
pp.  117,  note,  516. 

Honest  John  Strype.— Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Eiurope,  pt.  i,  cL  v,  par.  25,  note. 

I  have  no  wish  to  cavil  at  what  Strype 
says,  and  I  think  no  one  feels  more 
strongly  than  I  do  the  value  of  his  work ; 
but  really  it  is  one  great  inconvenience  of 
the  careless  way  in  which  he  wrote,  that 
one  cannot  bring  one  passage  to  correct 
another,  without  a  high  probability  of  its 
containinfj^  something  in  itself  which  needs 
borrectian.     .     •    •     We   are  certainly 


says,  of  them,  and  from  them,  with  a  con- 
stant recollection  that,  in  his  estimation, 
one  old  manuscript  appears  to  have  been 
about  as  good  as  another. — Maitland, 
Samuel  Roffey,  1849-99,  Essays  on  Sub- 
jects Connected  with  the  Reformation  in 
England,  ed.  Hutton,  pp.  31,  note,  47. 

His  works  have  been  printed  in  27  vols., 
8vo.  .  .  .  and  though  valuable  as 
store  houses  o{  information,  are  of  the 
Dryasdust  order.— Hart,  John  S.,  1872, 
A  Manual  of  English  Literature,  p.  255. 

The  most  famous  antiquary  of  the 
period. — Minto,  Wiluam,  1872-80,  Man- 
ual of  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  403. 

Strype's  lack  of  literary  style,  unskilful 
selection  of  materials,  and  unmethodical 
arrangement  render  his  books  tiresome 
to  the  last  degree.  Even  in  his  own 
day  his  cumbrous  appendixes  caused  him 
to  be  nicknamed  the  ** appendix-monger." 
His  want  of  critical  faculty  led  him  into 
serious  errors,  such  as  the  attribution  of 
Edward  VI  of  the  foundation  of  many 
schools  which  had  existed  long  before 
that  king's  reign.  ...  To  students 
of  the  ecclesiastical  and  political  history 
of  England  in  the  sixteenth  century 
the  vast  accumulations  of  facts  and 
documents  of  which  his  books  consist 
render  them  of  the  utmost  value. — Good- 
win, Gordon,  1898,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  LV,  p,  68. 


d4 


Matthew  Green 

1696-1737 

Matthew  Green  was  born  in  1696,  and  died  in  1737 ;  held  a  position  in  the  Custom 
House ;  and  was  distinguished  as  a  poet  and  wit.  Rewrote  ''The  Grotto,"  and  other 
poems;  but  his  most  noted  production  is  ''The  Spleen,"  whose  cheerful,  thoughtful 
octosyllabics  dealt  with  remedy  for  the  depression  of  spirits  which  was  said  to  have 
its  source  in  the  spleen. — Morley,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  of  English  Literaiurej 
ed.  Tyler,  p.  546. 


PERSONAL 

We  find  that  he  had  obtained  a  place  in 
the  Custom  house,  the  duties  of  which  he 
is  said  to  have  discharged  with  great  dili- 
gence and  fidelity.  It  is  further  attested, 
that  he  was  a  man  of  great  probity  and 
sweetness  of  disposition,  and  that  his 
conversation  abounded  with  wit,  but  of 
the  most  inoffensive  kind.  He  seems  to 
have  been  subject  to  low  spirits,  as  a  relief 
from  which  he  composed  his  principal 
poem,  "The  Spleen."— Aikin,  John, 
1820,  Select  Works  of  Oie  British  Poets. 

THE  SPLEEN 
1787 

His  poem,  "The  Spleen,"  was  never 
published  during  his  lifetime.  Glover, 
his  warm  friend,  presented  it  to  the  world 
after  his  death;  and  it  is  much  to  be 
regretted,  did  not  prefix  any  account  of 
its  interesting  author.  It  was  originally 
a  very  short  copy  of  verses,  and  was 
gradually  and  piecemeal  increased.  Pope 
speedily  noticed  its  merit,  Melmoth  praised 
its  strong  originality  in  Fitzosbome's  Let- 
ters, and  Gray  duly  commended  it  in  his 
correspondence  with  Walpole,  when  it 
appeared  in  Dodsley's  collection.  In  that 
walk  of  poetry,  where  Fancy  aspires  no 
further  than  to  go  hand  in  hand  with 
common  sense,  its  merit  is  certainly  un- 
rivalled. —  Campbell,  Thomas,  1819, 
Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

Such  is  this  singular  poem  on  the 
*' Spleen,"  which  few  persons,  it  is  imag- 
ined, will  once  read,  without  frequent 
re-perusals,  every  one  of  which  will  be 
repaid  by  new  discoveries  of  uncommon 
and  ingenious  turns  of  thought.  It  pos- 
sesses that  undoubted  mark  of  excellence, 
the  faculty  of  impressing  the  memory 
with  many  of  its  strong  sentiments  and 
original  images :  and  perhaps  not  more  lines 
of  "Hudibras"  itself  have  been  retained  by 
its  admirers,  than  of  this  poem. — Aikin, 
John,  1820,  An  Essay  on  the  Poems  of 
Green. 


Something  of  the  quaker  may  be  observ- 
able in  the  stiffness  of  his  versification, 
and  its  excessive  endeavors  to  be  succinct. 
His  style  has  also  the  fault  of  beng  occa- 
sionally obscure ;  and  his  wit  is  sometimes 
more  labored  than  finished.  But  all  that 
he  says  is  worth  attending  to.  His 
thoughts  are  the  result  of  his  own  feeling 
and  experience ;  his  opinions  rational  and 
cheerful,  if  not  very  lofty ;  his  warnings 
against  meddling  with  superhuman  mys- 
teries admirable;  and  he  is  remarkable 
for  the  brevity  and  originality  of  his 
similes.  He  is  of  the  school  of  Butler ; 
and  it  may  be  affirmed  of  him  as  a  rare 
honor,  that  no  man  since  Butler  has  put 
so  much  wit  and  reflection  into  the  same 
compass  of  lines. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1846, 
Wit  and  Humor,  p.  242. 

"The  Spleen^"  a  reflective  effusion  in 
octosyllabic  verse,  is  somewhat  striking 
from  an  air  of  originality  in  the  vein  of 
thought,  and  from  the  labored  concentra- 
tion and  epigrammatic  point  of  the  lan- 
guage; but,  although  it  was  much  cried 
up  when  it  first  appeared,  and  the  lauda- 
tion has  continued  to  be  duly  echoed  by 
succeeding  formal  criticism,  it  may  be 
doubted  if  many  readers  could  now  make 
their  way  through  it  without  considerable 
fatigue,  or  if  it  be  much  read  in  fact  at 
all.  With  all  its  ingenious  or  energetic 
rhetorical  posture-making,  it  has  nearly 
as  little  real  play  of  fancy  as  charm  of 
numbers,  and  may  be  most  properly  char- 
acterized as  a  piece  of  bastard  or  per- 
verted Hudibrastic, — an  imitation  of  the 
manner  of  Butler  to  the  very  dance  of  his 
verse,  only  without  the  comedy, — the 
same  antics,  only  solemnized  or  made  to 
carry  a  moral  and  serious  meaning. — 
Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendicms 
History  of  English  Literature  and  (f  the 
English  Language,  vol,  ii,  p.  275. 

Green  suffered  really  or  poetically  from 
the  fashionable  eighteenth-century  dis- 
order which  Pope  has  so  well  described  in 
"The  Rape  of  the  Lock,"  and  in  this 
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*' motley  piece/'  as  he  calls  it,  he  sets 
forth  the  various  expedients  which  he 
employed  to  evade  his  enemy.  Taken 
altogether,  his  precepts  constitute  a  code 
of  philosophy  not  unlike  that  advocated 
in  more  than  one  of  the  Odes  of  Horace. 
To  observe  the  religion  of  the  body;  to 
cultivate  cheerfulness  and  calm ;  to  keep 
a  middle  course,  and  possess  his  soul  in 
quiet ;  content,  as  regards  the  future,  to 
ignore  what  Heaven  withholds, — such  are 
the  chief  features  of  his  plan.  But,  in 
developing  his  principles  he  takes  occasion 
to  deal  many  a  side-long  stroke  at  imper- 
fect humanity,  and  not  always  at  those 
things  only  which  are  opposed  to  his 
theorv  of  conduct.  Female  education,  fac- 
tion, law,  religious  sects,  reform,  specu- 
lation, place-hunting,  poetry,  ambition, — 
all  these  are  briefly  touched  and  seldom 
left  unmarked  by  some  quivering  shaft  of 
ridicule.  Towards  the  end  of  the  poem 
comes  an  ideal  picture  of  rural  retire- 
ment, which  may  be  compared  with  the 
joint  version  by  Pope  and  Swift  of  Horace's 
sixth  satire  in  the  second  book ;  and  the 
whole  closes  with  the  writer's  views  upon 
immorality  and  a  summary  of  his  practice. 
Regarded  as  a  whole,  we  can  recall  few 
discursive  poems  which  contain  so  much 
compact  expression  and  witty  illustra- 
tion. The  author  was  evidently  shrewd 
and  observant,  and  unusually  gifted  in 
the  detection  of  grotesque  aspects  and 
remote  afl^nities.—DoBSON,  Austin,  1880, 
English  PoeUy  ed.  Ward,  vol.  in,  p.  195. 

He  is  remembered  by  his  poem  of  **The 
Spleen;"  less  known  than  it  deserves  to 
be  to  modem  readers.  It  contains  less 
than  nine  hundred  lines ;  is  full  of  happy 
expressions,  and  evidently  the  production 
of  a  profound,  original,  and  independent 
thinker. — Sargent,  Epes,  1880-81,  Harp- 
efs  Cyclop(Bdia  of  British  and  American 
Poetry,  p,  154. 

It  was  one  of  the  most  original  works  of 
the  day ;  and  I  am  not  sure  that  anything 
80  good,  of  the  same  kind,  is  to  be  found 
in  our  later  literature.  There  is  some- 
thing of  the  humour  of  Butler  in' its  fluent 
and  yet  vigorous  octosyllabic  couplets; 
but  the  ch^acter  of  the  thought  and  its 
mode  of  expression  are  Green's  own. 
He  was  almost  Pope's  equal  in  the  art  of 
packing  a  thought  into  terse  and  pithy 
phrases. — ^Adams,  W.  H.  Davenport, 
1886,  Good  Queen  Anne,  vol.  ii,  p.  351. 


In  style  and  temper  he  was  astonish- 
ingly like  his  French  contemporary,  J.  B. 
L.  Cresset  (1709-1777),  whose  poems, 
first  printed  in  1734,  it  is  needless  to  say 
Green  had  never  heard  of.  He  is  a  master 
of  refined  philosophic  wit  and  gentle  per- 
siflage; his  delicate  raillery  is  without 
the  least  element  of  rancour ;  he  addresses 
a  little  circle  of  private  friends,  and  is 
charming  because  so  easy,  natural,  and 
sincere.  .  .  .  It  calls  forth  the  read- 
er's surprise  to  note  how  wide  a  range 
of  reflection  Green's  little  poem  moves 
across,  yet  whatever  his  witty  muse 
touches  she  adorns.  The  originality  of 
Matthew  Green,  the  fact  that  he  never 
wastes  a  line  by  repeating  a  commonplace, 
together  with  his  fine  cheerfulness  as  of 
a  Jabez,  desiring  neither  poverty  nor 
riches,  makes  us  regret  that  he  left  so 
little  behind  him,  and  so  narrowly  escaped 
the  poppy  of  oblivion. — GossE,  Edmund, 
1888,  A  History  of  EighteenUi  Century 
Literature,  pp.  216,  217. 

The  ''Spleen,"  written  in  Swift's 
favourite  octosyllabic  metre,  is  one  of 
the  best  poems  of  its  class. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1890,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy, vol.  xxiii,  p.  51. 

GENERAL 

All  there  is  of  M.  Green  here,  has  been 
printed  before;  there  is  a  profusion  of 
wit  everywhere;  reading  would  have 
formed  his  judgment,  and  harmonised  his 
verse,  for  even  his  wood-notes  often  break 
out  into  strains  of  real  poetry  and  music. 
— Gray,  Thomas,  1751,  Letter  to  Horace 
Walpole. 

We  incline  to  think  that  if  it  be  not, 
as  a  whole,  a  poem,  it  sparkles,  at  least, 
with  some  genuine  poetry.  We  are  far 
from  wishing  to  exalt  Green  to  the  top- 
most summits  of  Parnassus,  but  surely  the 
critic  who  praised  Blackmore,  and  Pitt, 
and  *'Rag  Smith"  might  have  spared  a 
word  and  a  smile  for  tha  many  poetical 
and  brilliant  thoughts  to  be  found  in  the 
** Spleen."  Green's  chief  power,  how- 
ever, lay  not  in  imagination,  nor  perhaps 
even  in  art,  so  much  as  in  keen,  strong 
sense,  which  he  has  the  power,  too,  of 
shaping  into  the  most  condensed  couplets 
and  sharp-edged  lines.  .  .  .  Pope, 
when  he  read  the  ** Spleen,"  said  ** there 
was  a  great  deal  of  originality  in  it." 
There  are,  here  and  there,  indeed,  traces 
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of  resemblance  to  ''Hadibras"  and  to 
''Alma,''  but  on  the  whole,  Green  has  a 
brain,  an  eye,  and  a  tongue  of  his  own — 
a  brain  piercing  if  not  profound — an  eye 
clear  if  not  comprehensive — and  an  utter- 
ance terse  and  vigorous,  if  not  grand  and 
lyrical.— GiLPiLLAN,  George,  1858,  ed., 


The  Poetical  Works  (f  Armstrong^  Dyer 
and  Green,  pp,  236,  237,  238. 

A  poet  of  whimsical  and  dainty  vein, 
who  wrote  with  great  sprightliness  of 
humor  and  lightness  of  touch. — Minto, 
William,  1894,  The  Literature  (f  the 
Georgian  Era,  ed.  Knight,  p.  129. 


Elizabeth  Bowe 

1674-1737 

Miscellaneous  writer,  was  the  daughter  of  a  dissenting  minister  at  Dchester,  where 
she  was  bom  in  1674.  She  was  married  to  Thomas  Rowe,  a  young  litterateur,  who 
lived  a  few  years  after ;  upon  which  she  retired  to  Frome,  where  she  resided  for  the 
remainder  of  her  life.  Her  principal  works  are,  ''Friendship  in  Death,"  "Letters, 
Morals  and  Entertaining,"  and  "Devout  Exercises  of  the  Heart."  Died,  1737. — 
Gates,  William  L.  R.,  1867,  ed,,  A  Dictionary  of  General  Biography,  p.  975. 


PERSONAL 

She  had  the  happiest  command  over  her 
passions,  and  maintained  a  constant  calm- 
ness of  temper,  and  sweetness  of  disposi- 
tion, that  could  not  be  ruffled  by  adverse 
accidents.  She  was  in  the  utmost  degree 
an  enemy  to  ill-natured  satire  and  detrac- 
tion ;  she  was  as  much  unacquainted  with 
envy,  as  if  it  had  been  impossible  for  so 
base  a  passion  to  enter  into  the  human 
mind.  She  had  few  equals  in  conversa- 
tion ;  her  wit  was  lively,  and  she  expressed 
her  thoughts  in  the  most  beautiful  and 
flowing  eloquence. — Gibber,  Theophilus, 
1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  iv,  p.  340. 

This  highly  accomplished  woman  had  a 
great  share  of  all  the  personal  charms 
that  awaken  love,  as  she  had  all  the  vir- 
tues to  rivet  it.  Her  stature  was  of  the 
true  standard ;  her  hair  of  the  most  pleas- 
ing colour ;  and  her  eyes  were  inclined  to 
blue,  and  full  of  fire :  her  complexion  was 
fair,  and  often  suffused  by  a  modest  blush ; 
her  voice  was  soft,  as  her  manners  were 
gentle :  in  short,  she  was  all  that  man  can 
form  an  idea  of  excellence  and  beauty. — 
Noble,  Mark,  1806,  A  Biographical  His- 
tory of  England,  vol.  ui,  p.  310. 

She  made  it  her  duty  to  soften  the 
anxieties,  and  heighten  all  the  satisfac- 
tions, of  his  life.  Her  capacity  for 
superior  things  did  not  tempt  her  to 
neglect  the  less  honourable  cares  which 
the  laws  of  custom  and  decency  impose 
on  the  female  sex,  in  the  connubial  state ; 
and  much  less  was  she  led  by  a  sense  of 
her  own  merit,  to  assume  anything  to  her- 
self inconsistent  with  that  duty  and  sub- 
mission which  the  precepts  of  Christian 


piety  so  expressly  enjoin. — Hale,  Sarah 
JosEPHA,  1852,  Woman's  Record,  p.  493. 

GENERAL 

Let  all  my  pow'rs,  with  awe  profound. 
While  Philomela  sings. 
Attend  the  rapture  of  the  sound, 
And  my  devotion  rise  on  her  senH[)hio  wings. 

—Watts,  Isaac,  1706,   To  Mrs.  Eliza- 
beth  Singer. 

I  have  just  finished  Mrs  Rowe's  **  Let- 
ters from  the  Dead  to  the  Living" — and 
moral  and  entertaining, — I  had  heard  a 
great  deal  of  them  before  I  saw  them, 
and  am  sorry  to  tell  you  I  was  much  dis- 
appointed with  them:  they  are  so  very 
enthusiastick,  that  the  religion  she 
preaches  rather  disgusts  and  cloys  than 
charms  and  elevates — and  so  romantick, 
that  every  word  betrays  improbability, 
instead  of  disguising  fiction,  and  displays 
the  Author,  instead  of  human  nature. — 
BuRNEY,  Frances,  1768,  Early  Diary,  ed. 
Ellis,  vol.  I,  p.  8. 

Her  strongest  bent  was  to  poetry.  So 
prevalent  wad  her  genius  this  way,  that 
her  very  prose  hath  all  the  charms  of 
verse  without  the  fetters ;  the  same  fire 
and  elevation,  the  same  bright  images, 
bold  figures,  and  rich  and  flowing  diction. 
She  could  hardly  write  a  single  letter  but 
it  bore  the  stamp  of  the  poet. — Burder, 
Samuel,  1815-34,  Memoirs  of  Eminently 
Pious  Womjen,  p.  222. 

In  the  year  1736,  Mrs.  Rowe  published 
her  poem,  called  *  *The  History  of  Joseph, " 
to  which,  at  the  urgent  request  of  her 
friend  Lady  Hertford,  she  afterwards 
wrote  a  sequel,  in  two  books,  which  was 
published  early    in  1737.     In  this  poem 
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there  is  a  larger  accumalation  of  histori- 
cal knowledge  than  in  all  her  other  compo- 
sitions put  together.  Having  a  natural 
faculty  for  narration,  she  has  not  only 
told  the  story  fluently,  in  easy  couplets  of 
heroic  verse,  but  also  introduced  so  many 
apt  illustrations  and  entertaining  episodes 
as  to  make  the  eight  first  books  pleasant 
reading.  The  ninth  and  tenth  are  of 
inferior  merit,  presenting  merely  a 
rhymed  repetition  of  Scripture  facts,  and, 
consequently,  a  depreciating  recital.  .  .  . 
Her  style,  both  in  prose  and  verse,  was 
formed  on  that  of  Addison,  preserving 
much  of  the  elegance  of  her  model,  with 
still  greater  ease,  copiousness  and  luxuri- 
ance. She  wrote  with  facility,  and 
delighted  in  the  act ;  but  she  was  not  a  fas- 
tidious critic,  and  loathed  the  toil  of 
revision.  Her  translations  from  the  Ital- 
ian of  Tasso,  Guarini,  and  Rolli  and  from 
the  French  of  Racine,  are  respectable.  She 
is  never  at  a  loss  for  words,  and  although 
her  mind  calls  for  no  exact  definitions  or 
fine  gradations  of  meaning,  she  strikes  off 
the  general  sense  of  things  successfully. 
.  .  .  Her  hymns  want  conciseness. 
—WiLUABis,  Jane,  1861,  The  Literary 
Women  qf  England,  pp.  166, 168,  169. 


Mrs.  Rowe's  most  popular  literary  com- 
positions took  an  epistolary  form,  which 
she  employed  with  much  skill.  In  1728 
she  published  ''Friendship  in  Death,  in 
twenty  Letters  from  the  Dead  to  the 
Living"  (3rd  edit.  1733,  5th  edit.  1738, 
and  many  other  editions  until  1816). 
Here  she  gave  a  curiously  realistic  expres- 
sion to  her  faith  in  the  soul's  immortality. 
'^ Thoughts  on  Death,"  translated  from 
the  Moral  Essays  of  "Messieurs  de  Port 
Royal,"  was  appended.  A  second  episto- 
lary venture,  **  Letters  Moral  and  Enter- 
taining" (pt.  i.  1729,  pt.  ii.  1731,  and 
pt.  iii.  1733),  was  undertaken  with  the 
pious  intention  of  exciting  religious  sen- 
timent in  the  careless  and  dissipated. 
But  the  frankess  with  which  Mrs.  Rowe's 
imaginary  characters  acquaint  each  other 
with  their  profane  experiences  lends  her 
volumes  some  secular  interest.  Dr.  John- 
son, while  commending  Mrs.  Rowe's 
"brightness  of  imagery"  and  "purity  of 
sentiment"  in  this  work,  describes  the 
author  as  the  earliest  English  writer  to 
employ  with  success  "the  ornaments  of 
romance  in  the  decoration  of  religion." 
— Lee,  Sidney,  1897,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xux,  p.  339. 
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John 

1659-1738 

John  Asgill,  an  eccentric  writer,  bom  at  Hanley  Castle,  Worcestershire,  in  1659, 
was  called  to  the  bar  in  1692.  Having  got  into  diflSculties,  he  sailed  in  1699  for 
Ireland,  where  an  act  for  the  resumption  of  forfeited  estates  promised  plenty  of  law- 
suits. His  talents  gained  him  a  lucrative  practice ;  and  in  1703  he  obtained  a  seat  in 
the  Irish  parliament.  Three  years  before,  however,  he  had  published  a  paradoxical 
pamphlet,  bepraised  by  Coleridge,  to  prove  that  by  the  rules  of  English  law  the 
redeemed  need  not  die.  Much  to  his  own  surprise,  the  Irish  parliament  voted  this  a 
blasphemous  libel,  and  expelled  its  author  from  the  House.  In  1705  he  returned  to 
England,  and  entered  the  English  parliament  as  member  for  Bramber,  in  Sussex. 
Bnt  the  fame  of  his  unlucky  pamphlet  haunted  him ;  for  the  English  House  condemned 
it  to  be  burned  by  the  common  hangman,  and  expelled  Asgill  in  1707.  At  last  he 
found  peace  in  the  King's  Bench  and  the  Fleet,  where  he  died  in  November  1738. — 
Patrick  and  Groome,  ^.,  1897,  Chamberffs  Biographical  Dictionary ,  p.  46. 

GENERAL 

Kay,  there's  a  wit  has  found,  as  I  am  told, 
Kew  ways  to  heaven,  despairing  of  the  old. 
He  swears  he'll  spoil  the  clerk  and  sexton's 

trade: 
BeDs  shall  no  more  be  rang,  nor  graves  be 

made. 
The  hearse  and  six  no  longer  be  in  fashion, 
Sinoe  all  the  fidthfol  may  expect  translation. 
What  think  yoa  of  the  project?    I'm  for 

trying. 

m  lay  aside  these  foolish  thoughts  of  dying, 


Preserve  my  youth  and  vigour  for  the  stage, 
And  be  translated  in  a  good  old  age. 

— RowE,  Nicholas,  1700,  The  Ambitious 
Stepmother^  Epilogue. 

Asgill  was  an  extraordinary  man,  and 
his  pamphlet  is  invaluable.  He  undertook 
to  prove  that  man  is  literally  immortal ; 
or  rather,  that  any  given  living  man  might 
probably  never  die.  He  complains  of  the 
cowardly  practice  of  dying.  He  was 
expelled  from  two  Houses  of  Commons  for 
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blasphemy  and  atheism,  as  was  pretended ; 
I  really  suspect  because  he  was  a  staunch 
Hanoveri^.  I  expected  to  find  the  ravings 
of  an  enthusiast,  or  the  sullen  snarlings 
of  an  infidel;  whereas  I  found  the  very 
soul  of  Swift — an  intense  half  self- 
deceived  humorism.  I  scarcely  remember 
elsewhere  such  uncommon  skill  in  logic, 
such  lawyer-like  acuteness,  and  yet  such 
a  grasp  of  common  sense.  Each  of  his 
paragraphs  is  in  itself  a  whole,  and  yet  a 
link  between  the  preceding  and  following; 
so  that  the  entire  series  forms  one  argu- 
ment, and  yet  each  is  a  diamond  in  itself. 
— Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1831, 
Table  Talk,  July  30. 

If  it  be  true  that  he  nearly  attained  the 
age  of  an  hundred  (as  one  statement  rep- 
resents), and  with  these  happy  faculties 
unimpaired,  he  may  have  been  tempted  to 
imagine  that  he  was  giving  the  best  and 
only  convincing  proof  of  his  own  argu- 
ment. Death  undeceived  him,  and  Time 
has  done  him  justice  at  last.  For  though 
it  stands  recorded  that  he  was  expelled 
the  House  of  Commons  as  being  the 
Author  of  a  Book  in  which  are  contained 
many  profane  and  blaspheous  expressions, 
highly  reflecting  upon  the  Christian  Reli- 
gion !  nothing  can  be  more  certain  than 
that  this  censure  was  undeserved,  and 
that  his  expulsion  upon  that  ground  was  as 
indefensible  as  it  would  have  been  becom- 
ing, if,  in  pursuance  of  the  real  motives 
by  which  the  House  was  actuated,  an  Act 
had  been  passed  disqualifying  from  that 
time  forward  any  person  in  a  state  of 
insolvency  from  taking  or  retaining  a  seat 
there.  In  the  year  1760  I  find  him  men- 
tioned as  ''the  celebrated  gentleman  com- 
monly called  Translated  Asgill."  His 
name  is  now  seen  only  in  catalogues,  and 
his  history  known  only  to  the  curious.— 
Southey,  Robert,  1834-47,  The  Doctor, 
ed.  Warier,  ch.  clxxiii,  p.  456. 

On  the  whole,  Asgill  does  not  deserve 
to  be  forgotten.  His  noble  crochets, 
quaint  puzzling  paradoxes,  and  vivid 
faith ;  his  wonderful  luck  and  sang-froid, 
his  absolute  sincerity,  his  inability  to 
bend  to  a  compromise  his  utter  absence 
of  worldly-mindedness,  and  his  remarka- 
ble logical  dexterity — these  shadow  him 
forth  as  a  distinctive  figure — that  of  a 
man  we  feel  we  should  like  to  become 
better  acquainted  with.  He  is  a  strange 
compound  in  creed  of  what  we  should  now 


style  Swedenborgianism  and  of  views  held 
by  those  whom  we  should  to-day  call 
advanced  Christians.  To  the  latter  sec- 
tion of  thought  would  belong  his  faith  in 
the  Christian  scheme  only  on  the  basis  of 
its  universality.  With  the  former  system 
he  has  much  in  common.  .  .  .  What 
appears  to  have  greatly  offended  the  ortho- 
dox of  Asgill's  day  is  a  certain  jocularity 
of  expression  that  is  evidently  natural  to 
him.  But  the  seriousness  at  the  root  of 
his  nature  is  thorough,  beyond  a.  doubt; 
indeed,  he  gives  us  the  impression  of  hav- 
ing a  faith  much  like  William  Blake's — so 
much  a  part  of  his  nature,  and  so  deeply 
rooted  within  it,  that  he  was  comewhat 
careless  as  to  the  form  into  which  he  cast 
it— <!00K,  Keningale,  1871,  John  AsgiU, 
Frazer's  Magazine,  n.  «.,  vol  4,  p.  165. 

Asgill's  seriousness  in  the  pamphlet  on 
death  was  doubted  at  the  time.  A  German 
traveller  in  1710  (Offenbach's  "Merk- 
wiirdige  Reisen,"  ii.  200)  gives  a  report 
that  it  was  written  in  answer  to  a  lady's 
challenge  to  show  his  skill  in  maintaining 
paradoxes.  The  book  itself  indicates  no 
want  of  sincerity,  though  some  ludicrous 
phrases  were  very  unfairly  wrested  by  the 
conunittee  of  the  English  House  of  Com- 
mons to  colour  the  charge  of  blasphemy. 
It  interprets  the  relations  between  God 
and  man  by  the  technical  rules  of  English 
law.  Death  being  the  penalty  imposed  by 
Adam's  sin,  and  Christ  having  satisfied 
the  law,  death  could  no  longer  be  legally 
inflicted,  and  all  who  claim  their  rights 
will  be  exempt.  Asgill  professes  that, 
having  claimed  his  discharge,  he  expects 
''to  make  his  exit  by  way  of  translation." 
The  book  is  written  in  pithy  detached 
sentences.  Coleridge  declares  that  there 
is  no ''genuine  Saxon  English"  finer  than 
Asgill's ;  thinks  his  irony  often  finer  than 
Swift's;  and  calls  him  "a  consummate 
artist  in  the  statement  of  his  case. ' '  The 
praise  seems  excessive,  though  not  ground- 
less ;  but  we  may  accept  Coleridge's  con- 
clusion that  Asgill  was  a  humorist  who 
did  not  himself  know  how  far  he  was  seri- 
ous. Full  extracts  may  be  found  in 
Southey 's  ''Doctor."  in  recent  years 
Asgill  found  a  disciple  in  a  Mr.  Tresham 
Gregg,  an  Irish  clergyman,  who  repub- 
lished the  pamphlet  with  some  introduc- 
tory notes. — Stephen,  Leslie,  1885,  Dic- 
tionary of  National  Biography,  vol.  n,  p. 
160. 
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George  LiUo 

1693-1739     • 

Born,  in  London,  4  Feb.  1693.  Assisted  his  father  in  jewellery  business.  Play 
"Silvia"  produced  at  Drury  Lane,  10  Nov.  1730;  "The  Merchant"  (afterwards  called : 
"The  London  Merchant,  or  the  History  of  George  Barnwell"),  Drury  Lane,  22  June 
1731;  "Britannia,  or  the  Royal  Lovers, "  Covent  Garden,  11  Feb.  1734;  "The Chris- 
tian Hero,"  Drury  Lane,  13  Jan.  1735;  "Fatal  Curiosity,"  Haymarket,  1736; 
"Marina"  (adapted  from  "Pericles"),  Covent  Garden,  1  Aug.  1738;  "Elmerick," 
posthumously  produced,  Drury  Lane,  23  Feb.  1740;  adaptation  of  "Arden  of  Faver- 
sham,"  posthumously  produced,  Drury  Lane,  19  July  1759.  Died,  in  London,  3  Sept. 
1739.  Buried  in  St.  Leonard's,  Shoreditch.  Works:  "Silvia''  (anon.),  1731;  "The 
London  Merchant,"  1731  (2nd  edn.  same  year);  "The  Christian  Hero,"  1735; 
*  *  Fatal  Curiosity, ' '  1737 ;  ' '  Marina, ' '  1738.  Posthumous :  *  *  Britannia  and  Batavia, ' ' 
1740;  "Elmerick,"  1740;  "Arden  of  Faversham"  (adapted),  1762.  Chlketed  Works: 
ed.  by  T.  Davies,  with  memoir  (2  vols.),  1775.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A 
Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  169. 


PERSONAL 

He  had  a  perfect  knowledge  of  human 
nature,  though  his  contempt  of  all  base 
means  of  application,  which  are  the  neces- 
sary steps  to  great  acquaintance, 
restrained  his  conversation  within  very 
narrow  bounds.  He  had  the  spirit  of  an 
old  Roman,  joined  to  a  primitive  Christian. 
He  was  content  with  his  little  state  of 
life,  in  which  his  excellent  temper  of 
mind  gave  him  an  happiness  beyond  the 
power  of  riches ;  and  it  was  necessary  for 
his  friends  to  have  a  sharp  insight  into 
his  want  of  their  services,  as  well  as  good 
inclination,  and  abilities,  to  serve  him. 
In  short,  he  was  one  of  the  best  of  men, 
and  those  who  knew  him  best,  will  most 
regret  his  loss. — Fielding,  Henry,  1740, 
This  Champion, 

As  a  man  he  was  honourable  and  just 
in  all  the  relations  of  life.  Like  Richard- 
son, ''he  kept  his  shop,  and  his  shop  kept 
him."  His  disposition  was  genial,  kind, 
and  social ;  and.  though  prudent  and  cor- 
rect himself,  he  could  tolerate  error  in 
others,  and  render  assistance  to  those  who 
too  often  neglected  to  assist  themselves. 
—Lawrence,  Frederick,  1855,  The  Life 
cf  Henry  Melding,  p.  132. 

It  was  at  the  rehersals  for  the  original 
production  of  "Fatal  Curiosity"  at  the 
Haymarket  that  Lillo's  future  editor  and 
biographer,  "Tom  Davies,"  who  was  cast 
for  the  part  of  Young  Wilmot,  made  the 
acquaintance  of  the  author.  He  describes 
Lillo  as  plain  and  simple  in  his  address, 
and  at  the  same  time  modest,  affable,  and 
engaging  in  conversation.  Elsewhere  he 
states  him  to  have  been  in  person  lusty, 
but  not  tall,  and  of  a  pleasing  aspect, 


though  deprived  of  the  sight  of  one  eye. 
—Ward,  Adolphus  Wiluam,  1893,  Die- 
tionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  xxxm, 
;?.254. 

GEORGE  :BARNWELL 
1781 

A  tragedy  which  has  been  acted  thirty- 
nine  times  consecutively  at  Drury  Lane, 
amidst  unflagging  applause  fr^a  conl 
stantly  crowded  house;  which  has  met 
with  similar  success  wherever  it  has  been 
performed;  which  has  been  printed  and 
published  to  the  number  of  many  thousand 
copies,  and  is  read  with  no  less  interest 
and  pleasure  than  it  is  witnessed  upon  the 
stage — a  tragedy  which  has  called  forth 
so  many  marks  of  approbation  and  esteem 
must  occasion  in  those  who  hear  it  spoken 
of  one  or  other  of  two  thoughts :  either 
that  it  is  one  of  those  master-pieces  the 
perfect  beauty  of  which  is  perceived  by 
all ;  or  that  it  is  so  well  adapted  to  the 
particular  taste  of  the  nation  which  thus 
delights  in  it  that  it  may  be  considered 
as  a  certain  indication  of  the  present 
state  of  that  nation's  taste. — Provost, 
ABBfi,  1740,  Le  Pour  et  Ckmtre,  DoL  iii, 
p.  337. 

Avaunt,  ye  small  wits,  whose  quality  is 
not  so  much  delicacy  as  subtlety  and  fri- 
volity; ye  thankless,  hardened  hearts, 
wrecked  by  excess  and  overmuch  think- 
ing !  You  are  not  made  for  the  sweetness 
of  shedding  tears !— Clement  de  Gen&ve, 
1748,  tr.,  Le  Marchand  de  Londres. 

As  this  was  almost  a  new  species  of 
tragedy,  wrote  on  a  very  uncommon  sub- 
ject, he  rather  chose  it  should  take  its 
fate  in  the  summer,  than  run  among  the 
more  hazardous  fate  of  encountering  the 
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winter  criticks.  The  old  ballad  of 
"George  Barnwell"  (on  which  the  story 
was  founded)  was  on  this  occasion 
reprinted,  and  many  thousands  sold  in 
one  day.  Many  gaily-disposed  spirits 
brought  the  ballad  with  them  to  the  play, 
intending  to  make  their  pleasant  remarks 
(as  some  afterwards  owned)  and  ludicrous 
comparisons  between  the  antient  ditty 
and  the  modem  drama.  But  the  play 
was  very  carefully  got  up,  and  universally 
allowed  to  be  well  performed.  The  piece 
was  thought  to  be  well  conducted,  and  the 
subject  well  managed,  and  the  diction 
proper  and  natural ;  never  low,  and  very 
rarely  swelling  above  the  characters  that 
spoke.  Mr.  Pope,  among  other  persons 
distinguished  by  their  raiSc,  or  particular 
publick  merit,  had  the  curiosity  to  attend 
the  performance,  and  commended  the 
actors,  and  the  author ;  and  remarked,  if  the 
latter  had  erred  through  the  whole  play,  it 
was  only  in  a  few  places,  where  he  had 
unawares  led  himself  into  a  poetical  luxu- 
riancy,  affecting  to  be  too  elevated  for 
the  simplicity  of  the  subject.  But  the 
play,  in  general,  spoke  so  much  to  the 
heart,  that  the  gay  persons  before  men- 
tioned confessed,  they  were  drawn  in  to 
drop  their  ballads,  and  pull  out  their 
handkerchiefs.  It  met  with  uncommon 
success;  for  it  was  acted  above  twenty 
times  in  the  summer  season  to  great 
audiences;  was  frequently  bespoke  by 
some  eminent  merchants  and  citizens, 
who  much  approved  its  moral  tendency : 
and,  in  the  winter  following,  was  acted 
often  to  crowded  houses:  And  all  the 
royal  family,  at  several  different  times, 
honoured  it  with  their  appearance.  It 
gained  reputation,  and  brought  money  to 
the  poet,  the  managers,  and  the  perform- 
ers.— Gibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  lAves 
of  the  PoetSy  vol  v,  p.  339. 

An  admirable  piece  of  work,  with  a 
moral  which  goes  more  straight  to  the 
point  than  that  of  any  French  play  I 
am  acquainted  with. —  Rousseau,  Jean- 
Jacques,  1781,  Lettre  tar  ks  gpedacles, 
note. 

On  the  first  night  of  representation,  the 
greatest  part  of  the  audience  assembled  to 
laugh,  and  brought  with  them  the  old 
ballad  on  the  subject,  as  a  token  of  ridi- 
cule; but,  as  the  play  proceeded,  they 
became  attentive,  then  interested,  and,  at 
length,  threw  down    the  ancient   ditty. 


and  drew  forth  their  handkerchiefs. — 
Inchbald,  Mrs.  Elizabeth,  180&-9,  The 
British  Theatre^  vol.  V. 

''The  Merchant  of  London"  is  remark- 
able from  having  been  praised  by  Diderot 
and  Lessing,  as  a  model  deserving  of  imi- 
tation. This  error  could  only  have 
escaped  from  Lessing,  in  the  keenness  of 
his  hostility  to  the  French  conventional 
tone.  For  in  reality,  we  must  perpetually 
bear  in  mind  the  honest  views  of  Lillo, 
to  prevent  us  from  finding  "The  Merchant 
of  London"  as  laughable  as  it  is  certainly 
trival.  Whoever  possesses  so  little 
knowledge  of  the  world  and  of  men  ought 
not  to  set  up  for  a  public  lecturer  on 
morals.  We  might  draw  a  very  different 
conclusion  from  this  piece,  from  that 
which  the  author  had  in  view,  namely, 
that  we  ought  to  make  young  people  early 
acquainted  with  prostitutes,  to  prevent 
them  from  entertaining  a  violent  passion, 
and  being  at  last  led  to  steal  and  murder, 
for  the  first  wretch  who  spreads  her 
snares  for  them,  (which  they  cannot  pos- 
sibly avoid).  Besides,  I  cannot  approve 
of  making  gallows  first  visible  in  the  last 
scene ;  such  a  piece  ought  always  to  be 
acted  with  a  place  of  execution  in  the 
background.  With  respect  to  the  edifi- 
cation to  be  drawn  from  a  drama  of  this 
kind,  I  should  prefer  the  histories  of  male- 
factors, which  are  usually  printed  in 
England  at  executions;  they  contain,  at 
least,  real  facts,  instead  of  awkward  fic- 
tions.—Schlegel,  Augustus  William, 
1809,  Lectures  on  Dramatic  Art  and  Liter- 
ature^  tr.  Black,  Lecture  xiii. 

Lillo's  domestic  tragedies  were  what 
she  most  admired;  for  "My  lady  used  to 
declare,"  said  the  old  servant  so  often 
quoted,  "that  whoever  did  not  cry  at 
George  Barnwell  must  deserve  to  be 
hanged.  "—Stuart,  Lady  Louisa,  1837, 
The  Letters  and  Works  of  Lady  Mary 
WortUy  MontagUy  ed.  Lord  Whamdiffe, 
Introductory  Anecdotes^  vol,  i,  p-  110. 

It  marks  in  the  history  of  the  stage  the 
same  change  which  Richardson  introduced 
into  the  novel.  Yet  the  comparison  must 
not  be  carried  too  far;  they  agree  in 
the  most  devoted  respect  for  morality, 
but  in  art  poor  Lillo  is  the  merest  bungler, 
and  by  the  side  of  Richardson  he  makes 
but  a  poor  show.— Perry,  Thomas  Ser- 
geant, 1883,  English  Literature  in  the 
EKghteenth  Century,  p.  327. 
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(At  the  Theatre  Royal,  Manchester, 
''George  Barnwell"  used  within  a  recent 
date  to  be  annually  performed  on  Shrove 
Tuesday),  "George  Barnwell"  retained 
possession  of  the  English  stage  for  more 
than  a  century,  and  experienced  some 
notable  "revivals."  Among  these  need 
only  be  mentioned  that  at  Covent  Garden 
on  28  Sept.  1796,  when  for  the  sake  of 
her  brother  Charles  Kemble,  who 
appeared  as  the  hero,  Mrs.  Siddons  took 
the  part  of  Millwood,  and  induced  Miss 
Pope  to  act  Lucy  (Genest,  vii.  287-8). 
Its  popularity  is  further  attested  by  vari- 
ous treatments  of  the  same  theme  in 
novel  and  burlesque,  Thackeray's  "George 
de  Barnwell"  being  conspicuous  among 
the  latter. — Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1893,  Dictionary  cf  National  Biography, 
vol.  xxxui,  p.  253. 

Read  again  to-day,  the  "master-piece" 
of  this  remarkable  character  seems  less 
sublime.  It  is  a  melodrama  of  a  decidedly 
sombre  type,  highly  moral,  and  in  parts, 
bat  in  parts  only,  full  of  pathos.  .  .  . 
"Manon"  was  as  yet  unwritten,  and  who 
shall  say  that  Lillo's  play,  which  Provost 
saw  performed  in  London,  and  spoke  of 
with  such  enthusiasm,  did  not  count  for 
something  in  the  creation  of  his  romance? 
However  this  may  be,  there  is  a  touch  of 
the  rogue  about  Des  Grieux,  and  Manon 
is  too  lovable ;  the  lesson  conveyed  is  less 
direct  and  less  tragic.  The  manner  in 
which  the  humble  dissenter  George  Lillo 
determined  to  produce  was  very  different. 
He  aimed  at  producing  a  more  forcible 
impression,  and  wrote,  not  a  dramatic 
work,  but  a  sermon  in  the  form  of  a  play. 
Nevertheless,  crude  as  it  is  from  an  artis- 
tic point  of  view,  this  drama  contains  a 
presage  of  something  great.  .  .  . 
'* George  Barnwell,"  which  in  England 
was  regarded  as  a  common  and  rather 
vulgar  drama  of  some  merit,  produced  on 
the  continent  the  impression  of  a  work  of 
fi^enius,  and  gave  the  theater  a  new  lease 
of  life.  The  Germans  became  as  enthu- 
siastic over  Lillo  as  over  Shakespeare; 
Gottsched  and  Lessing  extolled  him  to  the 
skies,  and  the  latter  imitated  him  in  "Sara 
Sampson. ' '  He  became  one  of  the  classics 
of  the  modem  drama.  Yet,  strange  as  it 
may  seem,  even  to  the  Germans  he 
appeared  too  brutal,  and  Sebastien  Mer- 
cier's  "Jenneval,"  a  modified  but  inferior 
adaption,  was  played   in    preference. — 


Texte,  Joseph,  1895-99,  Jean-Jaeques 
Rousseau  and  the  Cosmopolitan  Spirit  in 
Literature,  tr.  Matthews,  pp.  134,  135, 
138. 

FATAL  CURIOSITY 
1786 

Long  since,  beneath  this  hnmble  roof,  this 

Play, 
Wrought  by  tme  English  Genius  saw  the  day. 
Forth  from  this  hnmble  roof  it  scarce  has 

stray 'd; 
In  prouder  Theatres  'twas  never  play'd. 
There  yon  have  gap'd,  and  doz'd  o'er  many  a 

piece, 
Patched  np  from  France,  or  stoPn  from  Rome 

or  Greece, 
Or  made  of  shreds  from  Shakespeare's  Golden 

Fleece. 
There  Scholars,  simple  nature  cast  aside, 
Haye  trick'd  their  heroes  out  in   Olassiok 

pride; 
No  Scenes,  where  genuine  Passion  nms  to 

waste, 
But  all  hedg'd  in  by  shrubs  of  Modem  Taste. 
Each  Tragedy  laid  out  like  garden  grounds, 
One  circling  gravel  marks  its  narrow  boundis. 
Lillo's  plantations  were  of  Forest  growth — 
Shakespeare's  the   same  —  Great    Nature's 

hand  in  both! 
Give  me  a  tale  the  passions  to  control, 
''Whose  slightest  word  may  harrow  up  the 

soul!" 
A  magick  potion,  of  charm'd  drugs  commixt, 
Where  Pleasure  courts,  and  Horror  comes 

betwixt! 

— CoLMAN,  George,  1782,  Prologue  to 
LiUffs  Fatal  Curiosity,  Works,  vol.  m, 
;?.  233. 

Lillo  had  many  requisites  for  a  trage- 
dian; he  understood,  either  from  innate 
taste,  or  critical  study,  the  advantage  to 
be  derived  from  a  consistent  fable ;  and, 
in  the  tragedy  of  Ihe  ** Fatal  Curiosity," 
he  has  left  the  model  of  a  plot,  in  which, 
without  the  help  of  any  exterior  circum- 
stances, a  train  of  events  operating  upon 
the  characters  of  the  dramatic  persons, 
produce  a  conclusion  at  once  the  most 
dramatic  and  the  most  horrible  that  the 
imagination  can  conceive. — Scott,  Sib 
Walter,  1814-23,  Essay  on  the  Drama. 

On  the  10th  of  February,  Lillo's  most 
horrible  tragedy  of  the  **  Fatal  Curiosity" 
was  brought  out  augmented  by  Mr.  Mac- 
kenzie in  a  style  sufficiently  similar. 
Henderson  and  Mrs.  Stephen  Kemble 
rendered  the  audience  completely  misera- 
ble.— BoADEN,  James,  1825,  Memoirs  of  the 
Life  of  John  Philip  Kemble^  vol.  I,  p.  147. 

That  the  play  is   distinguished  by  a 
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homely,  genuine  pathos,  rarely,  if  ever 
met  with,  in  the  dramatic  efforts  of  the 
age,  will  be  admitted  by  every  reader.  In 
fact,  Lillo  was  to  dramatic,  what  Crabbe, 
half  a  century  later,  was  to  narrative 
poetry.  If  not  a  genuis  of  the  highest 
order,  he  had  strong  and  healthful  sym- 
pathies ;  and  at  a  period  when  profligacy, 
fustain,  and  affectation,  held  possession 
of  the  stage,  it  is  refreshing  to  turn  to 
his  simple  humanity  and  unexceptionable 
morality. — Lawrence,  Frederick,  1855, 
The  Life  qf  Henry  Fielding,  p.  131. 

GENERAL 

Nothwithstanding  the  power  of  Lillo's 
works,  we  entirely  miss  in  them  that 
romantic  attraction  which  invites  to 
repeated  perusal  of  them.  They  give  us 
life  in  a  close  and  dreadful  semblance  of 
reality,  but  not  arrayed  in  the  magic 
illusion  of  poetry.  His  strength  lies  in 
conception  of  situations,  not  in  beauty  of 
dialogue,  or  in  the  eloquence  of  the  pas- 
sions. Yet  the  effect  of  his  plain  and 
homely  subjects  was  so  strikingly  superior 
to  that  of  the  vapid  and  heroic  produc- 
tions of  the  day,  as  to  induce  some  of  his 
contemporary  admirers  to  pronounce  that 
he  had  reached  the  acmd  of  dramatic 
excellence,  and  struck  into  the  best  and 
most  genuine  path  of  tragedy.  .  .  . 
It  is  one  question  whether  Lillo  has  given 
to  his  subjects  from  private  life  the  degree 
of  beauty  of  which  they  are  suscep- 
tible. He  is  a  master  of  terrific,  but  not 
of  tender  impressions.  We  feel  a  harsh- 
ness and  gloom  in  his  genius  even  while 


we  are  compelled  to  admire  its  force  and 
originality.— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819, 
Sp^mens  qf  the  British  Poets. 

There  was  more  of  moral  purpose  than 
of  genius  in  his  tragedies. —  Morley, 
Henry,  1873,  A  First  Sketch  of  English 
Literature,  p.  838. 

Amused  the  town  with  some  perfectly 
unreadable  plays,  principally  **  George 
Barnwell"  and  **The  Fatal  Curiosity," 
which  are  interesting  as  the  first  speci- 
mens of  'Hragedie  baurgeoise,"  or  modem 
melodrama.  These  artless  dramas  were 
composed  in  the  interest  of  morality  and 
virtue,  and  are  the  parents  of  a  long  line  of 
didactic  plays  of  crime  and  its  punishment. 
— GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  qf 
BXghteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  393. 

One  of  the  prominent  offenders  who  fol- 
lowed in  Steele's  wake  was  George  Lillo 
whose  highly  moral  tragedies,  written  for 
the  edification  of  playgoers,  have  the  kind 
of  tragic  interest  which  is  called  forth  by 
any  commonplace  tale  of  crime  and  misery. 
In  Lillo's  two  most  important  dramas, 
** George  Barnwell,"  a  play  founded  on 
the  old  ballad,  and  ''The  Fatal  Curiosity, " 
there  is  a  total  absence  of  the  elevation 
in  character  and  language  which  gives 
dignity  to  tragedy.  His  plays  are  like 
tales  of  guilt  arranged  and  amplified  from 
the  Newgate  Calenc&r.  The  author  wrote 
with  a  good  purpose,  and  the  public 
appreciated  his  work,  but  it  is  not  dra- 
matic art,  and  has  no  pretension  to  the 
name  of  literature. — Dennis,  John,  1894, 
The  Age  qf  Pope,  p.  138. 


Daniel  Waterland 

1683-1740 

Born  at  Wasely,  Lincolnshire,  England,  Feb.  14,  1683 ;  died  in  London,  Dec.  23, 
1740.  He  became  a  fellow  of  Magdalen  College,  Cambridge,  1704,  and  its  master, 
1713 ;  Chaplain  to  George  I,  1714 ;  rector  of  Ellingham,  1713,  and  of  St.  Austin  and 
St.  Faith,  London,  1720 ;  Chancellor  of  York,  1723 ;  canon  of  Windsor,  1727 ;  vicar 
of  Twickenham  and  archdeacon  of  Middlesex,  1730.  He  is  eminent  as  a  patristic 
scholar,  a  champion  of  orthodoxy,  and  a  fair-minded  and  unembittered  controversialist. 
Besides  much  against  Dr.  Samuel  Clarke,  Whitby,  Middleton,  Tindal,  and  others, 
he  wrote  a  ** Critical  History  of  the  Athanasian  Creed,"  Cambridge,  1724,  n.  e. 
Oxford,  1870,  and  a  '* Review  of  the  Doctrine  of  Eucharist,"  1737,  n.  e.  Oxford,  1868. 
His  works,  with  a  memoir  by  Bishop  Van  Mildert,  were  collected  in  11  vols.,  Oxford, 
1823-28,  and  in  6  vols.,  1843  and  1856.— Bird,  Frederic  Mayer,  1889-91,  Concise 
Dictionary  qf  Religious  Knowledge  and  Gazetteer,  ed.  Jackson,  p.  955. 

GENERAL  plainness  runs  through  the  whole,  that 

The  Stile  is  simple  and  unadorned,  but     perhaps  it  is  a  kind  of  Stile  which  never 

clear  and  nervous ;  and  such  an  unusual     yet  appeared ;   but  which  wants  only  to 
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appear,  in  order  to  be  admired  and  tmi- 
toicd.— Claeke,  Joseph,  1742,  Sermons 
on  Several  Important  SvJbjects  of  Religion 
and  Morality. 

This  great  man  is  the  Archimedes  of 
the  ChniBtian  Church.  His  Demonstra- 
tions, like  engines  and  battering-rams, 
drive  all  before  them.  Neither  Dr. 
Clarke,  nor  Jackson,  nor  even  Emiyn, 
could  stand  before  him.-r-RYLAND,  John, 
1781,  ed.y  The  Stvdejd  and  Preacher^  hy 
Cotton  Maiker^  Supplement. 

Few  names,  recorded  in  the  annals  of 
the  Church  of  England,  stand  so  high  in 
the  estimation  of  its  most  sound  and  intel- 
ligent members,  as  that  of  Dr.  Water- 
land.  During  a  period  remarkable  for 
literary  and  theological  research,  and 
fruitful  in  controversies  upon  subjects  of 
primary  importance,  this  distinguished 
writer  acquired,  by  his  labours  in  the 
cause  of  religious  truth,  an  extensive  and 
solid  reputation.  Nor  did  the  reputation 
thus  acquired  die  away  with  those  contro- 
versies in  which  he  bore  so  large  a  share. 
It  has  survived  the  occasions  which  gave 
them  birth,  and  still  preserves  its  lustre 
unimpaired.  His  writings  continue  to  be 
referred  to  by  divines  of  the  highest  char- 
acter, and  carry  with  them  a  weight  of 
authority  never  attached  but  to  names  of 
acknowledged  preeminence  in  the  learned 
world. — Van  Mildert,  William,  1823,  erf., 
The  Works  of  Daniel  Waterland,  With  Life. 

A  learned  and  able  defender  of  some 
important  points ;  but  little,  as  far  as  the 
author  has  seen,  of  evangelical  and  devout 
divinity,  or  the  main  principle  of  the  gos- 
pel,— salvation  by  grace. — Bickersteth, 
Edward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student. 


Waterland,  the  most  learned  of  contem- 
porary divines. — Stephen,  Lesue,  1876, 
2%e  Starting  Point  of  Deism,  History  qf 
Ekglish  Thmght  in  the  Eighteenth  Century ^ 
vol.  I,  p.  86. 

Then  arose  a  Christian  champion  who 
annihilated  those  anti-Trinitarians  who 
held  a  middle  ground  between  the  Catho- 
lic faith  and  Humanitarianism  pure  and 
simple,  as  completely  as  Butler  and  others 
annihilated  Deism.  This  was  Dr.  Water- 
land,  who  first  appeared  in  the  arena  in 
1719,  and  routed  Dr.  Clarke  and  his 
friends  from  one  position  after  another 
until  he  left  them  no  ground  to  stand 
upon,  except  that  of  a(&iitting  the  full 
Divinity  of  Christ,  or  regarding  Him  as  a 
mere  man.  ...  Dr.  Waterland  took 
a  comprehensive  view  of  the  whole  ques-' 
tion,  and  left  to  posterity  not  only  an 
effective  answer  to  Dr.  Clarke,  but  a  mas- 
terly and  luminous  exposition  of  a  funda- 
mental doctrine  of  the  faith,  the  equal  to 
which  it  would  be  diflScult  to  find  in  any 
other  author,  ancient  or  modem. — Over- 
ton, John  Henry,  1897,  The  Church  in 
England,  vol.  ii,  pp.  226,  227. 

Waterland  did  more  than  any  other 
divine  of  his  generation  to  check  the 
advance  of  latitudinarian  ideas  within  the 
church  of  England.  His  deep  and  accu- 
rate learning  and  his  command  of  nervous 
and  perspicuous  English  rendered  him 
unusually  formidable  as  a  controversialist. 
Of  mysticism  and  philosophy  he  was  sus- 
picious, and  was  therefore  reduced  to  rest 
the  defence  of  Christianity  entirely  on 
external  evidence. — Rigg,  J.  M.,  1899, 
Dictionary  qf  National  Biography,  voL 
UK,  p.  447. 


Thomas  Tickell 

1686-1740 

Bom,  at  Bridekirk,  Cumberland,  1686.  Matric,  Queen's  College,  Oxford,  16  May 
1701;  B.  A.,  1705;  M.  A.,  22  Feb.  1709.  Friendship  with  Addison.  Appointed  by 
him  Under-Secretary  of  State,  1717.  Married,  1726.  Secretary  to  Lords  Justices  of 
Ireland,  1724-^.  Died,  at  Bath,  21  April  1740.  Works:  '*A  Poem  to  .  .  . 
the  Lord  Privy  Seal  on  the  Prospect  of  Peace,"  1713;  Translation  of  Homer's  **Iliad," 
Bk.  I.  (pubd.  under  Tickell's  name,  but  possibly  by  Addison),  1715;  **An  Epistle  from 
a  Lady  in  England  to  a  Gentleman  at  Avignon"  (anon.),  1717;  **An  Ode  occasioned 
by  Earl  Stanhope's  Voyage  to  France,"  1718;  **An  Ode  to  the  Earl  of  Sutherland" 
(anon),  1720;  "Kensington  Gardens"  (anon),  1722;  '*To  Sir  G.  Kneller"  (anon.), 
1722;  "On  Her  Majesty's  rebuilding  the  Lodgings  of  the  Black  Prince  and  Henry  V. 
at  Queen's  College,  Oxford,"  1733.  He  edited:  Addison's  Works,  1722,  etc.  Col- 
lected Works:  ed.  by  T.  Park,  1807.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary 
of  English  Authors,  p.  281. 
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PERSONAL 

Tickell  was  not  one  of  those  scholars 
who  wear  away  their  lives  in  a  closet. 
With  respect  to  his  personal  character, 
he  is  said  to  have  been  a  man  of  gay  con- 
versation,  at  least  a  temperate  lover  of 
wine  and  company,  and  in  his  domestick 
relations  without  censure. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779-81,  TidceU,  Lives  cf  the 
English  Poets. 

Tickell  was  in  his  person  and  manners 
amiable  and  pleasing.  His  habits  were 
rather  of  a  convivial  cast;  he  loved  the 
gay  circle  and  the  enlivening  glass,  but 
seldom,  if  ever,  passed  beyond  the  limits 
of  temperate  indulgence.  His  conversa- 
tion was  spirited  and  attractive,  and  in  his 
family  he  was  regular,  affectionate,  and 
kind. — Drake,  Nathan,  1804-14,  Essays 
Illustrative  of  the  Tatler^  SpedcUor  and 
Guardian,  vol.  m,  p.  130. 

HOM£R*S  ILIAD,  BOOK  I 
1715 

I  must  inform  the  reader  that  when  I 
begun  this  first  book  I  had  some  thoughts 
of  translating  the  whole  "Iliad,''  but  had 
the  pleasure  of  being  diverted  from  that 
design  by  finding  that  the  work  was  fallen 
into  a  much  abler  hand.  I  would  not, 
therefore,  be  thought  to  have  any  other 
view  in  publishing  this  small  specimen  of 
Homer's  "Iliad,"  than  to  bespeak,  if 
possible,  the  favour  of  the  public  to  a 
translation  of  Homer's  "Odyssey," 
wherein  I  have  already  made  some  prog- 
ress.—Tickell,  Thomas,  1715,  tr.,  First 
Book  (f  the  Iliad,  To  the  Reader. 

They  tell  me,  the  busy  part  of  the 
nation  are  not  more  divided  about  Whig 
and  Tory,  than  these  idle  fellows  of  the 
feather,  about  Mr.  Tickell's  and  my  trans- 
lation. I  (like  the  Tories)  have  the 
town  in  general,  that  is,  the  mob  on  my 
side ;  but  it  is  usual  with  the  smaller  party 
to  make  up  in  industry,  what  they  want  in 
number,  and  that  is  the  case  with  the 
little  senate  of  Cato.  However,  if  our 
principles  be  well  considered,  I  must 
appear  a  brave  Whig,  and  Mr.  Tickell  a 
rank  Tory.  I  translated  Homer  for  the 
public  in  general,  he  to  gratify  the  inordi- 
nate desires  of  one  man  only.  We  have, 
it  seems,  a  great  Turk  in  poetry,  who  can 
never  bear  a  brother  on  the  throne ;  and 
has  his  mutes  too,  a  set  of  nodders 
winkers,  and  whisperers,  whose  business 


'tis  to  strangle  all  other  offsprings  of  wit 
in  their  birth.  The  new  translator  of 
Homer,  is  the  humblest  slave  he  has, 
that  is  to  say,  his  first  minister ;  let  him 
receive  the  honours  he  gives  me,  but 
receive  them  with  fear  and  trembling ;  let 
him  be  proud  of  the  approbation  of  his 
absolute  Lord,  I  appeal  to  the  people,  as 
my  rightful  judges  and  masters;  and  if 
they  are  not  inclined  to  condemn  me,  I 
fear  no  arbitrary  high-flying  proceeding, 
from  the  small  court-faction  at  Button's. 
But  after  all  I  have  said  of  this  great  man, 
there  is  no  rupture  between  us.  We  are 
each  of  us  so  civil  and  obliging,  that 
neither  thinks  he's  obliged:  and  I  for 
my  part  treat  with  him,  as  we  do  with 
the  Grand  Monarch;  who  has  too  many 
great  qualities  not  to  be  respected,  though 
we  know  he  watches  any  occasion  to 
oppress  us.— Pope,  Alexander,  1715, 
Letter  to  the  Hon.  James  Oraggs,  July  15. 

It  does  not  indeed  want  its  merit ;  but 
1  was  strangely  disappointed  in  my  expec- 
tation of  a  translation  nicely  true  to  the 
original;  whereas  in  those  parts  where 
the  greatest  exactness  seems  to  be 
demanded,  he  has  been  the  least  careful ; 
I  mean  the  history  of  ancient  ceremonies 
and  rites,  &c.,  in  which  you  have  with 
great  judgment  been  exact. — Arbuthnot, 
John,  1715,  Letter  to  Pope. 

Be  assured  I  want  no  new  inducement 
to  behave  myself  like  your  friend.  To  be 
very  plain,  the  University  almost  in  gen- 
eral gives  the  preference  to  Pope's  Trans- 
lation ;  they  say  his  is  written  with  more 
Spirit,  Ornament  and  Freedom,  and  has 
more  the  air  of  an  original.  I  inclined 
some ;  Hanton  &c  to  compare  the  Trans- 
lation with  the  Greek;  which  was  done, 
and  it  made  some  small  alteration  in  their 
opinions,  but  still  Pope  was  their  man. 
The  bottom  of  the  case  is  this,  they  were 
strongly  prepossest  in  Pope's  favour,  from 
a  wrong  notion  of  your  design  before  the 
Poem  came  down ;  and  the  sight  of  yours 
has  not  force  enough  upon  them  to  make 
them  willing  to  contradict  themselves, 
and  own  they  were  in  the  wrong;  but 
they  go  far  for  prejudiced  persons,  and 
own  yours  an  excellent  translation,  nor 
do  I  hear  any  violently  affirm  it  to  be 
worse  than  Pope's,  but  those  who  look  on 
Pope  as  a  miracle,  and  among  those  to 
your  comfort  Evans  is  the  first,  and  even 
these  zealots  allow  that  you  have  outdone 
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Pope    in    some    particulars.    E.  g.  the 
speech  beginning 

"Oh  Bank  in  ATarice  &c. 
And  leave  a  naked"  &c. 
Upon  the  whole  I  afSrm  the  performance 
has  gained  yon  much  Reputation,  and 
when  they  compare  yon  with  what  they 
should  compare  you,  with  Homer  only, 
you  are  much  admired.  It  has  given  I 
know  many  of  the  best  judges  a  desire  to 
see  the  Odyssies  by  the  same  hand,  which 
they  talk  of  with  pleasure,  and  I  seriously 
believe  your  first  piece  of  that  will  quite 
break  their  partiality  for  Pope,  which 
your  Iliad  has  weakened  and  secure  your 
success.  Nor  think  my  opinion  ground- 
lessly  swayed  by  my  wishes,  for  I  observe, 
as  Prejudice  cools,  you  grow  in  favour, 
and  you  are  a  better  Poet  now  than  when 
your  Homer  first  came  down.  I  am  per- 
suaded fully  that  your  design  cannot  but 
succeed  here,  and  it  shall  be  my  hearty 
desire  and  endeavour  that  it  may. — 
Young,  Edward,  1715,  Letter  to  Tiekell^ 
June  28. 

Addison  declared  that  the  rival  versions 
were  both  good;  but  that  Tickell's  was 
the  best  that  ever  was  made;  and  with 
Addison,  the  wits,  his  adherents  and  fol- 
lowers, were  certain  to  concur.  .  .  . 
To  compare  the  two  translations  would  be 
tedious ;  the  palm  is  now  given  universally 
to  Pope;  but  I  think  the  first  lines  of 
Tickeirs  were  rather  to  be  preferred ;  and 
Pope  seems  to  have  since  borrowed  some- 
thing from  them  in  the  correction  of  his 
own.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  KcAeK, 
lAves  qf  the  English  Poets. 

So  far  as  a  writer  has  a  right  to  resent 
being  misjudged  by  eminent  contempora- 
ries. Pope  had  a  right  to  complain  that 
Addison  and  his  friends  should  prefer 
Tickeirs  version  to  his  own.  The  trans- 
lations are  substantially  executed  in  the 
same  style,  and  in  that  style  Pope  is 
incomparably  Tickell's  superior.  Even  the 
passages  in  which,  as  Young  tells  Tickell, 
Pope's  admirers  at  Oxford  were  disposed 
to  give  Tickell  the  preference,  will  not 
now  seem  to  us  to  justify  any  such  award. 
The  instances  of  mean  expressions — by 
far  the  larger  proportion  of  the  faults 
which  Pope  finds  in  Tickell — are  in  gen- 
eral fairly  selected  and  justly  noted. 
About  the  places  in  which  Tickell  is  appar- 
ently accused  of  archaic  simplicity,  there 
may  be  greater  room  for  difference  of 


opinion :  but  on  the  whole  I  believe  that 
Pope's  instinct  was  right,  and  that  in  the 
style  which  both  he  and  Tickell  adopted 
a  vein  of  ** ballad-thinking,"  however 
Homeric  it  may  be  in  itself,  was  essen- 
tially out  of  place,  just  as  Ambrose  Philips' 
Spenserianisms  are  not  ornaments  but 
blemishes  in  pastorals,  the  whole  structure 
of  which  shows  them  to  be  members — 
unworthy  ones,  perhaps — of  the  school  of 
Virgil.— CONINGTON,  John,  1860,  Pope's 
MS.f  Notes  on  TiekelVs  *'Homer,^  Eraser's 
Magazine,  vol.  62,  p.  270. 

A  translation  of  the  first  Iliad  by 
Tickell  appeared  (in  June,  1715)  simul- 
taneously with  Pope's  first  volume.  Pope 
had  no  right  to  complain.  No  man  could 
be  supposed  to  have  a  monopoly  in  the 
translation  of  Homer.  Tickell  had  the 
same  right  to  try  his  hand  as  Pope ;  and 
Pope  fully  understood  this  himself.  He 
described  to  Spence  a  conversation  in 
which  Addison  told  him  of  Tickell's 
intended  worki  Pope  replied  that  Tickell 
was  perfectly  justified,  Addison  having 
looked  over  Tickell's  translation  of  the 
first  book,  said  that  he  would  prefer  not 
to  see  Pope's,  as  it  might  suggest  double 
dealing;  but  consented  to  read  Pope's 
second  book,  and  praised  it  warmly.  In 
all  this,  by  Pope's  own  showing,  Addison 
seems  to  have  been  scrupulously  fair ;  and  if 
he  and  the  little  senate  preferred  Tickell's 
work  on  its  first  appearance,  they  had  a 
full  right  to  their  opinion,  and  Pope  tri- 
umph^ easily  enough  to  pardon  them. 
.  .  .  It  was,  say  Pope's  apologists, 
an  awkward  circumstance  that  Tickell 
should  publish  at  the  same  time  as  Pope, 
and  that  is  about  all  that  they  can  say. 
It  was,  we  may  reply  in  Stephenson's 
phrase,  very  awkward — for  Tickell.  In 
all  this,  in  fact,  it  seems  impossible  for 
any  reasonable  man  to  discover  anything 
of  which  Pope  had  the  slightest  ground 
of  complaint.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1880, 
Pope  (English  Men  of  Letters). 

ELEGT  ON  ADDISON 
1721 

This  elegy  (by  Mr.  Tickell)  is  one  of 
the  finest  in  our  language :  there  is  so 
little  new  that  can  be  said  upon  the  death 
of  a  friend,  after  the  complaints  of  Ovid, 
and  the  Latin  Italians,  in  this  way,  that 
one  is  surprised  to  see  so  much  novelty  in 
this  to  strike  us,  and  so  much  interest  to 
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affect.— GoLDSBiTTH,  Oliver,  1767,   The 
Beauties  qf  English  Poetry. 

Many  tributes  were  paid  to  the  memory 
of  Addison.  But  one  alone  is  now  remem- 
bered. Tickell  bewailed  his  friend  in  an 
elegy  which  would  do  honour  to  the  neat- 
est name  in  our  literature;  and  which 
unites  the  energy  and  magnificence  of 
Dryden  to  the  tenderness  and  purity  of 
Cowper. — Macaulay,  Thomas  Babing- 
TON,  1843,  Life  and  Writings  of  Addison, 
Edinburgh  Review ;  Critical  and  MisceUa" 
neous  Essays. 

The  famous  elegy  is  justly  ranked 
among  the  greatest  masterpieces  of  its 
kind.  In  it  a  sublime  and  public  sor- 
row for  once  moved  a  thoroughly  medi- 
ocre poet  into  utterance  that  was  sincere 
and  original.  So  much  dignity,  so  much 
pathos,  so  direct  and  passionate  a  distress, 
are  not  to  be  found  in  any  other  poem  of 
the  period.  But  when  Tickell  was  not 
eulogising  the  majesty  and  sweetness  of 
Addison,  he  was  but  a  languid,  feeble 
versifier. — GossE,  Edbiund,  1880,  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  in,  p.  154. 

The  poem  dedicated  to  the  essayist's 
memory  is  perhaps  overpraised  by  Macaulay 
when  he  says  that  it  would  do  honour  to 
the  greatest  name  in  our  literature,  but 
it  proved  incontestibly  that  Tickell,  as  a 
poet,  was  superior  to  the  master  whom  he 
so  loved  and  honoured. — Dennis,  John, 
1894,  The  Age  cfPope,  p.  109. 

GENERAL 

This  is  not  only  a  state-poem  (my 
ancient  aversion),  but  a  state-poem  on  the 
peace  of  Utrecht.  If  Mr.  Pope  had 
wrote  a  panegyric  on  it,  one  could  hardly 
have  read  him  with  patience :  but  this  is 
only  a  poor  short-winded  imitator  of  Addi- 
son, who  had  himself  not  above  three  or 
four  notes  in  poetry,  sweet  enough  indeed, 
like  those  of  a  German  flute,  but  such  as 
soon  tire  and  satiate  the  ear  with  their 
frequent  return.  Tickell  has  added  to 
this  a  great  poverty  of  sense,  and  a  string 
of  translations  that  hardly  become  a 
school-boy.  However,  I  forgive  him  for 
the  sake  of  his  ballad,  which  I  always 
thought  the  prettiest  in  the  world. — Gray, 
Thomas,  1751,  Letter  to  Horace  Walpole, 
Works,  ed.  Gosse,  vol.  ii,  p.  219. 

He  has  a  very  happy  talent  in  versifica- 
tion, which  much  exceeds  Addison's,  and 
is  inferior  to  few  of  the  English  Poets, 


Mr.  Dryden  and  Pope  excepted. — Gibber, 
Theophilus,  1753,  Lipes  (f  the  Poets,  vol. 
v,  p.  19. 

Through  all  Tickell's  Works  there  is  a 
strain  of  ballad  thinking,  if  I  may  so 
express  it ;  and  in  this  professed  ballad, 
[**Colin  and  Lucy"]  he  seems  to  have  sur- 
passed himself.  It  is,  perhaps,  the  best 
incur  language  in  this  way.— GoLDSBinn, 
Guver,  1767,  T%e  Beauties  qf  English 
Poetry. 

Of  his  personal  character  we  have  little 
information :  he  is  said  to  have  been  a 
man  of  gay  conversation,  at  least  a  tem- 
perate lover  of  wine  and  company, 
and  in  his  domestic  relations  without  cen- 
sure. It  may  be  added,  that  he  was  in 
one  respect  at  least  a  man  of  great 
modesty.  He  suppressed  his  share  in  the 
Spectator  and  Guardian,  for  which  no 
other  motive  can  fairly  be  assigned,  and 
this  he  did  so  successfully,  that  it  is  not 
easy  to  determine  any  one  paper  to  be 
his.  Of  those  which  have  been  attributed 
to  him,  upon  conjecture,  he  had  no  reason 
to  be  ashamed ;  yet  it  frequently  happens 
that  men  in  advanced  and  serious  life  do 
not  look  upon  their  juvenile  productions 
with  complacency.  If  this  apology  is 
unsatisfactory,  let  it  be  supposed,  on  the 
other  hand,  that  he  became  vain,  and 
thought  them  beneath  him. — CHALifERS, 
Alexander,  1808-23,  ed.,  The  British 
Essayists,  Preface  to  the  Guardian,  p.  35. 

Though  it  has  not  much  merit  as  a 
poem  [** Prospect  of  Peace,"]  it  presents 
some  noble  thoughts  on  the  general  sub- 
ject of  peace  and  the  duty  of  nations  to 
cultivate  it  among  each  other,  which,  if 
practised,  would  make  the  world  much  bet- 
ter and  happier. — Cleveland,  Charles 
D.,  1848,  A  Compendium  of  English  Lit- 
erature, p.  427. 

Nobody  writes  better  grammar  than 
Tickell.  His  style  is  always  remarkably 
clear  and  exact,  and  the  mere  appropriate- 
ness and  judicious  collocation  of  his  words, 
aided  by  the  swell  of  the  verse  in  his 
more  elaborate  or  solemn  passages,  have 
sometimes  an  imposing  effect. — Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History 
of  English  Literature  and  of  the  English 
Language,  vol.  ii,  p.  276. 

Tickell  was  what  the  French  call  a 
**Moon"  of  Addison;  yet,  poetically 
speaking,  he  shone  more  brightly  than 
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his  sun,  and  he  had  a  singular  gift  at  the 
foneral  elegy,  those  on  Addison  himself 
and  on  Cadogan  being  of  remarkable  excel- 
lence in  their  kind.— Saintsbury, George, 
1896,  Social  England^  ed.  Traill,  vol.  v, 
p.  73. 


Tickell  was  certainly  as  good  a  versifier 
as  Addison ;  but  his  chief  claim  to  notice, 
as  he  himself  felt,  is  that  he  was  Addison's 
friend.— AiTKEN,  George  A.,  1898,  Dic- 
tionary qf  National  Biography,  vol.  LVi,  p. 
381. 


Edmund  Halley 

1656-1742 

Contemporary  with  Newton,  and  second  only  to  him  as  an  astronomer,  was  Edmund 
Halley.  He  was  born  in  London,  in  the  year  1656,  and  the  whole  of  his  long  life  was 
devoted  to  science.  He  was  the  author  of  many  discoveries  and  writings  upon  watery 
vapors,  tides,  and  the  variation  of  the  magnetic  needle.  In  1691,  he  was  a  candidate 
for  the  Savilian  professorship  of  astronomy  in  the  University  of  Oxford,  but  failed 
to  get  it  on  account  of  the  belief  that  some  of  his  views  on  scientific  subjects  were 
inconsistent  with  Revelation.  Twelve  years  afterwards,  having  outlived  this  sus- 
picion, he  was  elected  to  the  Savilian  chair  of  geometry,  and  received  the  title  of 
Doctor  of  Law.  In  1719  he  was  appointed  to  the  oflSce  of  astronomer  Royal,  in  which 
position  he  continued  until  his  death,  in  1742.— Johnston,  Richard  Malcolm  Aim 
Browne,  Wiluam  Hand,  1872,  English  Literature,  p.  189. 


PERSONAL 

Mr.  Eklmund  Hally,  astronomer,  bom 
October  29,  1656,  London — this  nativity 
I  had  from  Mr.  Hally  himself.  .  .  . 
At  9  yeares  old,  his  father's  apprentice 
taught  him  to  write,  and  arithmetique. 
He  went  to  Paule's  schoole  to  Dr.  Gale : 
while  he  was  there  he  was  very  perfect 
in  the  Caelestiall  Globes  insomuch  that  I 
heard  Mr.  Moxon  (the  globe-maker)  say 
that  if  a  star  were  misplaced  in  the  globe, 
he  would  presently  find  it.  At  .  .  . 
he  studyed  Geometry,  and  at  16  could 
make  a  dyall,  and  then,  he  said,  thought 
himselfe  a  brave  fellow.  At  16  went  to 
Queen's  Colledge  in  Oxon,  well  versed  in 
Latin,  Greeke,  and  Hebrew:  where  at 
the  age  of  nineteen,  he  solved  this  useful 
probleme  in  astronomie,  never  donne 
before,  viz.  ''from  3  distances  given  from 
the  sun,  and  angles  between,  to  find  the 
orbe"  (mentioned  in  the  Philosophical! 
Transactions,  Aug.  or  Sept.  1676,  No. 
115),  for  which  his  name  will  be  ever 
famous. — Aubrey,  John,  1669-96,  Britf 
Lives,  ed.  Clark,  vol.  i,  p.  282. 

I  have  no  esteem  of  a  man  who  has  lost 
his  reputation,  both  for  skill,  candour, 
and  ingenuity,  by  silly  tricks,  ingratitude, 
and  foolish  prate ;  and  that  I  value  not 
all,  or  any  of  the  shame  of  him  and  his 
infidel  companions ;  being  very  well  satis- 
fied, that  if  Christ  and  his  Apostles  were 
to  walk  again  upon  the  earth,  they  should 
not  escape  free  from  the  calumnies  of 


their  venomous  tongues.  But  I  hate  his 
ill  manners,  not  the  man.  Were  he  either 
honest  or  but  civil,  there  is  none  in  whose 
company  I  could  rather  desire  to  be. — 
Plamsteed,  John,  1692,  Letter  to  Newton^ 
Feb.  24. 

Being  last  night  with  Dr.  Halley,  he 
said  that  he  could  wish  to  live  seven  years 
longer  (if  he  could  be  easy)  that  he  might 
finish  a  work  he  had  begun,  which  he 
believed  he  could  do  in  that  time.  Being 
somewhat  lame,  he  said  he  wished  to  have 
his  health  perfect  to  the  last  without 
infirmities,  and  that  he  would  willingly 
die  if  such  infirmities  came  on.  For  why, 
said  he,  should  a  man  live  to  be  uneasy 
both  to  himself  and  those  about  him? 
What  the  work  above  mentioned  is  neither 
myself  nor  the  other  person  with  him 
asked. — Hearne,  Thomas,  1721,  ReliquuB 
HeamiancB,  ed.  Bliss,  May  14,  vol.  ii,  p. 
129. 

In  person  Halley  was  **of  a  middle  stat- 
ure, inclining  to  tallness,  of  a  thin  habit 
of  body,  and  a  fair  complexion,"  and  it  is 
added  that  ''he  always  spoke  as  well  as 
acted  with  an  uncommon  degree  of  spright- 
liness  and  vivacity. ' '  His  disposition  was 
ardent,  generous,  and  candid ;  he  was  dis- 
interested and  upright,  genial  to  his 
friends,  an  affectionate  husband  and 
father,  and  was  wholly  free  from  rancour 
of  jealousy.  He  passed  a  life  of  almost 
unprecedented  literary  and  scientific  activ- 
ity without  becoming  involved  in  a  single 
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controversy,  and  was  rendered  socially 
attractive  by  the  unfailing  gaity  which 
embellished  the  more  recondite  qualities 
of  a  mind  of  extraordinary  penetration, 
compass,  and  power.  One  of  his  admirers 
was  Peter  the  Great,  who  in  1697  not  only 
consulted  him  as  to  his  shipbuilding  and 
other  projects,  but  admitted  him  familiarly 
to  his  table.  Portraits  of  Halley  were 
painted  by  Murray,  Phillips,  and  Kneller, 
and  engravings  from  each  were  pub- 
lished.— Clerke,  Miss  A.  M.,  1890,  Dic- 
tionary qf  National  Biography^  vol,  xxrv, 

p.  ion. 

Halley's  disposition  seems  to  have  been 
generous  and  candid,  and  wholly  free  from 
anything  like  jealousy  or  rancour.  In 
person  he  was  rather  above  the  middle 
height,  and  slight  in  build ;  his  complexion 
was  fair,  and  he  is  said  to  have  always 
spoken,  as  well  as  acted,  with  uncommon 
sprightliness.  In  the  iloge  pronounced 
upon  him  at  the  Paris  Aeadhnie  dis 
Sciences,  of  which  Halley  had  been  made  a 
member  in  1719,  it  was  said,  ''he  possessed 
all  the  qualifications  which  were  necessary 
to  please  princes  who  were  desirous  of 
instruction,  with  a  great  extent  of  knowl- 
edge and  a  constant  presence  of  mind; 
his  answers  were  ready,  and  at  the  same 
time  pertinent,  judicious,  polite  and  sin- 
cere. ' '  Thus  we  find  that  Peter  the  Great 
was  one  of  his  most  ardent  admirers.  He 
consulted  the  astronomer  on  matters  con- 
nected with  shipbuilding,  and  invited  him 
to  his  own  table.  But  Halley  possessed 
nobler  qualifications  than  the  capacity  of 
pleasing  princes.  He  was  able  to  excite 
and  to  retain  the  love  and  admiration  of 
his  equals.  This  was  due  to  the  warmth 
of  his  attachments,  the  unselfishness  of 
his  devotion  to  his  friends,  and  to  a  vein 
of  gaiety  and  good-humour  which  pervaded 
all  his  conversation. — Ball,  Sir  Robert 
S.,  1895,  Great  Astronomers,  p.  184. 

GENERAL 

While  we  thought  that  the  eulogium  of 
an  astronomer,  a  physicist,  a  scholar,  and  a 
philosopher  comprehended  our  whole  sub- 
ject, we  have  been  insensibly  surprised 
into  the  history  of  an  excellent  mariner, 
an  illustrious  traveller,  an  able  engineer, 
and  almost  a  statesman. — Mairan,  M., 
1742,  £lloge  upon  Halley, 

The  original  records  of  Halley's  obser- 
vations are  deposited  at  Greenwich  in 


four  small  quarto  volumes.  Upon  the 
recommendation  of  Mr.  Baily,  a  manu- 
script copy  of  them  was  taken  by  the 
order  of  the  Lords  of  the  Admiralty,  and 
presented  to  the  Astronomical  Society,  in 
the  year  1832.  Mr.  Baily  has  concluded, 
from  a  careful  inspection  of  these  obser- 
vations, that  they  do  not  possess  suflScient 
value  to  render  it  desirable  that  they 
should  be  printed.  Maskelyne  had  already 
intimated  to  Delambre,  that  they  were' 
hardly  preferable  to  those  of  Flamsteed. 
Halley,  indeed,  was  endowed  with  a  mind 
of  vast  compass  as  well  as  extraordinary 
sagacity  and  power ;  but  he  seems  to  have 
undervalued  those  habits  of  minute  atten- 
tion which  are  indispensable  to  the  attain- 
ment of  a  high  degree  of  excellence  in  the 
practice  of  astronomical  observation. — 
Grant,  Robert,  1852,  History  qf  Physical 
Astronomy,  p.  479. 

Lalande  styled  Halley  ''the  greatest  of 
English  astronomers,"  and  he  ranked  by 
common  consent  next  to  Newton  among 
the  scientific  Englishmen  of  his  time.  Of 
eighty-four  papers  inserted  by  him  in  the 
''Philosophical  Transactions"  a  large 
proportion  expounded  in  a  brilliant  and 
attractive  style  theories  or  inventions 
opening  up  novel  lines  of  inquiry  and 
showing  a  genius  no  less  fertile -than  com- 
prehensive.-—Clerke,  Miss  A.  M.,  1890, 
Dictionary  (f  National  Biography,  vol. 
xxiv,  p.  109. 

To  Halley  the  World  owes  a  great  debt 
of  gratitude — first,  for  discovering  the 
"Principia ;"  second,  for  seeing  it  through 
the  press;  and  third,  for  defraying  the 
cost  of  its  publication  out  of  his  own 
scanty  purse.  For  though  he  ultimately 
suffered  no  pecuniary  loss,  rather  the  con- 
trary, yet  there  was  considerable  risk  in 
bringing  out  a  book  which  not  a  dozen 
men  living  could  at  the  time  comprehend. 
It  is  no  small  part  of  the  merit  of  Halley 
that  he  recognized  the  transcendent  value 
of  the  yet  unfinished  work,  that  he  brought 
it  to  light,  and  assisted  in  its  becoming 
understood  to  the  best  of  his  ability. 
Though  Halley  afterwards  became  Astron- 
omer-Royal, lived  to  the  ripe  old  age  of 
eighty-six,  and  made  many  striking  obser- 
vations, yet  he  would  be  the  first  to  admit 
that  nothing  he  ever  did  was  at  all  com- 
parable in  importance  with  his  discovery 
of  the  "Principia;''  and  he  always  used 
to  regard  his  part  in  it  with  peculiar  pride 
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and    pleasure. — Lodge,   Oliver,   1893, 
Pianeera  of  Science,  p.  194. 

There  can  be  little  doubt  that  the  fame 
as  an  astronomer  which  Halley  ultimately 
acquired,  great  as  it  certainly  was,  would 
have  been  even  neater  still  had  it  not 
been  somewhat  impaired  by  the  misfor- 
tune that  he  had  to  shine  in  the  same  sky 
as  that  which  was  illumined  by  the  unpar- 
alleled genius  of  Newton.  ...  It 
has  often  been  the  good  fortune  of  astron- 
omers to  render  practical  services  to 
humanity  by  their  investigations,  and 
Halley's  achievements  in  this  respect 
deserve  to  be  noted.  A  few  years  after 
he  had  settled  in  England,  he  published 
an  important  paper  on  the  variation  of 
the  magnetic  compass,  for  so  the  depart- 
ure of  the  needle  from  the  true  north  is 
termed.  This  subject  had  indeed  early 
engaged  his  attention,  and  he  continued 
to  feel  much  interest  in  it  up  to  the  end 
of  his  life.  With  respect  to  his  labours 
m  this  direction.  Sir  John  Herschel  says : 
**To  Halley  we  owe  the  first  appreciation 


of  the  real  complexity  of  the  subject 
of  magnetism.  It  is  wonderful  indeed, 
and  a  striking  proof  of  the  penetration 
and  sagacity  of  this  extraordinary  man, 
that  with  his  means  of  information  he 
should  have  been  able  to  draw  such  con- 
clusions, and  to  take  so  large  and  compre- 
hensive a  view  of  the  subject  as  he 
appears  to  have  done.''  In  1692,  Halley 
explained  his  theory  of  terrestrial  mag- 
netism, and  begged  captains  of  ships  to 
take  observations  of  the  variations  of  the 
compass  in  all  parts  of  the  world,  and  to 
communicate  them  to  the  Royal  Society, 
"in  order  that  all  the  facts  may  be  readily 
available  to  those  who  are  hereafter  to 
complete  this  diflScult  and  complicated 
subject."  The  extent  to  which  Halley 
was  in  advance  of  his  contemporaries, 
in  the  study  of  terrestrial  magnetism, 
may  be  judged  from  the  fact  that  the 
subject  was  scarcely  touched  after  his 
time  till  the  year  1811. —  Ball,  Sir 
Robert  S.,  1895,  Great  Astronomers^  pp. 
162,  172. 


Bentley 

1662-1742 

Bom,  at  Oulton,  near  Wakefield,  27  Jan.  1662.  Educated  at  a  day  school  near 
Oulton ;  at  Wakefield  Grammar  School,  1673-76.  To  St.  John's  College,  Cambridge, 
as  subsizar,  24  May  1676 ;  matriculated,  6  July  1676 ;  Dowman  Scholar,  4  Nov.  1678 ; 
Constable  Scholarship,  1679;  B.  A.,  1680;  M.  A.,  July  1683.  Master  of  School  at 
Spalding  for  short  time  in  1682.  Private  tutor  to  son  of  Dr.  Stillingfleet,  1682-89. 
Went  to  reside  in  Oxford,  1689.  Ordained  Chaplain  to  Dr.  StillingiBeet,  16  March 
1690.  First  Boyle  Lecturer,  1692.  Prebend  of  Worcester,  1692.  Keeper  of  Royal 
Libraries,  1694.  F.  R.  S.,  1694.  Chaplain  in  Ordinary  to  King,  1695.  D.  D., 
Oxford,  July  1696.  To  oflScial  residence  as  Royal  Librarian,  in  St.  James's  Palace, 
1696.  Active  part  in  restoring  Cambridge  University  Press.  Appointed  Master  of 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  1  Feb.  1700.  Married  Joanna  Bernard,  1701.  Had  four 
children.  Tried  before  Bishop  of  Ely  for  imconstitutional  practices  as  Master  of 
Trinity,  1714,  Bishop  of  Ely  died  before  giving  judgment,  so  trial  lapsed.  Deprived 
of  degrees  by  University,  having  failed  to  appear  in  Vice-Chancellor's  Court  to  answer 
suit  of  Gonyers  Middleton  respecting  fees,  1718.  Degrees  restored,  26  Mar.  1724. 
Again  tried  before  Bishop  of  Ely  for  proceeding  as  Master  of  Trinity,  1733. 
Deprived  of  Mastership,  27  April  1734.  Execution  of  sentence  prevented  by  action  of 
Bentley's  friends.  Paralytic  stroke,  1739.  Wife  died,  1740.  He  died,  14  July  1742. 
Buried  in  Trinity  College  Chapel.  Works:  "Letter  to  Mill"  (as  appendix  to  the 
**Chronicle  of  Malala"),  1691 ;  **The  Folly  and  Unreasonableness  of  Atheism"  (Boyle 
Lectures),  1693;  "Of  Revelation  and  the  Messias,"  1696;  "A  Proposal  for  build- 
ing a  Royal  Library,"  1697;  "Dissertation  upon  the  Letters  of  Phalaris"  (in  second 
e<£.  of  Dr.  Wotton's  "Reflections  upon  Ancient  and  Modem  Learning"),  1697; 
expanded  edition,  pub.  separately,  with  answer  to  C.  Boyle,  1699;  "Emendationes 
in  Menandri  et  Philemonis  Reliquias"  (under  pseud,  of  "Phileleutherus  Lipsiensis"), 
1710;  "The Present  State  of  Trinity  College,"  1710;  "Remarks upon  a  late  discourse 
of  Free-Thinking"  (anon.),  1713;  "A  Sermon  upon  Popery,"  1715;  "A  Sermon 
preached  before  Her  Majesty,"  1717;  "Proposals  for  printing  a  new  edition  of  the 
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Greek  Testament"  (anon.),  1721;  ''Emendations  on  the  twelve  books  of  Paradise 
Lost,"  1732.  PoMiunwus:  ''Opnscula  Philologica,"  1781;  ''R.  Bentleii  et  doctorom 
virorum  EpistolsB,"  1807;  "Correspondence,"  ed.  byC.  Wordsworth  (2  vols.)*  1842; 
'•Critica  Sacra,"  ed.  by  A.  A.  Ellis,  1862.  He  edited:  Malala,  1691;  Callimachus, 
1692;  Cicero  C'Tusculan  Disputations"),  1709;  Aristophanes,  1710;  Horace,  1711; 
Terence,  1726;  Milton  (''Paradise  Lost"),  1732.  He  also  at  various  times  anno- 
tated: Antigonus,  Lncan,  Lucretius,  Nicander,  Ovid,  Phaedrus,  Philostratus,  Plautus 
and  Suetonius.  Collected  Works:  ed.  by  Dyce  (3  vols.),  1836-38.  Life:  by  J.  H. 
Monk  (2nd  edn.),  1833;  by  Prof.  Jebb  ("English  Men  of  Letters"  series),  1882.— 
Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictumary  qf  English  AtUhors,  p.  23. 

him  in  many  quarrels,  which  he  managed 
in  a  very  odd  manner;  whenever  he 
thought  himself  affronted,  he  immediately 
flung  a  great  book  at  his  adversary,  and 
if  he  could,  felled  him  to  the  earth ;  but 
if  his  adversary  stood  his  ground  and  flung 
another  book  at  him,  which  was  sometimes 
done  with  great  violence,  then  he  com- 
plained to  the  Grand  Justiciary,  that  these 
affronts  were  designed  to  the  Emperor, 
and  that  he  was  singled  out  only  as  being 
the  Emperor's  servant.  By  this  trick  he 
got  that  great  oflScer  to  favour  him, 
which  made  his  enemies  cautious,  and  him 
insolent. — Arbuthnot,  John,  1727,  State 
(^Learning  in  the  Empire  of  LiUiput. 


PERSONAL 

The  guardian  of  the  regal  library,  a  per- 
son of  great  valour,  but  chiefly  renowned 
for  his  humanity,  had  been  a  fierce  cham- 
pion for  the  modems ;  and,  in  an  engage- 
ment upon  Parnassus,  had  vowed,  with  his 
own  hands,  to  knock  down  two  of  the 
ancient  chiefs,  who  guarded  a  small  pass 
on  the  superior  rock;  but,  endeavouring 
to  climb  up,  was  cruelly  obstructed  by  his 
own  unhappy  weight,  and  tendency  towards 
his  centre.— Swift,  Jonathan,  1698?- 
1704,  Battle  of  the  Books. 

Bentley  will  always  be  an  ill-bred 
pedant;  can  the  leopard  change  his  skin? 
—Prior,  Matthew,  1713,  Letter  to  Bol- 
ingbroke,  July  13. 

Yesterday  I  heard  that,  whereas  Dr. 
Bentley  talked  much  of  putting  out  a  new 
edition  of  Homer,  he  is  now  mighty  warm 
about  an  edition  of  Ovid ;  for  no  other 
reason  but  out  of  spite  to  Peter  Burman, 
a  foreigner,  who  hath  lately  published 
Ovid.  Thus  does  this  poor,  old,  spiteful 
man  turn  all  his  thoughts  upon  revenge, 
and  spends  his  time  in  mere  trifles. — 
Hearne,  Thomas,  1727,  MS.,  Aug.  30. 

Bullum  is  a  tall  raw-boned  man,  I  believe 
near  six  inches  and  a  half  high ;  from  his 
infancy  he  applied  himself,  with  great 
industry,  to  the  old  Blefuscudian  lan- 
guage, in  which  he  made  such  a  progress, 
that  he  almost  forgot  his  native  Lillipu- 
tian :  and  at  this  time  he  can  neither  write 
nor  speak  two  sentences,  without  a  mix- 
ture of  old  Blefuscudian.  These  qualifi- 
cations, joined  to  an  undaunted  forward 
spirit,  and  a  few  good  friends,  prevailed 
with  the  Emperor's  grandfather  to  make 
him  keeper  of  his  library,  and  a  Mulro  in 
the  Gomflastru ;  though  most  men  thought 
him  fitter  to  be  one  of  the  Royal  Guards. 
These  places  soon  helped  him  to  riches, 
and  upon  the  strength  of  them  he  soon 
began  to  despise  every  body,  and  to  be 
despised  by  every  body.     This  engaged 


Dr.  Bentley,  when  he  came  to  town, 
was  accustomed,  in  his  visits  to  Lord  Car- 
teret, sometimes  to  spend  the  evenings 
with  his  Lordship.  One  day  old  Lady 
Granville  reproached  her  son  with  keeping 
the  country  clergyman,  who  was  with  him 
the  night  before,  till  he  was  intoxicated. 
Lord  Carteret  denied  the  charge;  upon 
which  the  lady  replied,  that  the  clergyman 
could  not  have  sung  in  so  ridiculous  a 
manner,  unless  he  had  been  in  liquor. 
The  truth  of  the  case  was,  that  the  sing- 
ing thus  mistaken  by  her  Ladyship,  was 
Dr.  Bentley's  endeavour  to  instruct  and 
entertain  his  noble  friend,  by  reciting 
Terence  according  to  the  true  cantilena  of 
the  ancients.  — Kippis,  Andrew,  1778-93, 
ed.,  Biographia  Britannica,  vol.  n,  p.  280. 

I  had  a  sister  somewhat  elder  than 
myself.  Had  there  been  any  of  that 
sternness  in  my  grandfather,  which  is  so 
falsely  imputed  to  him,  it  may  well  be 
supposed  we  should  have  been  awed  into 
silence  in  his  presence,  to  which  we  were 
admitted  every  day.  Nothing  can  be 
further  from  the  truth;  he  was  the 
unwearied  patron  and  promoter  of  all  our 
childish  sports  and  sallies;  at  all  times 
ready  to  detach  himself  from  any  topic 
of  conversation  to  take  an  interest  and 
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bear  his  part  in  onr  amusements.  The 
eager  curiosity  natural  to  our  age,  and 
the  questions  it  gave  birth  to,  so  teazing 
to  many  parents,  he,  on  the  contrary, 
attended  to  and  encouraged,  as  the  claims 
of  infant  reason  never  to  be  evaded  or 
abused;  strongly  recommending,  that  to 
all  such  inquiries  answers  should  be  given 
according  to  the  strictest  truth,  and  infor- 
mation dealt  to  us  in  the  clearest  terms, 
as  a  sacred  duty  never  to  be  departed 
from.  I  have  broken  in  upon  him  many 
a  time  in  his  hours  of  study,  when  he 
would  put  his  book  aside,  ring  his  hand- 
bell for  his  servant,  and  be  led  to  his 
shelves  to  take  down  a  picture-book  for 
my  amusement.  .  .  .  His  domestic 
habits,  when  1  knew  him,  were  still  those 
of  unabated  study ;  he  slept  in  the  room 
adjoining  to  his  library,  and  was  never 
with  his  family  till  the  hour  of  dinner ;  at 
these  times  he  seemed  to  have  detached 
himself  most  completely  from  his  studies ; 
never  appearing  thoughtful  and  abstracted, 
but  social,  gay,  and  possessing  perfect 
serenity  of  mind  and  equability  of  temper. 
He  never  dictated  topics  of  conversation 
to  the  company  he  was  with,  but  took 
them  up  as  they  came  in  his  way,  and 
was  a  patient  listener  to  other  people's 
discourse,  however  trival  or  tminterest- 
ing  it  might  be. —Cumberland,  Richard, 
1806,  Memoirs,  vol.  i,  pp.  9,18. 

The  habits  of  Dr.  Bentley's  domestic 
life  continued  in  the  same  simple  and  uni- 
form course  for  many  years.  The  greater 
part  of  each  day  he  passed  in  his  study, 
where  he  breakfasted  alone ;  he  joined  his 
family  at  the  other  meals,  and  at  ten 
o'clock  for  evening  prayers ;  after  which 
they  retired  for  their  night's  repose. 
Habited  in  his  dressing-gown,  he  pursued 
his  studies  with  the  same  application  as 
had  distinguished  the  earlier  periods  of 
Us  life.  The  tempestuous  feuds  in  which 
he  was  now  embarked  appear  neither  to 
have  deranged  his  habits,  nor  affected  his 
health.  The  only  change  which  they  pro- 
duced in  his  course  of  life  was  by  oblig- 
ing him  to  make  more  frequent  journeys 
to  London,  and  pass  a  longer  time  at  his 
residence  in  Cotton  House.  ...  It 
appears  to  me  that  his  passions  were  not 
always  under  the  controul,  nor  his  actions 
under  the  guidance,  of  Christian  princi- 
ples; that,  in  consequence,  pride  and 
ambition,  the  faults  to  which  his  nature 


was  most  exposed,  were  suffered  to  riot 
without  restraint;  and  that  hence  pro- 
ceeded the  display  of  arrogance,  selfish- 
ness, obstinacy,  and  oppression,  by 
which  it  must  be  confessed  that  his  career 
was  disfigured.  That  nature  however  had 
not  denied  to  him  certain  amiable  quali- 
ties of  the  heart,  and  that  he  possessed  in 
a  considerable  degree  many  of  the  social 
and  endearing  virtues,  is  proved  beyond  a 
doubt  by  the  warm  and  steady  affection 
with  which  he  was  regarded  by  his  family 
and  his  intimate  friends. — Monk,  James 
Henry,  1830-33,  Life  of  Richard  Bentley, 
vol.  II,  pp.  117,  416. 

In  his  domestic  relations,  Bentley  was 
not  only  blameless,  but  exemplary;  and 
domestic  virtue  always  brings  its  own 
reward.  Whatever  brawls  disturbed  him 
without,  ''he  still  had  peace  at  home," 
nor  did  he  carry  his  despotic  rule  and  con- 
tumelious language  to  his  own  fireside; 
if  he  called  his  children  names, — they 
were  names  of  fondness.  If  he  erred,  it 
was  in  too  partial  a  regard  to  his  kindred 
or  dependents.  For  forty  years  he  was  the 
affectionate  husband  of  a  virtuous  wife, 
who  never  had  reason  to  complain  that 
his  controversies  or  his  lawsuits  had 
soured  his  temper. — Coleridge,  Hart- 
ley, 1833,  Biographia  Borealis^p.  173. 

His  spirit,  daring  even  to  rashness — 
self-confident,  even  to  negligence — and 
proud,  even  to  insolent  ferocity, — was 
awed  for  the  first  and  for  the  last  time — 
awed,  not  into  meanness  or  cowardice, 
but  into  wariness  and  sobriety.  For 
once  he  ran  no  risks ;  he  left  no  crevice 
unguarded ;  he  wantoned  in  no  paradoxes ; 
above  all,  he  returned  no  railing  for  the 
railing  of  his  enemies.  In  almost  every- 
thing that  he  has  written  we  can  discover 
proofs  of  genius  and  learning.  But  it 
is  only  here  that  his  genius  and  learning 
appear  to  have  been  constantly  under  the 
guidance  of  good  sense  and  good  temper. 
— Macaula Y ,  Thomas  Babington,  1836, 
Sir  William  Temple,  Edinburgh  Review; 
Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays, 

In  the  hall  of  the  College,  where  many 
celebrated  names  are  commemorated  by 
the  portraits  on  the  walls,  places  of  hon- 
our are  assigned  to  Bacon,  Barrow,  New- 
ton, and  Bentley.  The  features  of  the 
great  scholar  speak  with  singular  force 
from  the  canvas  of  Thomhill,  who  painted 
him  in  his  forty-eighth  year,  the  very  year 


112 


RICHARD  BENTLEY 


in  which  his  struggle  with  the  College 
began.  That  picture,  Bentley's  own 
bequest,  is  in  the  Master's  Lodge.  The 
pose  of  the  head  is  hanghty,  almost  defi- 
ant ;  the  eyes,  which  are  large,  prominent, 
and  full  of  bold  vivacity,  have  a  light  in 
them  as  if  Bentley  were  looking  straight 
at  an  impostor  whom  he  had  detected, 
but  who  still  amused  him;  the  nose, 
strong  and  slightly  tip-tilted,  is  moulded 
as  if  Nature  had  wished  to  show  what  a 
nose  can  do  for  the  combined  expression 
of  scorn  and  sagacity;  and  the  general 
effect  of  the  countenance,  at  a  first  glance, 
is  one  which  suggests  power — frank,  self- 
assured,  sarcastic,  and,  I  fear  we  must  add, 
insolent:  yet,  standing  a  little  longer 
before  the  picture,  we  become  aware  of 
an  essential  kindness  in  those  eyes  of 
which  the  gaze  is  so  direct  and  intrepid ; 
we  read  in  the  whole  face  a  certain  keen 
veracity ;  and  the  sense  grows — this  was 
a  man  who  could  hit  hard,  but  who  would 
not  strike  a  foul  blow,  and  whose  ruling 
instinct,  whether  always  a  sure  guide 
or  not,  was  to  pierce  through  falsities  to 
truth.— Jebb,  Richard  Claverhouse, 
1882,  Bentley  (English  Men  cf  Letters), 
p.  200. 

You  will  think  furthermore  of  this  Dr. 
Bentley  as  living  through  all  his  fierce  bat- 
tles of  criticisms  and  of  college  master- 
ship to  an  extreme  old  age,  and  into  days 
when  Swift  and  Pope  and  Steele  and  Addi- 
son were  all  gone — a  gray,  rugged,  per- 
sistent, captious  old  man,  with  a  great, 
full  eye  that  looked  one  through  and 
through,  and  with  a  short  nose,  turned 
up — as  if  he  always  scented  a  false  quan- 
tity in  the  air.— Mitchell,  Donald  G., 
1895,  Bhiglish  Lands  Letters  and  Kings, 
Queen  Anne  and  the  Georges,  p.  12. 

MASTERSHIP  OF  TRINITY 

I  find  the  gentlemen  of  both  Universitys 
equally  amused  upon  our  friend  D'*  Bent- 
ley's  pi*omotion  to  Trinity  College  Master- 
ship.—Pepys,  Samuel,  1699-1700,  Letter 
to  J.  Jackson,  Jan.  22. 

We  may  strip  him  of  his  titles,  but  we 
never  can,  we  see,  of  his  insolence;  he 
has  ceased  to  be  Doctor,  and  may  cease 
to  be  Professor,  but  he  can  never  cease 
to  be  Bentley.  There  he  will  triumph 
over  the  University  to  the  last;  all  its 
learning  being  unable  to  polish,  its  man- 
ners to  soften,  or  its  discipline  to  tame 
the    superior   obstinacy  of    his  genius. 


.  .  .  There  is  something  so  singularly 
rude  and  barbarous  in  his  way  of  treating 
all  mankind,  that  whoever  has  occasion 
to  relate  it,  will,  instead  of  aggravating, 
find  himself  obliged  to  qualify  and  soften 
the  harshness  of  his  story,  lest  it  should 
pass  for  incredible. — Middleton,  Con- 
YERS,  1719,  A  Pull  and  Impartial  Account 
of  the  Late  Proceedings  in  the  University  of 
Cambridge  against  Dr.  Bentley. 

Between  Bentley  and  his  antagonists 
the  differences  were  vital.  Bentley  had 
a  good  heart;  generally  speaking,  his 
antagonists  had  not.  Bentley  was  over- 
bearing, impatient  of  opposition,  domi- 
neering, sometimes  tyrannical.  He  had, 
and  deservedly,  a  very  lofty  opinion  of 
himself;  he  either  had,  or  affected,  too 
mean  a  one  of  his  antagonists.  Sume 
superbiam  qumsitam  meritis  was  the  motto 
which  he  avowed.  Coming  to  the  gov- 
ernment of  a  very  important  college,  at  a 
time  when  its  discipline  had  been  greatly 
relaxed  and  the  abuses  were  many,  his 
reforms  (of  which  some  have  been  retained 
even  to  this  day)  were  pushed  with  too 
high  a  hand ;  he  was  too  negligent  of  any 
particular  statute  that  stood  in  his  way ; 
showed  too  harsh  a  disregard  to  the  feel- 
ings of  gentlemen;  and  too  openly  dis- 
dained the  arts  of  conciliation.  Yet  this 
same  man  was  placable  in  the  highest 
degree ;  was  generous ;  needed  not  to  be 
conciliated  by  sycophantic  arts;  and,  at 
the  first  moment  when  his  enemies  would 
make  an  opening  for  him  to  be  so,  was 
full  of  forgiveness.  His  1  iterary  quarrels, 
which  have  left  the  impression  that  he 
was  irritable  or  jealous,  were  (without 
one  exception)  upon  his  part  mere 
retorts  to  the  most  insufferable  provoca- 
tions; and,  though  it  is  true  that,  when 
once  teased  into  rousing  himself  out  of 
his  lair,  he  did  treat  his  man  with  rough 
play,  left  him  ugly  remembrances  of  his 
leonine  power,  and  made  himself  merry 
with  his  distressed  condition,  yet,  on  the 
other  hand,  in  his  utmost  wrath,  there 
was  not  a  particle  of  malice. — De 
QuiNCEY,  Thomas,  1830-57,  Richard 
Bentley,  Collected  Writings,  ed.  Masson, 
vol.  IV,  p.  122. 

The  Fellows,  as  a  body,  were  liable  to 

no  such  charges  as  Bentley  in  his  anger 

brought  against  them ;  not  a  few  of  them 

were  eminent  in   the  University;  and  if 

•  there  were  any  whose  lives  would  not  bear 
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scrutiny,  they  were  at  most  two  or  three, 
naoally  non-resident,  and  always  without 
influence.  It  may  safely  be  said  that  no 
large  society  of  that  time,  in  either  Uni- 
versity, would  have  sustained  an  inspec- 
tion with  more  satisfactory  results.  The 
average  College  Fellow  of  that  period 
was  a  moderately  accomplished  clergyman, 
whose  desire  was  to  repose  in  decent  com- 
fort on  a  small  freehold.  Bentley  swooped 
on  a  large  house  of  such  persons — not 
ideal  students,  yet,  on  the  whole,  decidedly 
favourable  specimens  of  their  kind;  he 
made  their  lives  a  burden  to  them,  and 
then  denounced  them  as  the  refuse  of 
humanity  when  they  dared  to  lift  their 
heads  against  his  insolent  assumption  of 
absolute  power.  They  bore  it  as  long  as 
flesh  and  blood  could.  For  nearly  eight 
years  they  endured.  At  last,  in  Decem- 
ber, 1709,  things  came  to  a  crisis — almost 
by  an  accident.  ...  It  is  good  to 
be  in  sympathy  with  an  illustrious  man, 
but  it  is  better  still  to  be  just.  The 
merits  of  the  controversy  between  Bent- 
ley  and  the  Fellows  have  two  aspects, 
legal  and  moral.  The  legal  question  is 
simple.  Had  Bentley,  as  Master,  brought 
himself  within  the  meaning  of  the  fortieth 
Elizabethan  Statute,  and  deserved  the 
penalty  of  deprivation  ?  Certainly  he  had. 
It  was  so  found  on  two  distinct  occasions, 
twenty  years  apart,  after  a  prolonged 
investigation  by  lawyers.  Morally,  the 
first  question  is :  Was  Bentley  obliged  to 
break  the  Statutes  in  order  to  keep  some 
higher  law  ?  He  certainly  was  not.  — Jebb, 
Richard  Claverhouse,  1882,  Bentley 
(English  Men  qf  Letters),  pp.  101   119. 

LETTER  TO  MILL 
1691 

In  order  that  the  truth  should  be  pub- 
lished and  proved,  we  needed  the  learned 
daring  of  Richard  Bentley — daring  which 
here,  if  anywhere,  served  literature  bet- 
ter tiian  the  sluggish  and  credulous  super- 
stition of  those  who  wish  to  be  called  and 
deemed  critics.  Bentley  shook  off  the 
senile  yoke,  and  put  forth  that  famous 
"Letter  to  Mill" — a  wonderful  monument 
of  genius  and  learning,  such  as  could  have 
come  only  from  the  first  critic  of  his  time. 
— RUHNKEN,  Davh),  c1798.  The  Hesychius 
ifAtberH,  Prtfaee. 

llalelas  had  been  long  and  anxiously 
expected  hy  the  learned ;  and  his  appear- 
ttce  mterested  them,  not  from  his  own 


merits,  which  were  slender,  but  from 
those  of  the  Appendix.  The  various  and 
accurate  learning,  and  the  astonishing 
sagacity  displayed  in  the  '  'Epistle  to  Mill, " 
attracted  the  attention  of  every  person 
capable  of  judging  upon  such  subjects. 
The  originality  of  Bentley's  style,  the 
boldness  of  his  opinions,  and  his  secure 
reliance  upon  unfailing  stores  of  learning, 
all  marked  him  out  as  a  scholar  to  be 
ranked  with  Scaliger,  Casaubon,  and 
Gataker.  Notwithstanding  the  reluctance 
with  which  the  pretensions  of  a  new  author 
are  usually  admitted,  and  the  small  num- 
ber of  persons  to  whom  such  writings 
were  likely  to  recommend  themselves,  we 
find  that  the  fame  of  our  critic  was  at 
once  established:  in  particular,  among 
foreign  scholars,  the  sensation  produced 
by  this  essay  of  a  young  and  unknown 
writer,  seems  to  have  been  unexampled ; 
and  GraBvius  and  Spanheim,  the  chiefs  of 
the  learned  world,  pronounced  him  "the 
rising  constellation''  of  literature,  and 
anticipated  the  brilliancy  of  his  course. 
— Monk,  James  Henry,  1830-33,  Life  of 
Richard  BevMey,  vol.  i,  p.  31. 

This  short  tractate  at  once  placed  Bent- 
ley at  the  head  of  all  living  English  schol- 
ars. The  ease  with  whicl^  by  a  stroke  of 
the  pen,  he  restores  passages,  which  had 
been  left  in  hopeless  corruption  by  the 
editors  of  the  ''Chronicle,"  the  certainty 
of  the  emendation,  and  the  command  over 
the  relevant  material,  are  in  a  style  totally 
different  from  the  careful  and  laborious 
learning  of  Hody,  Mill,  or  Chilmead.  To 
the  small  circle  of  classical  students  it  was 
at  once  apparent  that  there  had  arisen  in 
England  a  critic,  whose  attainments  were 
not  to  be  measured  by  the  ordinary 
academical  standard,  but  whom  these  few 
pages  had  suflSced  to  place  by  the  side  of 
the  great  Grecians  of  a  former  age. — 
Pattison,  Mark,  1878,  Encyclapcedia  Brit- 
annica.  Ninth  ed.,  vol.  m. 

BOYLE  LECTURES 
1692 

One  of  the  most  learned  and  convincing 
discourses  I  had  ever  heard. — Evelyn, 
John,  1692,  Diary,  April  4. 

The  reader  of  these  discourses  is 
informed  and  delighted  by  the  variety  of 
knowledge  which  they  contain,  and  their 
close  and  convincing  train  of  reasoning. 
The  success  with  which  Bentley  unmasks 
the  tenets  of  the  atheist,  grapples  with 
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his  arguments,  and  exposes  his  fallacies, 
has  never  been  surpassed,  and  scarcely 
equalled,  in  the  wars  of  controversy.  He 
steadily  follows  up  his  antagonist,  and 
never  fails  to  dislodge  him  from  his  posi- 
tions. Various  as  are  the  topics  which 
come  under  discussion,  he  appears  at  home 
in  all,  and  displays  a  familiarity  with 
metaphysics,  natural  history,  and  philos- 
ophy, altogether  wonderful  in  a  person 
coming  fresh  from  the  field  of  classical 
criticism.  His  ancient  learning  is  intro- 
duced in  a  happy  and  agreeable  manner, 
when  he  compares  the  theories  of  modem 
sceptics  with  those  of  the  heathen  philos- 
ophers.—Monk,  James  Henry,  1830-33, 
Life  of  Richard  Bentley^  vol.  i,  p.  39. 

As  a  preacher  Bentley  could  not  but 
occupy  a  high  place  in  point  of  depth,  and 
the  power  of  exciting  that  interest  which 
follows  the  guidance  of  a  great  intellect 
in  the  contemplation  of  the  duties  of  time 
and  the  awful  realities  of  eternity.  For 
that  style  of  exhortation  which  awakens 
the  affections,  and  secures  the  convictions 
of  the  judgment  by  the  impulses  of  the 
heart,  the  preacher  was  unequal.  He 
enforced  the  truths  of  revelation  by  the 
teachings  of  nature,  as  expounded  by 
her  greatest  interpreter,  the  immortal 
Newton.  A  sermon  of  Bentley's  based 
upon  a  thesis  of  Newton's  must  have  been 
an  intellectual  gratification  not  unworthy 
an  angelic  auditory.  But  we  fear  that 
in  simply  ^'vindicating  the  ways  of  God 
to  man,''  but  little  would  be  done  to  rec- 
oncile the  heart  of  man  to  God.  Accu- 
rate, precise,  and  exhaustive  he  could  not 
fail  to  be.— Alubone,  S.  Austin,  1854- 
58,  A  OrUical  Dictionary  of  Bhiglish  IM- 
erature^  vol.  i,  p.  172. 

The  Lectures  made  a  deep  and  wide 
impression.  Soon  after  they  had  been 
published,  a  Latin  version  appeared  at 
Berlin.  A  Dutch  version  subsequently 
came  out  at  Utrecht.  There  was  one 
instance,  indeed,  of  dissent  from  the  gen- 
eral approval.  A  Yorkshire  squire  wrote 
a  pamphlet,  intimating  that  his  own  expe- 
rience did  not  lead  him  to  consider  the 
faculties  of  the  human  soul  as  a  decisive 
argument  for  the  existence  of  a  Deity; 
and,  referring  to  Bentley's  observations 
on  this  head,  he  remarked,  ''I  judge  he 
hath  taken  the  wrong  sow  by  the  ear." — 
Jebb,  Richard  Claverhouse,  1882, 
Bentley  (English  Men  qf  Letters) ,  p.  32. 


DISSERTATIONS  ON  PHALARIS 

1695-99 

As  the  first  (.Slsop)  has  been  agreed  by 
all  ages  since,  for  the  greatest  master  in 
his  kind,  and  all  others  of  that  sort  have 
been  but  imitations  of  his  original ;  so  I 
think  the  "Epistles  of  Phalaris"  to  have 
more  race,  more  spirit,  more  force  of  wit 
and  genius,  than  any  others  I  have  ever 
seen,  either  ancient  or  modem.  I  know 
several  learned  men  (or  that  usually  pass 
for  such,  under  the  name  of  critics)  have 
not  esteemed  them  genuine,  and  Politian 
with  some  others  have  attributed  them  to 
Lucian :  but  I  think  he  must  have  little 
skill  in  painting,  that  cannot  find  out  this 
to  be  an  original ;  such  diversity  of  pas- 
sions, upon  such  variety  of  actions  and 
passages  of  life  and  government,  such 
freedom  of  thought,  such  boldness  of 
expression,  such  bounty  to  his  friends, 
such  scorn  of  his  enemies,  such  honour  of 
learned  men,  such  esteem  of  good,  such 
knowledge  of  life,  such  contempt  of  death, 
with  such  fierceness  of  nature  and  cruelty 
of  revenge,  could  never  be  represented 
but  by  him  that  possessed  them;  and  I 
esteem  Lucian  to  have  been  no  more  capa- 
ble of  writing,  than  of  acting  what  Phalaris 
did.  In  all  one  writ,  you  find  the  scholar 
or  the  sophist ;  and  in  all  the  other,  the 
tyrant  and  the  commander. — Temple,  Sir 
William,  1692,  Works,  vol.  iii,  p.  463. 

The  reader  of  these  ** Letters*'  will  find 
less  profit  in  introducing  who  wrote  them 
than  pleasure  in  enjoying  the  perusal. 
As  to  the  authorship,  the  conflicting  opin- 
ions of  learned  men  must  be  consulted — 
perhaps  in  vain ;  as  to  the  worth  of  the 
book,  the  reader  can  judge  best  for  him- 
self. Lest  I  disappoint  curiosity,  how- 
ever— though  the  controversy  does  not 
deserve  keen  zeal  on  either  part — I  will 
briefly  explain  what  seems  to  me  probable 
on  both  sides  of  the  question.  .  .  . 
I  have  collated  the  '^  Letters"  themselves 
with  two  Bodleian  manuscripts  from  the 
Cantuar  and  Selden  collection ;  I  have  also 
procured  a  collation,  as  far  as  Letter  XL., 
of  a  manuscript  in  the  Royal  Library ;  the 
Librarian,  with  that  courtesy  which  dis- 
tinguishes him  [pro  singvlari  sua  human- 
itaie\  refused  me  the  further  use  of  it.  I 
have  not  recorded  every  variation  of  the 
MSS.  from  the  printed  texts;  to  do  so 
would  have  been  tedious  and  useless ;  but, 
wherever    I   have    departed   from   the 
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common  reading,my  authority  will  be  found 
in  the  notes.  This  little  book  is  indebted 
to  the  printer  for  more  than  usual  ele- 
gance; it  is  hoped  that  the  authour's 
labour  may  bring  it  an  equal  measure  of 
acceptance. — Boyle,  Charles,  1695,  erf., 
PhalariSy  Preface, 

I  suspect  Mr.  Boyle  is  in  the  right; 
for  our  friend's  learning  (which  I  have 
a  great  value  for)  wants  a  little  filing; 
and  I  doubt  not  but  a  few  such  strokes  as 
this  will  do  it  and  him  good. — Pepys, 
Samuel,  1695,  Letters,  January. 

Give  me  leave,  sir,  to  tell  you  a  secret, 
— that  I  have  spent  a  whole  day  upon  Dr. 
Bentley's  late  volume  of  scandal,  and 
criticism ;  for  every  one  may  not  judge  it 
to  his  credit  to  be  so  employed.  He 
thinks  meanly,  I  find,  of  my  reading,  as 
meanly  as  I  think  of  his  sense,  his  modesty 
or  his  manners.  If  you  have  looked  into 
it,  sir,  you  have  found  that  a  person,  under 
the  pretence  of  criticism,  may  take  what 
freedom  he  pleases  with  the  reputation 
and  credit  of  any  gentleman ;  and  that  he 
need  not  have  any  regard  for  another 
man's  character  who  has  once  resolved  to 
expose  his  own. — King,  Wiluam,  1698, 
Letter  to  Atterbury,  Nicholt^  Epistolary 
Carrespondenee,  vol.  iv,  p.  337. 

As  a  Woman  in  a  little  House,  that  gets 
a  painful  livelihood  by  spinning ;  if  chance 
her  Geese  be  scattered  o'er  the  Common, 
she  courses  round  the  plain  from  side  to 
side,  compelling,  here  and  there,  the 
stragglers  to  the  flock ;  they  cackle  loud, 
and  flutter  o'er  the  campaign :  so  Boyle 
pursued,  so  fled  this  Pair  of  Friends. 
...  As  when  a  skilful  Cook  has 
truss' d  a  brace  of  Woodcocks,  he,  with 
iron  Skewer,  pierces  the  tender  sides  of 
both,  their  legs  and  wings  close  pinion'd 
to  their  ribs;  so  was  this  Pair  of  Friends 
transfix'd,  till  down  they  fell,  join'd  in 
their  lives,  join'd  in  their  deaths;  so 
closely  join'd  that  Charon  would  mistake 
them  both  for  one,  and  waft  them  over 
Styx  for  half  his  fare. — Swift,  Jonathan, 
1698T-1704,  Battle  of  the  Books. 

Before  I  leave  this  subject,  I  will  just 
tell  you  what  Mr.  Pope  told  me,  who  had 
been  let  into  the  secret,  concerning  the 
Oxford  performance. — That  Boyle  wrote 
only  the  narrative  of  what  passed  between 
him  and  the  Bookseller,  which  too  was 
corrected  for  him ;  that  Friend,  the  Mas- 
ter of  Westminster,  and  Atterbury  wrote 


the  body  of  the  criticisms ;  and  that  Dr. 
King  of  the  Commons  wrote  the  droll 
argument  to  prove  Dr.  Bentley  was  not 
the  author  of  the  Dissertation  on  Phalaris, 
and  the  Index.  And  a  powerful  cabal 
gave  it  a  surprising  run. — Your  character 
of  that  species  of  wit,  in  which  Bentley 
excelled,  is  just.  — Warburton,  William, 
1749,  Letters  from  a  Late  Eminent  Prelate, 
Aug.  19,  p.  11. 

I  have  not  enter'd  into  any  of  the  points 
of  the  controversy,  as  it  would  be  a  disa- 
greeable as  well  as  unnecessary  task,  but 
shall  only  observe,  that  tho'  several  very 
specious  arguments  are  brought  by  doctor 
Bentley,  the  strongest  of  them  do  only 
affect  particular  Epistles ;  which,  as  Mr. 
Boyle  observes,  '*do  not  hurt  the  whole 
body ;  for  in  a  collection  of  pieces  that 
have  no  dependence  on  each  other,  as 
epistles,  epigrams,  fables,  the  first  number 
may  be  increased  by  the  wantonness  and 
vanity  of  imitators  in  after-times,  and  yet 
the  book  be  authentic  in  the  main,  and  an 
original  still." — Francklin,  Thomas, 
1749,  erf..  Letters  of  Phalaris,  Preface. 

The  splendid  controversy  between  Boyle 
and  Bentley  was  at  times  a  strife  of  gladi- 
ators, and  has  been  regretted  as  the 
opprobrium  of  our  literature;  but  it 
should  be  perpetuated  to  its  honour ;  for 
it  may  be  considered,  on  one  side  at  least, 
as  a  noble  contest  of  heroism.  .  .  . 
Wit,  ridicule,  and  invective,  by  cabal  and 
stratagem,  obtained  a  seeming  triumph 
over  a  single  individual,  but  who,  like 
the  Farnesian  Hercules,  personified  the 
force  and  resistance  of  incomparable 
strength.  **The  Bees  of  Christchurch," 
as  this  conspiracy  of  wits  has  been  called, 
so  musical  and  so  angry,  rushed  in  a  dark 
swarm  about  him,  but  only  left  their  fine 
stings  in  the  flesh  they  could  not  wound. 
He  only  put  out  his  hand  in  contempt, 
never  in  rage.  The  Christchurch  men,  as 
if  doubtful  whether  wit  could  prevail 
against  learning,  had  recourse  to  the 
maliciousness  of  personal  satire.  They 
amused  an  idle  public,  who  could  even 
relish  sense  and  Greek,  seasoned  as  they 
were  with  wit  and  satire,  while  Boyle  was 
showing  how  Bentley  wanted  wit,  and 
Bentley  was  proving  how  Boyle  wanted 
learning. —  Disraeu,  Isaac,  1812-13, 
Boyle  and  Bentley,  Calamities  of  Authors. 

On  Bentley's  memorable  performances, 
the  "Dissertations  on  Phalaris, "  criticism 
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has  been  exhausted.  In  the  just  arrange- 
ment of  the  matter,  in  the  logical  precision 
of  the  arguments,  and  in  the  readiness  and 
skill  with  which  the  most  extensive  and 
refined  erudition  is  brought  to  bear  upon 
the  points  contested,  it  is  perhaps  unri- 
valled by  any  single  work.  Enriched  with 
incidental  disquisitions  on  many  different 
topics  of  classical  learning,  it  will 
ever  be  prized  by  the  student  as  a 
storehouse  of  important  information. — 
Dyce,  Alexander,  1836-38,  ed.  BenUe^s 
Works. 

The  Cambridge  giant  of  criticism  replied 
in  an  answer  which  goes  by  the  name  of 
Bentley  against  Boyle.  It  was  the  first 
great  literary  war  that  had  been  waged  in 
England;  and,  like  that  of  Troy,  it  has 
still  the  prerogative  of  being  remembered, 
after  the  **  Epistles  of  Phalaris"  are 
almost  as  much  buried  as  the  walls  of 
Troy  itself.  Both  combatants  were  skil- 
ful in  wielding  the  sword :  the  arms  of 
Boyle,  in  Swift's  language,  were  given 
him  by  all  the  gods;  but  his  antagonist 
stood  forward  in  no  such  figurative 
strength,  master  of  a  learning  to  which 
nothing  parallel  had  been  known  in  Eng- 
land, and  that  directed  by  an  understand- 
ing prompt,  discriminating,  not  idly  scep- 
tical, but  still  farther  removed  from  trust 
in  authority,  sagacious  in  perceiving  cor- 
ruptions of  language,  and  ingenious,  at 
the  least,  in  removing  them ;  with  a  style 
rapid,  concise,  amusing,  and  superior  to 
Boyle  in  that  which  he  had  chiefly  to 
boast,  a  sarcastic  wit. — Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Europe,  pt.  iv,  ch.  i,  par.  17. 

How  much  do  I  regret  that  I  have  neither 
learning  nor  eyesight  thoroughly  to  enjoy 
Bentley *s  masterley  "Dissertation  upon 
the  Epistles  of  Phalaris!"  Many  years 
ago  I  read  the  work  with  infinite  pleasure. 
As  far  as  I  know,  or  rather  am  able  to 
judge,  it  is  without  a  rival  in  that  depart- 
ment of  literature ;  a  work  of  which  the 
English  nation  may  be  proud  as  long  as 
acute  intellect,  and  vigorous  powers,  and 
profound  scholarship  shall  be  esteemed 
in  the  world. — Wordsworth,  Wiluam, 
1837,  Letters,  Memoirs  by  C.  Wordsworth, 
ed.  Reed,  vol.  ii,  p.  353. 

The  finest  piece  of  erudite  criticism 
that  has  ever  proceeded  from  an  English 
pen.— Arnold,  Thomas,  1862-87,  A 
Manual  qf  English  Literature,  p.  248. 


To  any  one  who  has  looked  into  this 
dead  controversy,  it  is  curious  to  note 
how  the  great  scholar  outrages  pure  idio- 
matic English  in  the  criticisms  that  estab- 
lished his  mastership  over  the  Greek. — 
Burton,  John  Hill,  1880,  A  History  of 
the  Reign  qf  Queen  Anne,  vol.  m,  p.  296. 

A  curious  fatality  attended  on  Bentley 's 
adversaries  in  this  controversy.  While 
they  dealt  thrusts  at  points  where  he  was 
invulnerable,  they  missed  all  the  chinks 
in  his  armour  except  a  statement  limiting 
too  narrowly  the  use  of  two  Greek  verbs, 
and  his  identification  of  '^Alba  Graeca" 
with  Buda  instead  of  Belgrade.  Small 
and  few,  indeed,  these  chinks  were.  It 
would  have  been  a  petty,  but  fair,  triumph 
for  his  opponents,  if  they  had  perceived 
that,  in  correcting  a  passage  of  Aristoph- 
anes, he  had  left  a  false  quantity.  They 
might  have  shown  that  a  passage  in  Dio- 
dorus  had  led  him  into  an  error  regarding 
Attic  chronology  during  the  reign  of  the 
Thirty  Tyrants.  They  might  have  exulted 
in  the  fact  that  an  emendation  which  he 
proposed  in  Isaeus  rested  on  a  confusion 
between  two  different  classes  of  choruses ; 
that  he  had  certainly  misconstrued  a  pas- 
sage in  the  life  of  Pythagoras  by  lam- 
blichus;  that  the. "Minos,"  on  which  he 
relies  as  Plato's  work,  was  spurious ;  that, 
in  one  of  the  "Letters  of  Phalaris,"  he 
had  defended  a  false  reading  by  false 
grammar.  They  could  have  shown  that 
Bentley  was  demonstrably  wrong  in  assert- 
ing that  no  writings,  bearing  the  name  of 
iBsop,  were  extant  in  the  time  of  Aris- 
tophanes ;  also  in  stating  that  the  Fable 
of  "The  Two  Boys''  had  not  come  down 
to  the  modem  world :  it  was,  in  fact,  very 
near  them — safe  in  a  manuscript  at  the 
Bodleian  Library.  Even  the  discussion 
on  Zaleucus  escaped :  its  weak  points  were 
first  brought  out  by  later  critics — War- 
burton,  Salter,  Gibbon.  Had  such  blem- 
ishes been  ten  times  more  numerous,  they 
would  not  have  affected  the  worth  of  the 
book ;  but,  such  as  they  were,  they  were 
just  of  the  kind  which  small  detractors 
delight  to  magnify.  In  one  place  Bent- 
ley accuses  Boyle  of  having  adopted  a 
wrong  reading  in  one  of  the  Letters,  and 
thereby  made  nonsense  of  the  passage. 
Now,  Boyle's  reading,  though  not  the 
best,  happens  to  be  capable  of  yielding 
the  very  sense  which  Bentley  required. 
Yet  even  this  Boyle  and  his  friends  did 
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not  discover. — Jebb,  Richard  Claver- 
HOUSE,  1882,  BenOey  (English  Men  qf  Let- 
ters), p.  73. 

Bentley  replied  by  publishing,  early  in 
1699,  an  enlarged  Dissertation,  which  has 
justly  been  regarded  as  marking  an  epoch 
not  only  in  the  life  of  the  author  but  also 
in  the  history  of  literature.  His  victory 
was  really  complete,  but  its  effect  was 
not  immediately  felt  in  all  its  fulness. 
Not  one,  however,  of  the  Boylean  confed- 
eracy ever  again  appeared  before  the 
world  as  a  critic,  though  many  years  had 
to  elapse  before  Tyrwhitt  could  describe 
the  opponents  of  Bentley  as  ''laid  low  by 
the  thunderbolt,"  or  Person  pronounce  it 
an  ' '  immortal  dissertation. ' '  Even  apart 
from  the  merits  of  the  purely  controver- 
sial portions,  it  has  a  permanent  value 
owing  to  the  vast  amount  of  interesting 
and  accurate  information  which  it  embod- 
ies on  points  of  history  and  chronology, 
antiquities;  philology,  and  criticism — 
such  as  the  age  of  Pythagoras,  the  origins 
of  Greek  tragedy,  the  anapaestic  metre, 
and  the  coinage  of  Sicily.  It  is  not  solely 
''a  masterpiece  of  controversy"  and  a 
''store-house  of  erudition."  It  is  also 
an  example  of  critical  method,  marking 
the  beginning  of  the  crUical  school  of 
classical  scholarship,  which  henceforth 
prevailed  among  the  leading  representa- 
tives of  learning  in  England  and  Holland, 
until  it  was  succeeded  by  the  systematic 
or  eneydapcedie  school  of  scholarship, 
which  begins  in  Germany  about  1783  with 
the  great  name  of  Friedrich  Augustus 
Wolf.— Sandys,  J.  E.,  1896,  Social  Eng- 
land,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  v,  p.  64. 

HORACE 
1711 

I  am  indebted  to  you.  Sir,  for  the  great 
pleasure  and  instruction  I  have  received 
from  that  excellent  performance ;  though 
at  y*  same  time  I  cannot  but  own  to  you 
the  uneasyness  I  felt  when  I  found  how 
many  things  in  Horace  there  were,  which, 
after  thirty  years'  acquaintance  with  him, 
I  did  not  understand. — Atterbury, 
Francis,  1712,  Letter  to  Bentley,  April  19. 

Take  Bentley's  and  Jason  de  Nores' 
Comments  upon  Horace,  you  will  admire 
Bentley  more  when  wrong,  than  Jason 
when  right. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1776, 
Life  by  Bosicell. 

This  publication  had  been    long  and 


anxiously  expected,  and  its  appearance 
excited  much  sensation  and  surprise. 
There  were  found  between  seven  and  eight 
hundred  alterations  of  the  common  read- 
ings of  Horace ;  all  of  which,  contrary  to 
the  general  practice  of  classical  editors, 
were  introduced  into  the  text.  Scholars, 
having  been  familiar  from  their  childhood 
with  the  works  of  this  poet,  were  unwill- 
ing to  believe  that  they  had  been  all  their 
lives  mistaken  in  those  passages  which 
had  afforded  them  unceasing  gratification. 
Many  indeed  of  Bentley's  readings  are 
those  of  old  editions  and  manuscripts; 
but  the  greater  part  are  the  fruit  of  his 
own  conjecture,  supported  by  arguments 
always  plausible  and  ingenious,  and  not 
unfrequently  convincing.  A  person,  who 
at  first  rejects  his  correction  and  declares 
a  preference  for  the  old  reading,  will 
sometimes  be  surprised  to  find  his  opinion 
changed  on  perusing  the  note,  and  be  com- 
pelled to  acknowledge  the  justice  of  the 
emendation :  and  this  is  a  result  of  his 
labours  which  the  Doctor  anticipated,  not 
without  exultation.  But  while  some  of 
his  new  readings  are  fairly  established,  a 
larger  proportion  must  be  confessed  to  be 
dubious.  Many  of  his  changes  are  unnec- 
essary, others  harsh  and  improbable.  He 
shows  a  propensity  to  confine  the  limits 
of  poetical  licence  too  closely,  and  thus 
to  reduce  the  language  of  Horace  into 
prose.— Monk,  James  Henry,  1830-33, 
Life  of  Richard  Bentley,  vol.  I,  p.  313. 

On  the  merits  and  defects  of  Bentley^s 
Horace,  none  but  the  accomplished  scholar 
can  expatiate,  and  none  but  professional 
scholars  could  feel  much  interest  in  the 
discussion.  The  intrusion  of  the  con- 
jectural readings  into  the  text  has  been 
censured  as  altogether  unwarrantable. 
Many  of  them  go  to  crop  the  most  deli- 
cate flowers  of  Horatian  fancy,  and  sheer 
away  the  love-locks  which  the  world  has 
doated  on.  The  value  of  the  work  con- 
sists in  the  extraordinary  display  of  learn- 
ing and  ingenuity  which  the  defence  of 
these  innovations  called  forth,  in  the  skil- 
ful allegation  of  parallel  passages ;  in  the 
wonderful  adroitness  with  which  every  line 
and  every  letter  that  supports  the  proposed 
change  is  hunted  out  from  the  obscurest 
comers  of  Roman  literature,  and  made  to 
bear  on  the  case  in  point,  and  in  the  log- 
ical dexterity  with  which  apparent  objec- 
tions are  turned  into  confirmations.     Vast 
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as  was  Bentley's  reading,  none  of  it  was 
superfluous,  for  he  turns  it  all  to  account; 
his  felicity  in  fixing  his  eye  at  once  on 
what  he  needed,  in  always  finding  the 
evidence  that  he  wanted,  often  where  no 
one  else  would  have  thought  of  looking 
for  it,  is  almost  pretumatural.  His  learn- 
ing suggested  all  the  phrases  that  might 
be  admitted  in  any  given  passage;  but 
his  taste  did  not  always  lead  him  to  select 
the  best. — Coleridge,  Hartley,  1833, 
Biographia  Borealis,  p.  120. 

Speaking  of  Bentley's  readings  in  the 
mass,  one  may  say  that  Horace  would 
probably  have  liked  two  or  three  of  them 
— would  have  allowed  a  very  few  more  as 
not  much  better  or  worse  than  his  own — 
and  would  have  rejected  the  immense 
majority  with  a  smile  or  a  shudder. — 
Jebb,  Richard  Claverhouse,  1882;  Bent- 
ley  (English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  128. 

In  this  work  the  editor  puts  too  strict 
a  limit  to  the  author's  poetic  fancy,  and 
thus  too  often  reduces  the  poetry  of 
Horace  to  the  level  of  precise  and  logical 
prose.  But  even  the  very  errors  of  so 
great  a  critic  are  often  instructive,  and 
the  commentary  abounds  in  unquestionably 
valuable  hints  on  grammar  and  metre, 
while  in  the  preface  we  have  a  serious 
attempt  to  deal  with  the  chronology  of 
the  poet's  works. — Sandys,  J.  E.,  1896, 
Social  England,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  v,  p.  65. 

REMARKS  ON  A  LATE  DISCOURSE 

OF  FREE-THINKINQ 

1713 

Whereas  the  Reverend  Dr.  Bentley, 
Master  of  Trinity  College,  besides  his  other 
labours  published  from  our  press,  to  the 
great  advancement  of  learning  and  honour 
of  this  University,  has  lately,  under  the 
borrowed  name  of  'Thileleutherus  Lip- 
siensis,"  done  eminent  service  to  the 
Christian  Religion,  and  the  Clergy  of  Eng- 
land, by  refuting  the  objections  and 
exposing  the  ignorance  of  an  impious  set 
of  writers,  that  call  themselves  Freethink- 
ers— May  it  please  you  that  the  said  Dr. 
Bentley,  for  his  good  services  already 
done,  have  the  public  thanks  of  the  Uni- 
versity ;  and  be  desired  by  Mr.  Vice  Chan- 
cellor, in  the  name  of  the  whole  body,  to 
finish  what  remains  of  so  useful  a  work. 
—University  Grace  Book,  1715,  Jan.  4. 

Nothing  can  be  more  judicious,  or 
effectual  than  the  manner  in  which  the 


Doctor  takes  to  pieces  the  shallow  but 
dangerous  performance  of  the  infidel. 
Not  satisfied  with  replying  to  particular 
arguments,  he  cuts  the  ground  from  under 
his  feet,  by  exposing  the  fallacious  mode 
of  reasoning  which  pervades  them  all,  and 
the  contemptible  sophism  which  repre- 
sents all  good  and  great  men  of  every  age 
and  country  to  have  been  * 'free-thinkers, " 
and  consequently  partizans  of  his  own 
sect.  But  the  happiest  of  the  Remarks 
are  those  which  display  the  mistakes  and 
ignorance  of  Collins  in  his  citations  from 
classical  writers.  By  a  kind  of  fatality, 
his  translations  are  perpetually  inaccurate, 
and  his  conception  of  the  originals  erro- 
neous :  and  though  most  of  his  blunders  are 
the  effects  of  ignorance,  yet  not  a  few 
seem  to  arise  from  a  deliberate  intention 
of  deceiving  his  readers.  Never  was  the 
advantage  more  conspicuous  of  a  ripe  and 
perfect  scholar  over  a  half-learned  smat- 
terer:  while  the  latter  searches  book 
after  book  in  pursuit  of  passages  favour- 
able to  his  own  theory,  the  former,  famil- 
iar with  the  writings  and  characters  of 
the  authors,  and  accurately  versed  in 
their  language,  is  able  to  take  to  pieces 
the  ill-assorted  patchwork  of  irrevelant 
quotations.  These  parts  of  Bentley's 
work  are  not  only  effectual  in  demolishing 
his  adversary,  but  are  both  entertaining 
and  useful  to  the  reader ;  and  to  them  it 
is  owing  that  the  book  has  experienced 
a  fate  so  different  from  that  of  other  con- 
troversial writings:  even  the  ablest  and 
best-written  of  such  pieces  generally  fall 
into  oblivion  along  with  the  dispute  which 
gave  them  birth  ;  but  the  ''Remarks  of 
Phileleutherus"  are  still  read  with  the 
same  delight  as  at  their  first  appearance. 
—Monk,  James  Henry,  1830-33,  Life  of 
Richard  Bentley,  vol.  i,  p.  345. 

Another,  perhaps  the  only  other,  book 
of  this  polemical  tribe  which  can  be  said  to 
have  been  completely  successful  as  an 
answer,  is  one  most  unlike  the  ''Anal- 
ogy" in  all  its  nobler  features.  This  is 
Bentley's  "Remarks  upon  a  late  Discourse 
of  Freethinking,  by  Phileleutherus  Lip- 
siensis,"  1713.  Coarse,  arrogant,  and 
abusive,  with  all  Bentley's  worst  faults  of 
style  and  temper,  this  masterly  critique 
is  decisive.  ...  It  is  rare  sport 
to  Bentley,  this  rat-hunting  in  an  old  rick, 
and  he  lays  about  him  in  high  glee,  brain- 
ing an  authority  at  every  blow.     When 


RICHARD  BENTLEY 


119 


be  left  off  abruptly,  in  the  middle  of  a 
"Third  Part,"  it  was  not  because  he  was 
satiated  with  slaughter,  but  to  substitute 
a  new  excitement,  no  less  congenial  to  his 
temper — a  quarrel  with  the  University 
about  his  fees.  A  grace,  voted  1715, 
tendering  him  the  public  thanks  of  the 
University,  and  ''praying  him  in  the  name 
of  the  University  to  finish  what  remains 
of  so  useful  a  work,''  could  not  induce 
him  to  resume  his  pen.  The  "Remarks 
of  Phileleutherus  Lipsiensis,"  unfinished 
though  they  are,  and  trifling  as  was  the 
book  which  gave  occasion  to  them,  are 
perhaps  the  best  of  all  Bentley's  perform- 
ances. They  have  all  the  merits  of  the 
'Thalaris"  dissertation,  with  the  advan- 
tage of  a  far  nobler  subject.  They  show 
how  Bentley's  exact  appreciation  of  the 
value  of  terms  could,  when  he  chose  to 
apply  it  to  that  purpose,  serve  him  as  a 
key  to  the  philosophical  ideas  of  past 
times,  no  less  than  to  those  of  poetical 
metaphor.  The  tone  of  the  pamphlet  is 
most  offensive,  "not  only  not  insipid,  but 
exceedingly  bad-tasted.''  We  can  only 
say  the  taste  is  that  of  his  age,  while  the 
knowledge  is  all  his  own. — Pattison, 
Mark,  1860-89,  Religious  Thought  in 
England;  Essays,  ed.  Nettleship,  vol,  li, 
pp.  95,  97. 

EDITION  OF  PARADISE  LOST 

1732 

Our  celebrated  author,  when  he  com- 
posed this  poem,  being  obnoxious  to  the 
Government,  poor,  friendless,  and,  what 
is  worst  of  all,  blind  with  a  gutta  serena, 
could  only  dictate  his  verses  to  be  writ  by 
another.  Whence  it  necessarily  follows, 
that  any  errors  in  spelling,  pointing,  nay 
even  in  whole  words  of  a  like  or  near  sound 
in  pronunciation,  are  not  to  be  charged 
upon  the  poet,  but  on  the  amanuensis. — 
But  more  calamities,  than  are  yet  men- 
tioned, have  happened  to  our  poem:  for 
the  friend  or  acquaintance,  whoever  he 
was,  to  whom  Milton  committed  his  copy 
and  the  overseeing  of  the  press,  did  so 
vilely  execute  that  trust,  that  Paradise, 
uider  his  ignorance  and  audaciousness, 
may  be  said  to  be  twice  lost.  A  poor 
bookseller,  then  living  near  Aldersgate, 
purchased  our  author's  copy  for  ten 
poonda,  and  (if  a  second  edition  followed) 
for  five  pounds  more ;  as  appears  by  the 
wiginal  bond,  yet  in  being.  This  book- 
seller, and  thiat  acquaintance,  who  seems 


to  have  been  the  sole  corrector  of  the 
press,  brought  forth  their  first  edition, 
polluted  with  such  monstrous  faults  as  are 
beyond  example  in  any  other  printed  book. 
— But  these  typographical  faults,  occa- 
sioned by  the  negligence  of  this  acquaint- 
ance, (if  all  may  be  imputed  to  that, 
and  not  several  wilfully  made)  were  not 
the  worst  blemishes  brought  upon  our 
poem.  For  this  supposed  friend  (called 
in  these  notes  the  editor),  knowing  Mil- 
ton's bad  circumstances ;  who  (vii.  26) 
*'Wa8  fall'n  on  evil  days  and  evil  tongues, 
With  darkness  and  with  dangers  oompass'd 

round 
And  solitude;  " 

thought  he  had  a  fit  opportunity  to  foist 
into  the  book  several  of  his  own  verses, 
without  the  blind  poet's  discovery.  This 
trick  has  been  too  frequently  played ;  but 
especially  in  works  published  after  an 
author's  death.  And  poor  Milton  in  that 
condition,  with  threescore  years'  weight 
upon  his  shoulders,  might  be  reckoned 
more  than  half  dead.— Bentley,  Richard, 
1732,  EdUim  of  Milton. 

Did  Milton's  prose,  O  Charles,  thy   death 

defend? 
A  fnrious  foe  unconscions  proves  a  friend. 
On  Milton's  verse  does  Bentley  comment. — 

Know 
A  weak  officious  friend  becomes  a  foe. 
While  he  but  sought  his  Author's  fame  to 

further. 
The  murderous  critic  has  aveng'd  thy  murder. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1732,  Epigram 
Occasioned  by  seeing  some  sheets  of  Dr. 
Bentley* s  edUion  of  MiUon^s  ** Paradise 
Lost.'' 

As  to  Dr.  Bentley  and  Milton,  I  think 
the  one  above  and  y'  other  below  all  criti- 
cism.—Pope,  Alexander,  1732,  Letter 
to  Jacob  Tonson,  June  7,  Pope's  Works,  ed. 
Courthope,  vol.  iii,  p.  530. 

The  generality  of  my  scheme  does  not 
admit  the  frequent  notice  of  verbal  inac- 
curacies; which  Bentley,  perhaps  better 
skilled  in  grammar  than  in  poetry,  has 
often  found,  though  he  sometimes  made 
them,  and  which  he  imputed  to  the  obtru- 
sions of  a  reviser,  whom  the  author's 
blindness  obliged  him  to  employ ;  a  sup- 
position rash  and  groundless,  if  he 
thought  it  true ;  and  vile  and  pernicious, 
if,  as  is  said,  he  in  private  allowed  it  to 
be  false.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81, 
Milton,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

The  classical  learning  of  Bentley  was 
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singular  and  acnte,  bnt  the  erndition  of 
words  is  frequently  found  not  to  be  allied 
to  the  sensibility  of  taste. — Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1791-1824,  ''GrUical  SagaMyr 
and  ** Happy  Conjecture;**  ar^  Bentley*8 
Milton^  Ouriofities  of  Ldterature. 

The  great  Bentley,  when  he  undertook 
the  editing  of  Milton,  was  far  advanced  in 
age,  and  soon  after  this  work,  which 
formed  his  last  publication,  his  faculties 
discovered  very  evident  decline.  In  many 
of  his  former  works  he  has  displayed  a 
vigour  and  sagacity  of  mind,  an  extent 
and  accuracy  of  erudition  which  are  truly 
wonderful,  and  which,  perhaps,  have  never 
been  exceeded.  But  his  edition  of  Milton, 
though  it  exhibits  many  characters  of  the 
great  critic,  must  be  pronounced  to  be 
altogether  an  egregious  failure. — Sym- 
MONS,  Charles,  1809-10,  The  Life  of  John 
Milton,  p.  536,  note. 

His  edition  of  Milton  had  the  same 
merits  as  his  other  editions;  peculiar 
defects  it  had,  indeed,  from  which  his 
editions  of  Latin  classics  were  generally 
free;  these,  however,  were  due  to  no 
decays  in  himself,  but  to  original  differ- 
ences in  the  English  classic  from  any 
which  he  could  have  met  with  in  Pagan 
literature.  The  romantic,  or  Christian, 
poetry  was  alien  to  Bentley's  taste ;  he 
had  no  more  sense  or  organs  of  perception 
for  this  grander  and  more  imaginative 
order  of  poetry  than  a  screaming  peacock 
may  be  supposed  to  have  for  the  music  of 
Mozart.  Consequently,  whatsoever  was 
peculiarly  characteristic  in  it  seemed  to 
him  a  monstrous  abortion;  and,  had  it 
been  possible  that  passages  in  the  same 
impassioned  key  should  occur  in  the  aus- 
tere and  naked  words  of  the  Roman  or 
Grecian  muse,  he  would  doubtless  have 
proscribed  them  as  interpolations  of 
monks,  copyists,  or  scholiasts,  with  the 
same  desperate  hook  which  operated  so 
summarily  on  the  text  of ' '  Paradise  Lost. ' ' 
With  these  infirmities,  and  this  constitu- 
tional defect  of  poetic  sensibility,  the 
single  blunder  which  he  committed  was  in 
undertaking  such  a  province.  The  man- 
agement of  it  did  him  honour;  for  he 
complied  honestly  with  the  constitution 
of  his  own  mind,  and  was  right  in  the  sense 
of  taking  a  true  view,  though  undoubtedly 
from  a  false  station.— De  Quincey, 
Thomas,  1830-57.  Richard  Bentley,  Col- 
lected Writings,  ed.Masson,  voZ.  iv,  p,  191. 


Bentley's  mind  was  saturated  with  the 
authors  of  antiquity.  Their  turn  of 
thought,  their  style  of  expression,  the 
niceties  of  their  language  had  been  his 
untiring  study  from  boyhood  onwards. 
To  the  imaginative  poets  of  England  he 
was  a  stranger.  He  was  neither  accus- 
tomed to  their  ways  of  thinking,  nor  their 
modes  of  expression,  and  coming  fresh  to 
them  when  he  was  close  upon  seventy  he 
tried  them  by  a  standard  very  unlike  their 
own.  An  aged,  unpliant  haughty  novice, 
it  was  much  too  late  to  qualify  himself 
for  the  commission  he  had  received. — 
Elwin,  WnrrwELL,  1872,  ed.,  The  Works 
of  Alexander  Pope,  vol.  vm,  p.  293,  note. 

Of  inspiration,  of  refined  intelligence 
of  delicacy  of  taste,  of  any  trace  of 
sympathy  with  the  essentials  of  poetry, 
his  emendations  are  totally  devoid.  If, 
as  is  sometimes  the  case,  they  are  felici- 
tous— ingenious,  that  is  to  say,  without 
violating  poetic  propriety — it  is  by  pure 
accident.  In  many  instances  they  liter- 
ally beggar  burlesque. — Collins,  John 
Ghurton,  1895,  Essays  and  Studies,  p.  284.  . 

GENERAL 

That  new  and  brilliant  light  of  Britain. 
— Graevius,  John  George,  1697,  ed. 
CaUimachus,  Prtfaee. 

A  certain  Bentley,  diligent  enough  in 
turning  over  lexicons. — Alsop,  Anthony, 
1698,  ed.  jEsop. 

To  answer  the  reflexion  of  a  private 
Gentleman  with  a  general  abuse  of  the 
Society  he  belonged  to,  is  the  manners  of  a 
dirty  Boy,  upon  a  Country-Green. — Atter- 
BURY,  Francis  ?  1701,  A  Short  Review. 
While  Bentley,  long  to  wrangling  schools 

confin'd. 
And  bnt  by  books  acquainted  with  mankind, 
Dares,  in  the  f olness  of  the  pedant's  pride, 
Rhyme,  tho*  no  genins ;  tho'  no  jndge,  decide ; 
Tet  he,  prime  pattern  of  the  captions  art, 
Ont  tibbalding  poor  Tibbald,  tops  his  part; 
Holds  high   the   scourge  o*er  each   fam'd 

author's  head, 
Nor  are  their  graves  a  refuge  for  the  dead : 
To  Milton  lending  sense,  to  Horace  wit, 
He  makes  them  write  what  never  poet  writ; 
The  Roman  Muse  arraigns  his  mangling  pens 
And  Paradise  by  him  is  lost  again. 
Such  was  his  doom    impos'd  by  Heav'n's 

decree. 
With  ears  that  hear  not,  eyes  shall  not  see ; 
The  low  to  swell,  to  level  the  sublime, 
To  blast  all  beauty,  and  beprose  all  rhyme. 

—Mallet,  David,  1732,  Poem  on  Verbal 
Criticism,  Addressed  to  Mr.  Pope. 
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Mistreesl    diflmiBH    that  rabble  from    yonr 

throne: 
Avaant — is  Aristarchos  yet  unknown? 
Thy  mighty  Scholiast  whose  unwearied  pains 
Made  Horace  dull,  and  humbled  Milton^s 

strains. . 
Tmn  what  they  will  to  Verse,  their  toil  is  vain, 
Critics  like  me  shall  make  it  Prose  again. 
Roman  and  Greek  Grammarians !  know  yonr 

Better, 
Author  of  something  yet  more  great  than 

Letter; 
While  tow'ring  o*er  your  Alphabet,  like  Saul, 
Stands  our  Digamma,  and  o'ertops  them  all. 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1742,  Dunciad,  bk. 
iv.,  17.  209-218. 

To  have  it  said  and  believed  that  you 
are  the  most  learned  man  in  England, 
would  be  no  more  than  what  was  said 
of  Dr.  Bentley.— Chesterfield,  Philip 
Dormer  Stanhope  Earl,  1750,  Letters  to 
his  Son,  Nov.  1. 

Giant  as  he  was  in  learning,  and  eagle- 
ey«l  in  criticism. — Cowper,  Wiluam, 
1790,  Letter  to  SamvLel  Rose,  Feb.  2. 

Its  editor,  [of  Julius  Pollux]  Hemster- 
huis, — (for  who  at  the  age  of  eighteen 
under  values  himself?) — was  well  content 
with  his  work.  In  a  short  time  he  received 
a  letter  from  Bentley,  the  British 
Aristarchus,  in  which  the  labor  bestowed 
upon  the  edition  by  Hemsterhuis  was 
highly  commended,  and  at  the  same  time 
Bentley's  emendations  were  given  of  the 
citations  made  by  Pollux  from  the  comic 
authors.  In  restoring  these  passages 
Hemsterhuis  himself  had  spared  no  pains, 
justly  deeming  it  the  most  important  part 
of  his  editorial  duty.  But,  on  the  perusal 
of  Bentley's  emendations,  he  perceived 
his  own  labor  to  have  been  in  vain,  and 
that  Bentley  had  accomplished  the  task 
with  almost  superhuman  sagacity.  And 
what  do  you  suppose  were  the  feelings  of 
Hemsterhuis  under  these  circumstances? 
He  was  so  disturbed,  so  dissatisfied  with 
himself,  that  he  resolved  to  abandon  the 
study  of  Greek  for  ever ;  nor  did  he,  for 
two  months,  dare  to  touch  a  Greek 
author.— WoLP,  Fried.  August,  1816, 
Litterarisehe  Anakcten. 

A  name  dreaded  as  well  as  respected  in 
literature.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1824, 
Ridiard  Cumberland. 

In  his  emendations,  as  he  calls  them, 
both  of  Milton  and  of  Horace,  for  one 
happy  conjecture  he  makes  at  least  twenty 
wrong,  and  ten  ridiculous.     In  the  Greek 


poets,  and  sometimes  in  Terence,  he, 
beyond  the  rest  of  the  pack,  was  often 
brought  into  the  trail  by  scenting  an 
unsoundness  in  the  metre.  But  let  me 
praise  him  where  few  think  of  praising 
him,  or  even  of  suspecting  his  superi- 
ority. He  wrote  better  English  than  his 
adversary  Middleton,  and  established  for 
his  university  that  supremacy  in  classical 
literature  which  it  still  retains. — Landor, 
Walter  Savage,  1828,  Imaginary  Con- 
versations, Third  Series,  Southey  and 
Landor,  p.  466. 

In  conclusion,  I  will  venture  to  pro- 
nounce Dr.  Bentley  the  greatest  mxin 
amongst  all  scholars.  In  the  complexion 
of  his  character  and  the  style  of  his 
powers  he  resembled  the  elder  Scaliger, 
having  the  same  hardihood,  energy,  and 
elevation  of  mind.  But  Bentley  had  the 
advantage  of  earlier  polish,  and  benefited 
by  the  advances  of  his  age.  He  was,  also, 
in  spite  of  insinuations  to  the  contrary, 
issuing  from  Mr.  Boyle  and  his  associates, 
favourably  distinguished  from  the 
Scaligers,  father  and  son,  by  constitutional 
good-nature,  generosity  and  placability. 
I  should  pronounce  him,  also,  the  greatest 
of  scholars,  were  it  not  that  I  remember 
Salmasius.  Dr.  Parr  was  in  the  habit  of 
comparing  the  Phalaris  Dissertation  with 
that  of  Salmasius  ''De  Lingua  Hellenis- 
tica."  For  my  own  part,  I  have  always 
compared  it  with  the  same  writer's 
*  *  Plinian  Exercitations. ' '  Both  are  among 
the  miracles  of  human  talent:  but  with 
this  difference,  that  the  Salmasian  work 
is  crowded  with  errors;  whilst  that  of 
Bentley,  in  its  latest  revision,  is  absolutely 
without  spot  or  blemish. — De  Quince y, 
Thomas,  1830-57,  Richard  Bentley,  Col- 
lected Writings,  ed.  Masson,  vol.  IV,  p. 
234. 

His  scheme  for  an  edition  of  Homer  was 
abandoned,  but  the  germ  of  all  the  modern 
theories  on  the  subject  is  distinctly 
developed  in  his  writings.  In  an  article 
on  the  Homeric  writings,  we  have  ventured 
to  enter  our  dissent  against  the  prevailing 
hypothesis  of  Wolf ;  but  who,  at  all  deeply 
interested  in  the  writings  of  the  great 
poet  of  antiquity,  will  refuse  to  acknowl- 
edge how  infinitely  their  knowledge  has 
been  increased,  their  delight  in  the 
Homeric  writings  heightened,  by  the 
inquiries  of  that  eminent  scholar,  of 
Heyne,  and  of  Payne  Knight;  and  what 
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are  all  these  but  the  acknowledged  disci- 
ples of  Bentley  ?  The  whole  modern  theory 
of  the  Homeric  versification  rests  on  his 
discovery  of  the  digamma ;  and  independ- 
ent of  this  groundwork  of  his  system,  and 
however  imperfect  the  success  of  Mr. 
Knight,  who,  before  the  time  of  Bentley, 
would  have  imagined,  as  he  has  done,  the 
possibility  of  restoring  the  original  lan- 
guage in  which  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey 
were  composed?  —  Bloomfibld,  C.  J., 
1831,  Bishop  Monk's  lAfe  (f  Bevtiey, 
QtLarterly  Review,  vol.  46,  p.  165. 

Many  things  now  familiar  to  young 
academics  (thanks  to  the  labours  of 
Dawes,  and  Bumey,  and  Parr,  and  Person, 
and  Elmsley)  were  utterly  unknown  to 
scholars  like  Bentley,  and  to  Scaiiger 
before  him ;  and  though  it  might  seem  an 
ungracious  task,  it  would  not  be  void 
either  of  pleasure  or  of  profit  to  give 
select  specimens  of  errors  in  metre  and 
syntax  committed  by  these  illustrious  men. 
—Tate,  James,  1834,  Irdrodudion  to  the 
Principal  Greek  Tragic  and  Comic  Metres. 

Whether  his  name  could  be  safely  placed 
above  that  of  Erasmus,  Scaiiger,  and 
Hemsterhuys,  not  to  mention  any  of  the 
renowned  scholars  of  the  last  generation, 
may  be  a  question  on  which  the  learned 
of  England  and  other  countries  might 
differ.  But  this  we  think  may  be  safely 
said,  that  if  Bentley,  in  all  other  things 
the  same,  had  passed  his  life  in  the  quiet 
of  a  University  in  Holland  or  Germany ; — 
if  he  had  redeemed  to  those  studies  for 
which  he  was  bom,  the  time  and  the 
talents  which  he  wasted  in  the  petty 
squabbles  of  his  College  mastership,  he 
would  unquestionably  have  made  himself, 
beyond  all  rivalry,  the  most  celebrated 
scholar  of  modern  times.  .  .  .  Bishop 
Monk  bestows  on  him  the  epithet  of  the 
Prince  of  Scholars,  and,  if  we  were  dis- 
posed to  deny  his  title  to  this  proud  appel- 
lation, we  should  be  at  a  loss  to  say  who 
better  deserves  it.  .  .  .  But  it  cannot 
be  denied  by  his  warmest  admirers,  that 
his  talent  and  learning  were,  even  in  his 
literary  studies,  most  wofully  misapplied. 
Of  that  small  portion  of  leisure  for  tran- 
quil study,  which  his  contentious  spirit 
left,  the  greater  part  was  wasted  in  prop- 
ping up,  with  boundless  learning  and  a 
tact  never  surpassed,  his  arbitrary 
changes  in  the  text  of  Latin  poets.  His 
forte   was    unquestionably    Greek;    and 


though  he  possessed  an  acuteness  of 
verbal  criticism,  which  has  never  been 
equalled,  it  is  greatly  to  be  deplored,  that 
he  has  not  devoted  himself  to  the  elucida- 
tion of  the  really  great  questions,  that 
present  themselves  in  the  compass  of 
Grecian  literature. — Everett,  Edward, 
1836,  Richard  Bentley,  North  American 
Review,  vol.  43,  pp.  458,  494. 

Bentley,  relying  upon  his  own  exertions 
and  the  resources  of  his  own  mind,  pur- 
sued an  original  path  of  criticism,  in 
which  the  intuitive  quickness  and  subtility 
of  his  genius  qualified  him  to  excel,  in 
the  faculty  of  memory,  so  important  for 
such  pursuits,  he  has  himself  candidly 
declared  that  he  was  not  particularly 
gifted.  Consequently  he  practised  through- 
out life  the  precaution  of  noting  in 
the  margin  of  his  books  the  suggestions 
and  conjectures  which  rushed  into  his 
mind  during  their  perusal.  To  this  habit 
of  laying  up  materials  in  store,  we  may 
partly  attribute  the  surprising  rapidity 
with  which  some  of  his  most  important 
works  were  completed. — Hallam,  Henry, 
1837-39,  Introduction  to  the  Literature  of 
Bhirope,  pt.  iv,  ch.  i,  par.  19. 

He  stands  undoubtedly  the  very  first 
among  all  the  philological  critics  of  every 
age  and  nation,  ''in  shape  and  gesture 
proudly  eminent."  No  single  individual 
ever  contributed  so  much  to  the  actual 
stores  of  the  learned  world,  or  gave  so 
strong  an  impulse  to  the  study  of  the 
ancient  classics.  With  little  either  of 
sensibility  or  imagination,  he  possessed 
an  understanding  which  for  compass, 
strength,  and  subtlety,  has  rarely  been 
matched.— Cunningham,  G.  G.,  1840,  ed., 
Lives  (f  Eminent  and  Illustrious  English- 
men, vol.  IV,  p.  286. 

The  greatest  scholar  that  had  appeared 
in  Europe  since  the  revival  of  letters. — 
Macaulay,  Thomas  Babingtox,  1843, 
Francis  Atterbury,  Critical  and  Historical 
Essays. 

For  Bentley  he  [Person]  preserved 
through  life  an  unbounded  veneration. 
He  calls  his  work  on  Phalaris,  immortalis 
ilia  de  Phalaridis  Epistolis  Dissertatio, 
and  omitted  no  opportunity  of  praising 
him.  When,  in  after  life,  he  had  made 
many  emendations  in  Aristophanes,  and 
Bentley's  copy  of  that  poet  was  shown 
him,  containing  a  number  of  his  correc- 
tions in  the  margin,  he  is  said  to  have 
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shed  tears  of  joy  at  finding  a  large  portion 
of  Bentley's  conjectures  exactly  coincide 
with  his  own.  He  once  spoke  to  some 
scholars  at  the  Gray's  Inn  Coffee-House, 
on  Bentley's  literary  character,  with  such 
warmth  of  eulogy  that  a  North  Briton, 
who  was  present,  asked  him  if  Bentley 
was  not  a  Scotchman.  "No,"  replied 
Person,  "Bentley  was  a  GreeA;  scholar." 
This  story  is  told  in  more  ways  than  one, 
but  Person's  stress  must  have  been  upon 
the  word  *'Greek.'' — Watson,  John  Selby, 
1861,  The  Life  qf  Richard  Porsim,  p.  28. 

Richard  Bentley,  therefore,  becomes  in 
every  respect  an  important  name  in  our 
sketch,  both  because  he  carried  the 
experimental  method,  which  was  the 
method  of  the  age,  into  a  new  region,  and 
because  he  left  behind  some  examples  and 
some  warnings  as  to  the  right  and  wrong 
use  of  this  method.  He  showed  that  it 
must  be  applied  freely  and' manfully  if  it 
is  applied  at  all ;  he  showed,  by  his  failures 
as  well  as  his  successes,  that  reverence 
for  an  author — for  any  author  whatsoever, 
be  it  Horace  or  Milton — is  not  a  restraint 
upon  sound  criticism,  but  is  an  indis- 
pensable condition  of  it.  He  showed  that 
the  practical  habits  which  belong  to  an 
Englishman — his  acquaintance  with  law 
courts,  and  with  the  rules  by  which 
lawyers  and  men  of  the  world  try  the  truth 
of  testimony — may  be  of  the  greatest 
worth  in  correcting  the  formal  canons  of 
schoolmen,  may  often  give  them  quite  a 
new  character,  and  prevent  them  from 
leading  to  utterly  false  conclusions.  But 
he  showed  also,  that  this  experience  may 
be  purchased  very  dearly ;  that  the  man 
of  letters  who  aspires  to  be  the  man  of 
affairs  may  become  involved  in  petty 
quarrels  and  litigations,  which  weaken  the 
moral  strength  if  they  cultivate  the 
acuteness  of  the  mind.  A  union  of  his 
amazing  erudition,  minute  perception, 
and  practical  force,  with  really  high 
aims,  would  constitute  a  critic  such  as  the 
world  has  not  yet  seen. — Maurice,  Fred- 
erick Denison,  1862,  Moral  and  Meta- 
physical Philosophy,  vol.  ii,  p.  479. 

Bentley  is  not  one  among  the  great 
classical  scholars,  but  he  inaugurates  a 
Dew  era  of  the  art  of  criticism.  He 
opened  a  new  path.  With  him  criticism 
attained  its  majority.  When  scholars  had 
hitherto  offered  suggestions  and  conject- 
ures, Bentley,  with  unlimited  control  over 


the  whole  material  of  learning,  gave 
decisions. — Mahly,  Jacob,  1868,  Richard 
Bentley y  Eine  Biographic. 

Incomparably  the  first  critic  of  the  day. 
—Stephen,  Lesue,  1876,  History  of  Eng- 
lish Thought  in  the  Eighteenth  Century, 
vol.  I,  p.  86. 

He  had  an  excellent  familiar  knowledge 
of  Greek,  and  was  a  great  interpreter. 
Yet  it  must  be  remembered  that  he  never 
tried  his  art  upon  the  more  difScult 
authors.  He  was  better  acquainted  with 
the  Anthology,  Lucian,  Suidas,  lambli- 
chus,  than  with  Plato,  Thucydides, 
Sophocles,  .^schylus,  Pindar,  Herodotus, 
who  owe  nothing  to  him.  Upon  the  whole 
he  keeps  bad  company  in  literature. — 
JowETT,  Benjamin,  1880-82,  Note  Book^ 
Life  and  Letters,  ed.  Abbott  and  Campbell, 
vol.  II.  p.  186. 

Bentley's  reflections  upon  language, 
even  when  in  conflict  with  sound  philos- 
ophy, are  worthy  of  study,  for  even  the 
aberrations  of  true  genius  are  suggestive. 
When  he  philosophizes  upon  the  tendency 
of  speech  to  constant  change,  in  structure 
as  well  as  in  vocabulary,  he  seems  to  have 
a  prevision  of  comparative  philology,  and 
we  almost  wonder  that  he  has  nothing  to 
say  about  ''consonantal  interchange," 
''phonetic  decay,"  and  the  other  com- 
monplaces of  our  modern  science. — 
Shepherd,  H.  E.,  1881,  A  Study  of 
Bentley*s  English,  American  Journal  of 
Philology,  vol.  2,  p.  27. 

Bentley's  simple  English  is  racy  in  a 
way  peculiar  to  him.  It  has  the  tone  of 
a  strong  mind  which  goes  straight  to  the 
truth ;  it  is  pointed  with  the  sarcasm  of 
one  whose  own  knowledge  is  thorough  and 
exact,  but  who  is  accustomed  to  find 
imposture  wrapped  up  in  fine  or  vague 
words,  and  takes  an  ironical  delight  in 
using  the  very  homeliest  images  and 
phrases  which  accurately  fit  the  matter  in 
hand.  No  one  has  excelled  Bentley  in  the 
power  of  making  a  pretentious  fallacy 
absurd  by  the  mere  force  of  translation 
into  simple  terms ;  no  writer  of  English 
has  shown  greater  skill  in  touching  the 
hidden  springs  of  its  native  humour. — 
Jebb,  Richard  Claverhouse,  1882, 
Bentley  (English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  170. 

He  left  no  great  work ;  yet  what  he  did 
in  lines  of  classical  criticism  could 
not  by  any  possibility  have  been  better 
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done  by  others.  He  supplied  interpreta- 
tions— where  the  world  had  blundered  and 
stumbled — which  blazed  their  way  to 
unquestioned  acceptance.  He  mastered 
ail  the  difiScuIties  of  language,  and  wore 
the  mastership  with  a  proud  and  insolent 
self-assertion — a  very  Goliath  of  learning, 
with  spear  like  a  weaver's  beam,  and  no 
son  of  Jesse  to  lay  him  low. 
When  you  meet  with  that  name  of  Bentley 
you  may  safely  give  it  great  weight  in  all 
scholarly  matters,  and  not  so  much  in 
matters  of  taste.  Trust  him  in  foot-notes 
to  Aristophanes  (a  good  mate  for  him !) 
or  to  Terence ;  trust  him  less  in  foot-notes 
to  Milton,  or  even  Horace  (when  he  leaves 
prosody  to  talk  of  rhythmic  stLSumis). — 
Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1895,  English 
Lands  Ldters  and  Kings^  Queen  Anne  and 
the  Georges,  p.  11. 

Was  from  the  first  recognized  as  a 


consummate  genius  by  the  scholars  of 
Germany,  by  GraBvius  and  Spanheim,  who 
welcomed  him  as ''novum  et  lucidum 
Britanniad  sidus,"  as  ''splendidissimum 
Britanniad  lumen."  The  many  beginnings 
which  he  had  laid  for  subsequent  critical 
research  among  the  ancient  classical 
authors  were  taken  up  abroad  by  men  like 
Heyne,  Reiz,  F.  A.  Wolf,  Gottfried  Her- 
mann, and  Friedrich  Ritschl,  in  whose 
hands  they  have  developed  into  a  special 
school  of  philology,  counting  probably 
over  a  hundred  representatives,  many  of 
whom  have  openly  avowed  their  indebted- 
ness to  Bentley. — Merz,  John  Theodore, 
1896,  A  History  qf  European  Thought  in 
the  Nijieteenth  Century,  vol.  i,  p.  169,  note. 
Prince  of  textual  critics. — Dowden, 
John,  1897,  Outlines  (f  the  History  qf  the 
TTieological  Literature  cf  the  Church  cf 
England,  p.  207. 


John  Oldmixon 

1673-1742. 

Bom  in  Somerset,  1673 :  died  at  London,  1742.  An  English  historical  writer. 
He  was  dull  and  insipid.  He  abused  Pope  in  his  ''Essay  on  Criticism  in  Prose" 
(1728),  and  was  promptly  scarified  in  the  "Dunciad"  (ii.  283).  Among  his  other 
works  are  **The  British  Empire  in  America"  (1708),  ** Critical  History  of  England, 
«tc."  (1726),  "History  of  England"  (1730-39),  ''Memoirs  of  the  Press,  etc."(1742), 
«tc. — Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  ed.,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  756. 


PERSONAL 

In  naked  majesty  Oldmixon  stands, 

And  Milo-like  snrveys  his  arms  and  hands ; 

Then,  sighing  thus,  ''And  am  I  now  three- 
score? 

*  *  Ah  why,  ye  Qods,  should  two  and  two  make 
four?  " 

He  said,  and  climb'd  a  stranded  lighter's 
height, 

Shot  to  the  black  abyss,  and  plung'd  down- 
right. 

The  Senior^s  judgment  all  the  crowd  admire, 

Who  but  to  sink  the  deeper,  rose  the  higher. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1728-43,  The  Dun- 
dad,  bk.  II,  V.  283,  290. 

When  we  meet  with  the  name  of  Old- 
mixon, who  thinks  of  the  real  man,  the 
tiresome  old  Whig  pamphleteer,  with  his 
insipid  pastorals  and  his  petulant  essays  ? 
We  think  of  a  figure  created  entirely  by 
Pope;  we  think  of  the  aged  athlete,  **in 
naked  majesty,"  climbing  the  side  of  the 
stranded  lighter,  to  plunge  the  deeper 
into  the  dreadful  sluice  of  mud.  Onr 
interest  is  quickened,  indeed,  but  not 
created  by  the  consciousness  that  there 


was  a  real  Oldmixon,  to  whom  this  fig- 
ment of  Pope's  imagination  must  have 
given  exquisite  pain. — GossE,  Edmund, 
1888,  A  History  cf  Eighteenth  Century  Lit- 
erature, p.  124. 

GENERAL 

Mr.  Oldmixon  wrote  a  history  of  the 
Stuarts  in  folio,  and  a  Critical  History  of 
England,  in  two  volumes  octavo.  The 
former  of  these  pieces  was  undertaken  to 
blacken  the  family  of  the  Stuarts.  The 
most  impartial  writers  and  candid  critics, 
on  both  sides,  have  held  this  work  in  con- 
tempt, for  in  every  page  there  breathes  a 
malevolent  spirit,  a  disposition  to  rail  and 
calumniate :  So  far  from  observing  that 
neutrality  and  dispassionate  evenness  of 
temper,  which  should  be  carefully  attended 
to  by  every  historian,  he  suffers  himself 
to  be  transported  with  anger :  He  reviles, 
wrests  particular  passages,  and  frequently 
draws  forced  conclusions.  A  history 
written  in  this  spirit  has  no  greater  claim 
to  a  reader's  faith.— Gibber,  Theophilus, 
1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  iv,  p.  203. 
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Oldmixon,  who  was  a  Whig  historian, — 
if  a  violent  party-writer  ought  ever  to  be 
dignified  by  so  venerable  a  title, — nnmer- 
cifally  rigid  to  all  other  historians,  was 
himself  guilty  of  the  crimes  with  which 
he  80  loudly  accused  others. — Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1812-13,  Authors  by  Profession^ 
Calamities  cfAuthorSy  note. 

Oldmixon's  assertion,  unsupported  by 
evidence,  is  of  na  weight  whatever. — 
Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1849, 
History  af  England,  eh.  xi,  note. 

His  chief  work  was  a  history  of  the 
reign  of  the  Stuarts  in  folio,  a  production 
which  no  doubt  suggested  to  Hume  the 
plan  and  title  of  his  first  two  volumes. 
This  work,  although  highly  popular  in  its 
own  time,  has  had  little  success  with  pos- 
terity. It  wants  fidelity,  accuracy  of 
research,  a  pleasing  style  and  a  philo- 
sophic tone ;  and  it  was  no  doubt  a  great 
encouragement  to  Hume  that  he  had  no 
more  formidable  rival  than  the  imperfect 
volumes  of  Oldmixon.  ...  A  few 
lines  of  bitter  satire  in  the  Dunciad  have 
done  more  to  preserve  the  name  of  John 
Oldmixon  to  posterity  than  all  his  own 
labored  productions. — Lawrence,  Eu- 
gene, 1855,  The  Lives  of  the  British  His- 
torians,  vol.  I,  322. 

Oldmixon  could  do  nothing  but  rant  and 
abuse  .  .  .  given  to  the  world  the 
worst  history  of  ^gland  that  ever  was  or 
is  ever  likely  to  be  written.  The  student 
who  resorts  to  his  voluminous  work  for 
information  rises  from  the  perusal  with 
disgust  and  wonder  that  a  man  who  lived 
through  a  considerable  part  of  the  period 
he  professes  to  pourtray,  who  was  per- 
sonally acquainted  with  many  of  the  char- 
acters whose  actions  he  undertakes  to 
record,  should  have  contented  himself 
with  drawing  his  materials  wholly  from 


party'  squibs,  without  contributing  one 
atom  of  intelligence  upon  matters  which 
fell  under  his  own  observation,  or  making 
one  comment  which  is  not  either  extrava- 
gantly laudatory  or  extravagantly  abusive. 
— Wyon,  Frederick  Wiluam,  1876,  The 
History  if  Great  Britain  During  the  Reign 
cf  Queen  Anne,  vol.  ii,  pp.  262,  327. 

John  Oldmixon,  the  pamphleteer,  was  a 
waspish  person.  He  was  continually 
attacking  somebody,  and  even  ventured 
to  have  his  fling  at  Pope,  who  promptly 
gibbeted  him  in  ^*The  Dunciad."  As  he 
was  universally  disliked,  his  verses  were 
usually  kept  out  of  the  miscellanies  of  the 
time ;  but  from  his  little  volume  of  poems 
in  the  manner  of  Anacreon,  published  in 
1696,  I  have  chosen  some  dainty  trifles. 
— BuLLEN,  A.  H.,  1895,  Musa  Proterva, 
Prrface,  p.  xii. 

His  historical  work  has  little  value  now, 
and  his  main  object  in  writing  it  was  to 
promote  the  cause  of  the  party.  He  never 
hesitated  in  attacking  those  on  the  other 
side,  whether  dead  or  living. — Aitken, 
George  A.,  1895,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,  vol,  xui,  p.  118. 

Unfortunately,  the  great  Whig  his- 
torian and  essayist  sometimes  allowed 
political  bias  to  influence  his  brilliant  lit- 
erary productions;  and  he  sacrificed 
accuracy  to  his  love  of  rhetorical  antithe- 
sis. Incomparably  superior  in  attain- 
ments and  character  to  Oldmixon  (1673- 
1732),  one  of  the  heroes  of  the  ** Dun- 
ciad," both  are  remarkable  for  their 
overmastering  spirit  of  Whig  partisanship, 
though  it  is  a  degradation  to  Macaulay  to 
imply  a  comparison  in  literary  style  with 
Oldmixon's  dull,  careless,  and  unveracious 
compilations. — Aubrey,  W.  H.  S.,  1896, 
The  Rise  and  Growth  of  the  English  Nation, 
vol.  Ill,  p.  238. 


William  Somerville 

1675-1742. 

Bom  at  the  family  seat,  Edston,  Warwickshire,  in  1677,  (?)  (not  1692,  as  Dr. 
Johnson  states),  was  admitted  to  Winchester  school  in  1690 ;  in  the  same  year  became 
Fellow  of  New  College,  Oxford;. resigned  on  succeeding  to  his  patrimonial  estate  in 
1704 ;  divided  his  time  between  his  justiceship  of  the  peace,  his  books,  hounds,  and 
bottle,  and  died  July  19,  1742.  ...  1.  "The  Two  Springs;  a  Fable,"  London, 
1725.  2.  ^'Occasional  Poems,  Translations,  Fables  Tales,"  &c.,  1727.  3.  "The 
Chace;  a  Poem,  1735,"  4th  ed.,  1743.  ...  4.  "Field  Sports;  a  Poem,"  1742, 
5.  "Hobbinol;  or.  The  Rural  Games;  a  Burlesque  Poem  in  Blank  Verse,"  1740. — 
AujBQNl^  S.  Austin,  1870,  Critical  Dictionary  of  English  Literature,  vol.  u,  p.  2175. 
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PERSONAL 

Our  old  friend  Somerville  is  dead ;  I  did 
not  imagine  I  could  have  been  so  sorry  as  I 
find  myself  on  this  occasion.  Sablatnm 
f  uoerimus,  I  can  now  excuse  all  his  foibles ; 
impute  them  to  age  and  to  distressed  cir- 
cumstances. The  last  of  these  considera- 
tions wrings  my  very  soul  to  think  on; 
for  a  man  of  high  spirit,  conscious  of  hav- 
ing (at  least  in  one  production)  generally 
pleased  the  world, to  be  plagued  and  threat- 
ened by  wretches  that  are  low  in  every 
sense ;  to  be  forced  to  drink  himself  into 
pains  of  the  body  in  order  to  get  rid  of 
the  pains  of  the  mind,  is  a  misery. — Shen- 
STONE,  William,  1742,  Letters,  p.  318. 

Somerville  was  a  handsome  noisy  squire, 
a  strapping  fellow  six  feet  high,  a  hard 
rider,  a  crack  shot.  No  more  character- 
istic specimen  of  the  sporting  country 
gentleman,  pure  and  simple,  could  be 
imagined,  or  one  less  likely  to  develop 
into  a  poet.  It  was,  in  fact,  not  until  fast 
living  begun  to  break  down  his  constitu- 
tion that  he  took  to  literature  as  a  conso- 
lation. One  of  his  earliest  exercises  was 
an  epistle  addressed  to  Addison,  who  had 
bought  a  property  in  Warwickshire,  and 
so  had  become  Somerville's  neighbour. — 
GossE,  Edmund,  1880,  English  Poets^  ed. 
Ward,  vol.  iii,  p.  189. 

THE  CHASE 
1734 

To  this  poem  praise  cannot  be  totally 
denied.  He  is  allowed  by  sportsmen  to 
write  with  great  intelligence  of  his  sub- 
ject, which  is  the  first  requisite  to  excel- 
lence ;  and  though  it  is  impossible  to  inter- 
est the  common  readers  of  verse  in  the 
dangers  or  pleasures  of  the  chase,  he  has 
done  all  that  transition  and  variety  could 
easily  effect ;  and  has  with  great  propriety 
enlarged  his  plan  by  the  modes  of  hunting 
used  in  other  countries. — Johnson,  Sam- 
uel, 1779-81,  Somerville.  Lives  of  the  Eng- 
lish Poets. 

He  is  strictly  and  almost  solely  a  descrip- 
tive poet ;  and  his  talent  lies  in  deline- 
ating actual  scenes  with  fidelity  and  spirit, 
adorning  them  with  the  beauties  of  dic- 
tion, but  leaving  them  to  act  upon  the 
imagination  by  their  own  force,  without 
aid  from  the  creations  of  fancy.  In  clas- 
sical allusion  he  is  not  deficient,  but  it  is 
of  the  more  common  kind;  and  little 
occurs  in  his  WTitings  that  indicates  a 
mind  inspired  by  that  exalted  enthusiasm 


which  denotes  the  genius  of  superior  rank. 
His  versification  is  generally  correct  and 
well  varied,  and  evidently  flows  from  a 
nice  and  practised  ear.  His  language  is 
well  suited  to  his  subjects,  rising  and  sink- 
ing with  them,  and  free  from  that  stiffness 
and  affectation  so  commonly  attendant 
upon  blank  verse.  It  more  resembles  that 
of  Armstrong,  than  of  Thomson  or  Aken- 
side. — AiKiN,  John,  1820,  A  Critical  Essay 
on  SomerviUe^s  Poem  oftke  Chase. 

Somerville  is  best  known  by  his  poem, 
entitled  the  "Chase,"  which  still  has  con- 
siderable popularity.  It  is  written  in 
blank  verse,  tolerably  harmonious,  and  his 
descriptions,  always  accurate,  from  his 
own  practical  knowledge  of  his  subject, 
are  frequently  vivid  and  beautiful. — 
Cleveland,  Charles  D.,  1848,  A  Com- 
pendium (f  English  Literature,  p.  431. 

Somerville  has  the  merit  of  being 
inspired  by  a  genuine  love  for  the  subject. 
He  writes  directly  from  the  testimony  of 
his  own  eyes,  and  the  impulses  of  his  own 
heart.  He  has  obviously  had  the  mould 
of  his  poem  suggested  by  Thomson's  ''Sea- 
sons," but  it  is  the  mould  only;  the 
thoughts  and  feelings  which  are  poured 
into  it  are  his  own. — Gilfillan,  George, 
1859,  ed.  Somerville  Chase,  p.  319. 

This  epic,  which  is  in  four  books,  dis- 
cusses in  its  first  part  the  origin  of  hunt- 
ing, the  economy  of  kennels,  the  physical 
and  moral  accomplishments  of  hounds, 
and  the  choosing  of  a  good  or  bad  scenting 
day.  The  second  book,  which  possesses 
more  natural  language  and  a  finer  lit- 
erary quality  than  the  others,  commences 
with  directions  for  hare-hunting,  and 
closes  with  a  moral  reproof  of  tyranny. 
In  the  third  book  hunting  is  treated  from 
an  antiquarian  and  an  exotic  standpoint, 
while  the  fourth  deals  with  the  breeding 
of  hounds,  their  diseases  and  the  diseases 
they  cause,  such  as  hydrophobia.  It  will 
hardly  be  guessed  from  such  a  sketch  of 
the  contents  that  ''The  Chase"  is  a 
remarkably  readable  and  interesting  poem : 
It  is  composed  in  blank  verse  that  is  rarely 
turgid  and  not  very  often  flat,  and  the  zeal 
and  science  of  the  author  give  a  certain 
vitality  to  his  descriptions  which  compels 
the  reader's  attention.  People  that  have 
a  practical  knowledge  of  the  matters 
described  confess  that  Somerville  thor- 
oughly understood  what  he  was  talking 
about,  and  that  in  his  easy  chair  before  the 
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fire  he  "plied  his  function  of  the  woodland" 
no  less  admirably  than  he  had  done  in  the 
saddle  in  his  athletic  youth. — GossE, 
Edmund,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward, 
vol.  Ill,  p.  190. 

In  ''The  Chase"  Somerville  had  the 
advantage  of  knowing  his  subject,  but 
knowledge  is  not  poetry,  and  the  interest 
of  the  poem  is  not  due  to  its  poetical 
qualities.  He  deserves  some  credit  for  his 
skill  in  handling  a  variety  of  metres  as 
well  as  blank  verse,  in  which  his  principal 
poem  is  written. — Dennis,  John,  1894, 
The  Age  of  Pope,  p.  112. 

GENERAL 
Like  Matt,  and  Swift  ye  sing  with  ease, 
And  can  be  Waller  when  yon  please. 

—Ramsay,  Alu^,  1730?  Answer  to 
Epistle  from  William  SomerviUe. 


Somerville's  fame  rests  chiefly  on  ^^The 
Chase,"  a  poem  of  four  books  in  blank 
verse,  to  which  "Field  Sports"  may  be 
considered  a  supplement.  It  contains  a 
vivid  description  of  his  favourite  pastime 
and  some  lively  pictures  of  animal  life. 
It  has  always  been  held  in  high  esteem  by 
sportsmen,  and  many  editions  of  it  have 
been  published,  the  finest  being  that  of 
1796,  with  illustrations  by  the  brothers 
Bewick,  of  whose  art  it  exhibits  some  of 
the  best  examples.  The  edition  of  1800 
has  designs  by  Stothard.  In  1896  it  was 
reissued  with  illustrations  by  Mr.  Hugh 
Thomson.  .  .  .  His  poems  figure  in 
the  collections  of  Johnson,  Anderson, 
Chalmers,  Bell,  Stanford  and  Park. — 
Campbell,  G.  W.,  1898,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol,  Llii,  p.  257. 


Jolin  Hervey 

Lord  Hervey  of  Ickworth 
1696-1743. 

John,  Lord  Hervey  (bom  1696,  died  1743),  succeeded  to  the  peerage  on  the  death 
of  his  brother  in  1723.  During  the  greater  part  of  his  career  he  was  a  supporter  of 
Sir  Robert  Walpole.  In  1731  he  fought  a  duel  with  Pulteney,  on  account  of  a  libel 
against  himself  which  Pulteney  refused  to  disavow.  Both  combatants  were  slightly 
wounded.  In  1740  he  was  appointed  Lord  Privy  Seal  against  the  wish  of  the  Duke  of 
Newcastle,  and  we  find  him  subsequently  intriguing  with  Pulteney  and  Chesterfield 
against  Sir  Robert  Walpole.  In  1743  he  distinguished  himself  by  a  speech  against 
the  Gin  Act.  Lord  Hervey  left  behind  him  certain  memoirs  of  his  own  time,  which 
form  a  most  valuable  addition  to  the  history  of  the  period  of  which  they  treat.  He 
had  the  misfortune  to  offend  Pope,  who  has  handed  his  name  down  to  posterity  under 
the  pseudonym  of  Sporus  in  the  ** Prologue  to  the  Satires."  Lord  Hervey 's  ** Memoirs 
of  the  Reign  of  George  H."  were  first  published  by  Mr.  J.  W.  Croker  in  1848. — Low 
AND  PuLUNG,  1884,  eds..  Dictionary  of  English  History,  p.  564. 


PERSONAL 
Let  Sporus  tremble — A.  What?  that  thing  of 

sUk, 
Sporust  that  mere  white  curd  of  Ass's  milk? 
Satire  or  sense,  alas  I  can  Sporus  feel? 
Who  breaks  a  bntterfly  upon  a  wheel? 
P.  Yet  let  me  flap  this  bug  with  gilded  wings, 
This  painted  child  of  dirt,  that  stinks  and 

stings; 
Whose  buzz  the  witty  and  the  fair  annoys, 
Yet  wit  ne'er  tastes,  and  beanty  ne'er  enjoys : 
So  well-bred  spaniels  civilly  d^ght 
In  mumbling  of  the  game  they  dare  not  bite, 
Eternal  smiles  his  emptiness  betray, 
As  shallow  streams  ran  dimpling  all  the  way. 
Whether  in  florid  impotence  he  speaks, 
And,  as  the  prompter  breathes,  the  puppet 

squeaks; 
Or  at  the  ear  of  Eve,  familiar  Toad, 
Half  froth,  half  venom,  spits  himself  abroad. 
In  puns,  or  politics,  or  tales,  or  lies. 
Or  ^ite,  or  smut,  or  rhymes,  or  blasphemies. 


His  wit  all  see-saw,  between  that  and  this 
Now  high,  now  low,  now  master  up,  now 

miss. 
And  he  himself  one  vile  Antithesis. 
Amphibious  thing!  that  acting  either  i>art. 
The  trifling  head  or  the  corrupted  heart. 
Fop  at  the  toilet,  flatt'rer  at  the  board. 
Now  trips  a  Lady,  and  now  struts  a  Lord, 
^ve'«  tempter  thus  the  Rabbins  have  exprest, 
A  Cherub's  face,  a  reptile  all  the  rest ; 
Beauty  that  shocks  you,  parts  that  none  will 

trust; 
Wit  that  can  creep,  and  pride  that  licks  the 

dust. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1735,  B^tle  to  Dr. 
Arbuthnot. 

J>ord  Hervey  is  at  this  time  always  with 
the  king,  in  vast  favour.  He  has  certainly 
parts  and  wit,  but  is  the  most  wretched, 
profligate  man  that  ever  was  born,  besides 
ridiculous ;  a  painted  face  and  not  a  tooth 
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in  his  head :  and  it  is  not  above  six  months 
ago  that  the  king  hated  him  so,  that  he 
would  not  suffer  him  to  be  one  in  his 
diversions  at  play.  I  think  'tis  possible 
that  sir  Robert  Walpole  may  make  some 
use  of  him  at  first,  and  perhaps  the  other 
may  have  vanity  enough  to  imagine  that 
he  may  work  himself  up  to  be  a  great 
man ;  but  that  is  too  mad,  I  think,  to  be 
ever  effected,  because  all  the  world  except 
sir  Robert  abhors  him,  and  notwithstand- 
ing all  the  mischiefs  sir  Robert  has  done 
the  nation,  and  myself  in  particular, 
which  people  generally  resent  in  the  first 
place,  I  had  much  rather  he  should  con- 
tinue in  power  than  my  lord  Hervey. — 
Marlborough,  Sarah  Jennings  Duch- 
ess, 1737,  Opinions,  ed.  'Hales,  p.  44. 

The  last  stages  of  an  infirm  life  are 
filthy  roads,  and  like  all  other  roads  I  find 
the  farther  one  goes  from  the  capital  the 
more  tedious  the  miles  grow  and  the  more 
rough  and  disagreeable  the  way.  I  know 
of  no  turnpikes  to  mend  them ;  medicine 
pretends  to  be  such,  but  doctors  who  havo 
the  management  of  it,  like  the  comission- 
ers  for  most  other  turnpikes,  seldom  exe- 
cute what  they  undertsJce :  they  only  put 
the  toll  of  the  poor  cheated  passenger  in 
their  pockets,  and  leave  every  jolt  at  least 
as  bad  as  they  found  it,  if  not  worse. 
"May  all  your  ways  (as  Solomon  says  of 
wisdom)  be  ways  of  pleasantness,  and  all 
your  paths  peace ;"  and  when  your  disso- 
lution must  come  may  it  be  like  that  of 
your  lucky  workman.  Adieu ! — Hervey, 
John  Lord,  1743,  Letter  to  Lady  Mary 
Wortley  Montagu,  June  18. 

You  will  see  in  the  papers  that  Lord 
Hervey  is  dead — luckily,  I  think,  for  him- 
self ;  for  he  had  outlived  his  last  inch  of 
character.— Walpole,  Horace,  1743,  To 
Sir  Horace  Mann,  Aug.  14 ;  Letters,  ed. 
Cunningham,  vol,  i,  p,  264. 

Beneath  the  effeminacy  of  the  Mac- 
caroni.  Lord  Hervey  was  one  of  the  few 
who  united  to  intense  finery  in  every 
minute  detail,  an  acute  and  cultivated  intel- 
lect. To  perfect  a  Maccaroni  it  was  in 
truth  advisable,  if  not  essential,  to  unite 
some  smattering  of  learning,  a  pretension 
to  wit,  to  his  super-dandyism ;  to  be  the 
author  of  some  personal  squib,  or  the 
translator  of  some  classic.  Queen  Caro- 
line was  too  cultivated  herself  to  suffer 
fools  about  her,  and  Lord  Hervey  was  a 
man  after  her  own  taste :  as  a  courtier  he 


was  essentially  a  fine  gentleman;  and, 
more  than  that,  he  could  be  the  most 
delightful  companion,  the  most  sensible 
adviser,  and  the  most  winning  friend 
in  the  court.  His  ill  health,  which  he 
carefully  concealed,  his  fastidiousness,  his 
ultra  delicacy  of  habits,  formed  an  agree- 
able contrast  to  the  coarse  robustness  of 
'^ Sir  .Robert,"  and  constituted  a  relief 
after  the  society  of  the  vulgar,  strong- 
minded  minister,  who  was  born  for  the 
hustings  and  the  House  of  Commons  rather 
than  for  the  courtly  drawing-room. — 
Thomson,  Katharine  and  J.  C.  (Grace 
AND  Phujp  Wharton),  1860,  T%e  Wits 
and  Beaux  cf  Society. 

Hervey  was  a  remarkable  man.  His 
physical  frame  was  as  feeble  as  that  of 
Voltaire.  He  suffered  from  epilepsy  and 
a  variety  of  other  ailments.  He  had  to 
live  mainly  on  a  dietary  of  ass's  milk. 
His  face  was  so  meagre  and  so  pallid,  or 
rather  livid,  that  he  used  to  paint  and 
make  up  like  an  actress  or  a  fine  lady. 
Pope,  who  might  have  been  considerate 
to  the  weak  of  frame,  was  merciless  in  his 
ridicule  of  Hervey.  He  ridiculed  him  as 
Sporus,  who  could  neither  feel  satire  nor 
sense,  and  as  Lord  Fanny.  Yet  Hervey 
could  appreciate  satire  and  sense ;  could 
write  satire  and  sense.  He  was  a  man  of 
very  rare  capacity.  He  had  already  dis- 
tinguished himself  as  a  debater  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  and  was  afterwards 
to  distinguish  himself  as  a  debater  in  the 
House  of  Lords.  He  wrote  pretty  verses 
and  clever  pamphlets,  and  he  has  left  to 
the  world  a  collection  of  "Memoirs  of 
the  Reign  of  George  the  Second,"  which 
will  always  be  read  for  its  vivacity,  its 
pungency,  its  bitterness,  and  its  keen, 
penetrating  good-sense.  Hervey  suc- 
ceeded in  obtaining  the  hand  of  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  women  of  the  day,  the 
charming  Mary  Lepell,  whose  name  has 
been  celebrated  in  more  than  one  poetical 
panegyric  by  Pope,  and  he  captivated  the 
heart  of  one  of  the  royal  princesses.  The 
historical  reader  must  strike  a  sort  of 
balance  for  himself  in  getting  at  an  esti- 
mate of  Hervey's  character.  No  man  has 
been  more  bitterly  denounced  by  his  ene- 
mies or  more  warmly  praised  by  his 
friends.— McCarthy,  Justin,  1884,  A 
History  of  the  Four  Georges,  vol.  i. 

We  have  said  that  Lord  Hervey  was  a 
man  of  considerable  parts,  a  wit,  a  ready 
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writer,  a  keen  and  amnsing  observer  of 
character,  but  when  this  has  been  said  all 
has  been  said.  In  a  lax  age  his  profligacy 
was  notorious.  He  was  a  sceptic,  and 
took  the  greatest  delight  in  wounding  the 
religious  susceptibilities  of  those  he  came 
across.  In  his  creed  there  was  nothing 
great,  nothing  noble,  nothing  of  good 
report;  all  was  hollow,  artificial,  and 
insincere.  As  a  necessary  consequence 
of  his  distorted  faith,  he  believed  in  noth- 
ing, except  perhaps  himself,  and  '  in 
nobody,  except  perhaps  Queen  Caroline. 
— EwALD,  Alexander  Charles,  1885, 
Studies  Re-Sttulied,  p,  330. 

Hervey  was  a  clever  and  unprincipled 
man,  of  loose  morals  and  sceptical  opin- 
ions. He  was  an  effective  though  some- 
what pompous  speaker,  a  ready  writer, 
and  a  keen  observer  of  character.  His 
wit  and  charm  of  manner  made  him  a 
special  favourite  of  women. — Barker, 
G.  F.  Russell,  1891,  Dictionary  qf 
NatioTud  Biography,  vol.  xxvi,  p,  285. 

As  long  as  the  loathsome  traits  which 
are  delineated  in  the  character  of 
"Sporus"  repel  and  sicken  mankind,  so 
long  will  the  name  of  John  Lord  Hervey  be 
infamous.  Of  the  impotence  of  truth  to 
contend  with  the  fiction  of  so  great  an 
artist  as  Pope,  the  result  of  Mr.  Croker's 
attempt  to  vindicate  Hervey's  fame  is  a 
striking  illustration.  In  1848  Mr.  Croker 
published  that  nobleman's  "Memoirs," 
prefixing  an  Introduction,  in  which  he 
proved,  as  indeed  the  ''Memoirs"  them- 
selves proved,  that  the  original  of  Pope's 
picture  was  a  man  whose  genius  and  tem- 
per had  been  cast  rather  in  the  mould  of 
St  Simon  and  Tacitus  than  in  that  of  the 
foppish  and  loathsome  hermaphrodite  with 
whom  he  had  been  associated.  But  the 
popular  estimate  of  Hervey  remains 
unchanged.  He  was  "Sporus"  to  our 
ancestors,  who  had  neither  his  ''Memoirs" 
nor  Mr.  Croker 's  Introduction  before  them, 
and  he  is  "Sporus"  to  us  who  have  both, 
but  who,  unfortunately  for  Hervey,  care 
for  neither,  and  know  Pope's  verses  by 
heart— Collins,  John  Churton,  1895, 
The  Person  cf  Shakspearian  Oriticism, 
Essays  and  Studies^  p.  265. 

One  has  certainly  to  fortify  oneself  by 

the  recollection  of  Horace  and  his  sic 

visum  Veneris    Everything  that  one  hears 

of  the  brilliant  and  cynical  John  Hervey, 

12   with  his  '' coffin-face"  and  his  painted 


cheeks,  his  valetudinarian,  anaemic 
beauty,  and  his  notorious  depravity  of 
life,  makes  it  difiScult  to  understand 
what  particular  qualities  in  him — apart 
from  opportunity  and  proximity — could 
possibly  have  attracted  the  affection  of 
a  young  and  a  very  charming  woman, 
who  was  besides  far  in  advance  of  her 
contemporaries  in  parts  and  education. 
Yet  it  must  be  remembered  that 
" — ^when  Hervey  the  handsome  was  wedded 
To  the  beautiful  Molly  Lepell" 

(as  the  ballad  has  it),  he  was  only  four- 
and  twenty.— DoBSON,  Austin,  1896, 
Eighteenth  Century  Vignettes,  Third  Series, 
p.  801. 

MEMOIRS  OF  THE  REIGN  OF 
GEORGE   II 

Lord  Hervey  himself  fairly  admits  that 
impartiality  in  such  cases  as  his  is  not  to 
be  expected,  and  he  justifies  that  confes- 
sion to  its  fullest  extent ;  but  though  we 
see  that  his  colouring  may  be  capricious 
and  exaggerated— no  one  can  feel  the 
least  hesitation  as  to  the  substantial 
and,  as  to  mere  facts,  the  minute  accuracy 
of  his  narrative.  He  may,  and  1  have  no 
doubt  too  often  does,  impute  a  wrong 
motive  to  an  act,  or  a  wrong  meaning  to 
a  speech ;  but  we  can  have  no  doubt  that 
the  act  or  the  speech  themselves  are 
related  as  he  saw  and  heard  them :  and 
there  are  many  indications  that  the 
greater  part  was  written  from  day  to  day 
as  the  events  occurred.  I  know  of  no 
such  near  and  intimate  picture  of  the 
interior  of  a  court ;  no  other  memoirs  that 
I  have  ever  read  bring  us  so  immediately, 
so  actually  into  not  merely  the  presence, 
but  the  company  of  the  personages  of  the 
royal  circle.  Lord  Hervey  is,  may  1  ven- 
ture to  say,  almost  the  Boswell  of  George 
II.  and  Queen  Caroline— but  Boswell  with- 
out his  good  nature.  He  seems  to  have 
taken — perhaps  under  the  influence  of 
that  ''wretched  health"  of  which  he  so 
frequently  complained — a  morbid  view  of 
mankind,  and  to  have  had  little  of  the 
milk  of  human  kindness  in  his  temper. — 
Croker,  John  Wilson,  1848,  ed.,  Memoirs 
of  the  Reign  of  King  George  the  Second, 
Prrfatory  and  Biographical  Notice,  vol.  I, 
;?.49. 

Lord  Hervey,  for  we  put  aside  his  poet- 
ical effusions,  gave  to  our  own  day  a  pres- 
ent which,  one  may  say,  has  enriched  the 
treasury  of  our  social    literature  with 
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some  very  bad  coin.  For  years  his 
''Diary"  was  buried;  until,  at  last,  the 
late  Mr.  Groker,  on  whose  shoulders  the 
mantle  of  the  bitter  satirist  had  fallen, 
exhumed  it  and  gave  it,  slightly  mangled, 
to  the  world.  His  Lordship's  ''Diary"  is 
very  clever,  very  revolting,  and,  we  fear, 
very  true.  At  all  events,  it  is  the  report 
of  an  anatomist  who  has  made  deep  and 
daily  search  into  the  physiology  of  princes, 
princesses,  statesmen,  and  courtiers.  He 
has  thoroughly  dissected  their  hearts; 
and  he  knows  every  throb,  and  its  conse- 
quence. He  has  left  a  picture  such  as 
no  human  skill  could  have  invented  nor 
conceived,  and  which  we  must  therefore 
believe  to  be  accurate ;  but  it  is  told  in 
such  cold-blooded  terms,  it  is  so  dark 
with  the  endless  delineations  of  selfishness 
and  turpitude,  that  we  would  willingly 
believe  that  "Lady  Fanny's"  mind  was 
diseased,  had  we  not  other  proofs  that  the 
revelations  are  essentially  veracious. — 
Thomson,  Katherine  (Grace  Wharton), 
1862,  The  Literature  of  Society ,  vol.  n,  p. 
232. 

Lord  Hervey  was  a  person  whom  the 
world  never  appreciates,  and  does  not  like. 
To  the  English  reading  public,  a  courtier 
and  a  hater  of  the  clergy  is  always  unac- 
ceptable. This  antiecclesiastical  eight- 
eenth century  tone  is  not  forgiven  either 
in  Gibbon  or  in  Adam  Smith,  and  to  its 
presence  in  Lord  Hervey *s  **  Memoirs" 
we  must  ascribe  the  fact  that  they  are  so 
little  relished.  They  are,  even  in  the 
mutilated  state  in  which  we  have  them, 
one  of  the  best  productions  in  our  lan- 
guage of  a  kind  of  writing  in  which  the 
French 'are  so  rich,  and  we  so  poor.  No 
parallel  is  intended  between  Pope's  "Sat- 
ires" and  Lord  Hervey 's  "Memoirs"  on 
any  other  point  but  the  one  of  flashing  a 
vivid  light  upon  their  surroundings  during 
a  period  little  otherwise  illuminated.  The 
two  books  have  no  other  resemblance,  and 
may  be  obviously  contrasted.  Lord  Her- 
vey paints  the  Court  from  St.  James's; 
Pope,  at  Twickenham,  vents  the  spleen  of 
the  opposition.  Lord  Hervey  relates  mat- 
ter of  fact  in  simple  prose ;  Pope  deals  in 
distant  allusions  and  veiled  sneers.  How- 
ever, such  as  they  are,  the  two  together. 
Pope  and  Lord  Hervey,  mortal  foes  as 
they  were,  are  the  two  most  important 
witnesses  of  the  period  in  question. — 
Pattison,  Mark,  1872-89,  Pope  and  His 


Editors,  Essays,  ed.  Nettleship,  vol.  n,  p. 
352. 

Though  the  portrait  of  Sporus  is 
describ^  by  Johnson  as  the  meanest  part 
of  this  Epistle,  it  is  difficult  to  suppose 
that  such  would  have  been  his  deliberate 
judgment  if  he  had  not  been  prejudiced  in 
favour  of  Lord  Hervey.  The  morals  of  the 
latter,  as  displayed  by  himself  in  his 
"Memoirs  of  the  Reign  of  George  U." 
shpw  that  Pope's  satire  is  as  just  as  it  is 
ardent  and  poetical.— Elwin,  Whtiwell 
and  Courthope,  Wiluam  John,  1881, 
eds..  The  Works  if  Alexander  Pope,  vol.  in, 
p.  265,  notes. 

The  world  owes  him  some  thanks  for  a 
really  interesting  book,  the  very  boldness 
and  bitterness  of  which  enhance  to  a  cer- 
tain extent  its  historical  value. — Mc- 
Carthy, Justin,  1884,  A  History  of  the 
Four  Georges,  vol,  i,  chap.  xx. 

Of  all  these  Mhnoires  pour  servir  there 
are  few  that  can  compare,  in  novelty  of 
information,  in  humour,  in  mordant 
descriptions  of  character,  in  hate  and 
cynicism,  with  the  pages  of  John,  Lord 
Hervey.  .  .  .  Throughout  the  pages 
of  his  "Memoirs"  detraction  is  the  prin- 
cipal feature.  His  enemies  are  of  course 
painted  in  the  blackest  colours,  their 
characters  picked  out  in  the  aqvxifortis  of 
hate ;  but  even  in  his  descriptions  of  his 
friends  there  is  always  something  spiteful 
and  malicious,  which  casts  into  the  shade 
the  praise  that  may  have  been  bestowed. 
Everybody  is  a  knave  or  a  sycophant ;  the 
world  revolves  upon  the  axis  of  humbug, 
and  between  the  poles  of  venality  and  cor- 
ruption. A  politician  is  one  who  identifies 
his  own  interests  with  those  of  the 
country ;  a  priest  is  a  scheming  hypocrite 
who  makes  the  best  of  both  worlds,  and 
who  would  sell  his  soul  for  a  mitre ;  jus- 
tice, truth,  morality,  and  all  the  other 
attributes  of  virtue,  are  only  so  many 
masks  to  conceal  motives  and  to  further 
the  cause  of  self-advancement.  We  rise 
from  the  splenetic  pages  of  Lord  Hervey 
with  the  feelings  of  a  sane  man  who  has 
been  shut  up  with  the  afflicted  in  mind, 
and  who  longs  to  mix  again  with  his  sound 
and  healthy  fellows,  so  as  to  dispel  the 
morbid  associations  of  the  past ;  or  with  the 
feelings  of  one  confined  in  a  hothouse,  and 
who  craves  for  the  inspiriting  breezes  of  the 
moorland.  —-Ewald,  Alexander  Charles, 
1885,  Studies  Re-Studied,  pp.  325,  330. 
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GENERAL 

Lord  Hervey  was  not  destitute  of  wit, 
though  some  of  his  lines  have  been 
absimdiy  overpraised.  His  recriminations 
on  Pope  are  the  best,  indeed  the  only  good 
things  he  wrote.— Russell,  William 
Clarke,  1871,  Uie  Book  <f  AuUiors,  p. 
180,  note. 

Intellectually  he  was  reckoned  one  of 
the  most  brilliant  men  of  that  most  intel- 
lectually brilliant  period.  His  satires 
were  sharp-edged,  clever,  and  bright,  his 
Parliamentary  speeches  full  of  force,  and 
his  political  pamphlets  were  "equal  to 
any  that  ever  were  written,"  according 
to  Sir  Robert  Walpole :  moreover,  he  was 
a  linguist,  and  had  a  spice  of  classic  lore. 
— MoLLOY,  J.  Fitzgerald,  1882,  Court 
Life  below  Stairs^  p.  22. 

Hervey's  style,  though  somewhat  elab- 


orated, is  lively  and  forcible.  Through- 
out his  writings,  which  in  many  ways  bear 
a  curious  resemblance  to  those  of  Horace 
Walpole,  a  bitter  tone  of  cynicism  and  a 
morbid  spirit  of  universal  detraction  are 
always  apparent. — Barker,  G.  F.  Rus- 
sell, 1891,  Dictumary  qf  National  Biog- 
raphy,  vol.  xxvi,  p.  286. 

He  is  at  his  best  as  a  writer  when  he 
has  to  describe  some  dramatic  scene ;  he 
can  then  be  terse  and  vivid,  but  only  to 
lapse  after  a  few  good  sentences  into  his 
customary  mode.  His  place  in  a  descrip- 
tive history  of  English  prose  is  due 
to  the  fact  that  his  writing  represents 
what  the  English  of  his  time  was  in 
the  hands  of  a  cultivated  man,  undis- 
tinguished as  a  master  of  writing. — 
Street,  G.  S.,  1894,  English  Prose,  ed. 
Ctaik,  vol.  Ill,  p.  614. 


Bicliard  Savage 

1690?-1743. 

Richard  Savage.  1690[  ?1-1743,  Bom,  about  1690  [?].  Play,  "Woman's  a 
Riddle,"  produced  at  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  4  Dec.  1716;  **Love  in  a  Veil,"  Drury 
Lane,  17  June  1718;  "Sir  Thomas  Overbury,"  Drury  Lane,  12  June  1723.  Condemned 
to  death,  for  murder  in  a  tavern  brawl,  Nov.  1727 ;  pardoned,  March  1728.  Member 
of  Lord  Tyrconnel's  household,  1728-34.  Pension  from  Queen  Caroline,  1732-37. 
Arrested  for  debt  in  Bristol,  10  Jan.  1743.  Died  in  prison  there,  1  Aug.  1743.  Buried 
in  St.  Peter's  Churchyard,  Bristol.  Works:  "The  Convocation,"  1717;  "Memoirs 
of  Theophilus  Keene"  (anon.;  attrib.  to  Savage),  1718;  "Love  in  a  Veil,"  1719; 
**Sir  Thomas  Overbury,"  1724 ;  "A  Poem,  sacred  to  the  glorious  memory  of  .  .  . 
King  George,"  1727;  "Nature  in  Perfection,"  1728;  "The  Bastard,"  1728;  "The 
Author  to  be  Let"  [1728?];  "The  Wanderer,"  1729;  "Verses  occasioned  by  Lady 
Tyrconnel's  Recovery,"  1730;  "Poem  to  the  Memory  of  Mrs.  Oldfield"  (anon.; 
attrib.  to  Savage),  1730;  "A  Collection  of  Pieces.  .  .  .  publish'd  on  occasion 
of  the  Dunciad,"  1732;  "The  Volunteer  Laureat"  (6  nos.),  1732-37;  "On  the 
Departure  of  the  Prince  and  Princess  of  Orange,"  1734;  "The  Progress  of  a  Divine," 
1735;  "Poem  on  the  Birthday  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,"  1735;  "Of  Public  Spirit  in 
regard  to  Public  Works,"  1737.  Posthumous:  "London  and  Bristol  Compared," 
1744 ; ' '  Various  Poems, ' '  1761.  He  edited :  '  *  Miscellaneous  Poems  and  Translations, 
by  several  hands,"  1726.  Collected  Works:  in  2  vols.,  1775.— Sharp,  R.  Farquii ar- 
son, 1897,  A  Dictionary  (f  English  Authors,  p.  248. 


PERSONAL 
Two  fathers  join'd  to  rob  my  claim  of  one  1 
My  mother  too  thought  fit  to  have  no  son ! 
The  senate  next,  whose  aid  the  helpless  own, 
Forgot  my  infant  wrongs,  and  mine  alone. 

—Savage,  Richard,  1732,  A  Poem  on  the 
Qu^s  Birth-Day. 

It  is  a  long  time  since  I  saw  him:  I 
have  been  told  some  of  his  friends  make 
complaints  of  a  certain  little  effect  of  a 
spleen  in  his  temper,  which  he  is  no  more 
able  to  help,  and  therefore  should  no  more 
be  accoiintable  for,  than  the  misfortunes 


to  which,  in  all  likelihood,  his  constitution 
may  have  owed  it  originally. — Hill, 
Aaron,  1736,  Letter  to  James  Thomson, 
May  20,  HiWs  Works,  vol.  i,  p.  237. 

**Why  dolbreathe?  what  joy  can  being  give, 
When  she  who  gave  me  life  forgets  I  live ! 
Feels  not  these  wintry  blasts— nor  heeds  my 

smart; 
But  shuts  me  from  the  shelter  of  her  heart? 
Saw  me  exposed  to  want  1  to  shame  I  to  scorn  1 
To  ills ! — ^which  make  it  misery  to  be  bom  1 
Cast  me,  regardless,  on  the  world's  bleak  wild. 
And  bade  me  be  a  wretch,  while  yet  a  child  1 
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Where  can  he  hope  for  pity,  peace  or  rest, 
Who  moves  no  softness — in  a  mother's  breast? 
Custom,  law,  reason,  all !  my  cause  forsake ; 
And  nature  sleeps,  to  keep  my  woes  awake  1 
Crimes,  which  the  cruel  scarce  believe  can  be. 
The  kind  are  guilty  of,  to  ruin  met 
E*en  she  who  bore  me  blasts  me  with  her 

hate,    * 
And,  meant  my  fortune,  makes  herself  my 

fate!'' 

— Hill,  Aaron,  c1740,  Verses  made  far 
Mr.  Savage,  and  sent  to  Lady  Macde^ld^ 
His  Mother. 

I  have  really  taken  more  pains  not  to 
affront  him  than  if  my  bread  had 
depended  on  him.  He  would  be  to  be  for- 
g:iven,  if  it  was  misfortune  only,  and  not 
pride,  that  made  him  captions. — Pope, 
Alexander,  1741,  Letter  to  Mallet,  Jan. 
25,  Pope's  Works,  ed.  Elwin  and  Court- 
hope,  vol.  X,  p.  95. 

I  must  be  sincere  with  you,  as  our 
correspondence  is  now  likely  to  be  closed. 
Your  language  is  really  too  high,  and 
what  I  am  not  used  to  from  my  superiors ; 
much  too  extraordinary  for  me,  at  least 
sufiSciently  so  to  make  me  obey  your  com- 
mands, and  never  more  presume  to  advise 
or  meddle  in  your  affairs,  but  leave  your 
own  conduct  entirely  to  your  own  judg- 
ment. It  is  with  concern  I  find  so  much 
misconstruction  joined  with  so  much  re- 
sentment in  your  nature.  You  still  injure 
some  whom  you  had  known  many  years  as 
friends,  and  for  whose  intentions  I  would 
take  upon  me  to  answer ;  but  I  have  no 
weight  with  you,  and  cannot  tell  how  soon 
(if  you  have  not  abready)  you  may  miscon- 
strue all  I  can  say  or  do ;  and  I  see  in  the 
case  how  unforgiving  your  are,  I  desire 
to  prevent  this  in  time. — Pope,  Alexan- 
der, 1743,  Letter  to  Savage,  Pope's  Works, 
ed.  Elwin  and  Courthope,  vol.  x,  p.  102, 

Wherever  he  came  his  address  secured 
him  friends,  whom  his  necessities  soon 
alienated;  so  that  he  had,  perhaps,  a 
more  numerous  acquaintance  than  any 
man  ever  before  attained,  there  being 
scarcely  any  person  eminent  on  any 
account  to  whom  he  was  not  known,  or 
whose  character  he  was  not  in  some 
degree  able  to  delineate.  ...  He 
was  of  a  middle  stature,  of  a  thin  habit 
of  body,  a  long  visage,  coarse  features, 
and  melancholy  aspect;  of  a  grave  and 
manly  deportment,  a  solemn  dignity  of 
mein,  but  which,  upon  a  nearer  acquaint- 
ance, softened  into  an  engaging  easiness 


of  manners.  His  walk  was  slow,  and 
his  voice  tremulous  and  mournful.  He 
was  easily  excited  to  smiles,  but  very 
seldom  provoked  to  laughter.  His  mind 
was  in  an  uncommon  degree  vigorous  and 
active.  His  judgment  was  accurate,  his 
apprehension  quick,  and  his  memory  so 
tenacious  that  he  was  frequently  observed 
to  know  what  he  had  learned  from  others 
in  a  short  time,  better  than  those  by 
whom  he  was  informed,  and  could  fre- 
quently recollect  incidents,  with  all  their 
combination  of  circumstances,  which  few 
would  have  regarded  at  the  present  time, 
but  which  the  quickness  of  his  apprehen- 
sion impressed  upon  him.  He  had  the  art 
of  escaping  from  his  own  reflections,  and 
accommodating  himself  to  every  new  scene. 
— Johnson,  Samuel,  1744,  An  Account 
qfthe  Life  of  Mr.  Richard  Savage. 

Poor  Savage  was  well  remembered  to 
have  been  as  inconsiderate,  inconsistent, 
and  inconstant  a  mortal  as  ever  existed, 
what  he  might  have  said  carried  but  little 
weight ;  and,  as  he  would  blow  both  hot 
and  cold,  nay,  too  frequently,  to  gratify 
the  company  present,  would  sacriflce  the 
absent,  though  his  best  friend.  ...  I  met 
Savage  one  summer,  in  a  condition  too 
melancholy  for  description.  He  was 
starving;  I  supported  him,  and  my 
father  cloathed  him,  'till  his  tragedy  was 
brought  on  the  stage,  where  it  met  with 
success  in  the  representation,  tho'  acted 
by  the  young  part  of  the  company,  in  the 
summer  season;  whatever  might  be  the 
merit  of  his  play,  his  necessities  were  too 
pressing  to  wait  'till  winter  for  its  per- 
formance.— Gibber,  Theophilus,  1753, 
Lives  qfthe  Poets,  vol.  v,  p.  213,  note. 

He  was,  however,  undoubtedly  a  man 
of  excellent  parts ;  and,  had  he  received 
the  full  benefits  of  a  liberal  education, 
and  had  his  natural  talents  been  cultivated 
to  the  best  advantage,  he  might  have  made 
a  respectable  figure  in  life.  He  was  happy 
in  an  agreeable  temper,  and  a  lively  flow 
of  wit,  which  made  his  company  much 
coveted;  nor  was  his  judgment,  both  of 
writing  and  of  men,  inferior  to  his  wit ; 
but  he  was  too  much  a  slave  to  his  pas- 
sions, and  his  passions  were  too  easily 
excited.  He  was  warm  in  his  friendships, 
but  implacable  in  his  enmity;  and  his 
greatest  fault,  which  is  indeed  the  great- 
est of  all  faults,  was  ingratitude.  He 
seemed  to  suppose  everything  due  to  his 
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merit,  and  that  he  was  little  obliged  to 
any  persons  for  those  favours  which  he 
thought  it  their  duty  to  confer  on  him ;  it 
is  therefore  the  less  to  be  wondered  at, 
that  he  never  rightly  estimated  the  kind- 
ness of  his  many  friends  and  benefactors, 
or  preserved  a  grateful  and  due  sense  of 
their  generosity  towards  him. — Baker, 
David  Erskine,  1764-1812,  Biographia 
Dramatica,  pt.  ii,  voL  i,  p.  634. 

ni-fated  Sayage,  at  whose  birth  was  giv'n 
No  parent  but  the  Mnse,  no  friend  bntHeay*n. 

—Sheridan,  Richard  Brinsley,  1777, 
Sir  Thomas  Overbury^  Prologue. 

The  history  of  this  man  is  well  known 
by  the  life  of  him  written  by  Johnson ; 
which,  if  in  no  other  respect  valuable,  is 
carious,  in  that  it  gives  to  view  a  charac- 
ter self-formed,  as  owing  nothing  to 
parental  nurture,  and  scarce  any  thing 
to  moral  tuition,  and  describes  a  mind,  in 
which,  as  in  a  neglected  garden,  weeds, 
without  the  least  obstruction,  were  suf- 
fered to  grow  into  luxuriance :  nature  had 
endowed  him  with  fine  parts,  and  those  he 
cultivated  as  well  as  he  was  able ;  but  his 
mind  had  received  no  moral  culture,  and 
for  want  thereof,  we  find  him  to  have  been 
a  stranger  to  humility,  gratitude,  and 
those  other  virtues  that  tend  to  conciliate 
the  affections  of  men,  and  insure  the  con- 
tinuance of  friendship.  .  .  .  Savage, 
as  to  his  exterior,  was,  to  a  remarkable 
degree,  accomplished :  he  was  a  handsome, 
well-made  man,  and  very  courteous  in  the 
modes  of  salutation.  I  have  been  told, 
that  in  the  taking  off  his  hat  and  dispos- 
ing it  under  his  arm,  and  in  his  bow,  he 
displayed  as  much  grace  as  those  actions 
were  capable  of ;  and  that  he  understood 
the  exercise  of  a  gentleman's  weapon, 
may  be  inferred  from  the  use  he  made  of 
it  in  that  rash  encounter  which  is  related 
in  his  life,  and  to  which  his  greatest  mis- 
fortunes were  owing. — Hawkins,  Sir 
John,  1787,  The  Life  qf  Samuel  Johnson^  > 
p.  52. 

An  earl's  son,  a  shoemaker's  apprentice, 
who  had  seen  life  in  all  its  forms,  who 
had  feasted  among  blue  ribands  in  Saint 
James's  Square,  and  had  lain  with  fifty 
pounds  weight  of  irons  on  his  legs,  in  the 
condemned  wards  of  Newgate.  This  man 
had,  after  many  vicissitudes  of  fortune, 
sank  at  last  into  abject  and  hopeless 
poverty.  His  pen  had  failed  him.  His 
patrons  had  been  taken  away  by  death,  or 


estranged  by  the  riotous  profusion  with 
which  he  squandered  their  bounty,  and 
the  ungrateful  insolence  with  which  he 
rejected  their  advice.  He  now  lived  by 
begging.  He  dined  on  venison  and  Cham- 
pagne whenever  he  had  been  so  fortunate 
as  to  borrow  a  guinea.  If  his  questing 
had  been  unsuccessful,  he  appeased  the 
rage  of  hunger  with  some  scraps  of  broken 
meat,  and  lay  down  to  rest  under  the 
Piazza  of  Covent  Garden  in  warm  weather, 
and,  in  cold  weather,  as  near  as  he  could 
get  to  the  furnace  of  a  glass  house.  Yet, 
in  his  misery,  he  was  still  an  agreeable 
companion.  He  had  an  inexhaustible  store 
of  anecdotes  about  that  gay  and  brilliant 
world  from  which  he  was  now  an  outcast. 
He  had  observed  the  great  men  of  both 
parties  in  hours  of  careless  relaxation, 
had  seen  the  leaders  of  opposition  without 
the  mask  of  patriotism,  and  had  heard 
the  prime  minister  roar  with  laughter  and 
tell  stories  not  over-decent.  During 
some  months  Savage  lived  in  the  closest 
familiarity  with  Johnson;  and  then  the 
friends  parted,  not  without  tears.  John- 
son remained  in  London  to  drudge  for 
Cave.  Savage  went  to  the  west  of  Eng- 
land, lived  there  as  he  had  lived  every- 
where, and,  in  1743,  died,  penniless  and 
heart-broken,  in  Bristol  gaol. — Macau- 
lay,  Thomas  Babington,  1843,  Samuel 
Johnson^  Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 

Savage  is  commonly  connected  with 
Chatterton,  but  except  in  the  accident  of 
their  poverty,  I  could  never,  for  my  own 
part,  find  out  any  resemblance.  As  a  man, 
Chatterton  was  of  austere  demeanor,  and 
as  a  poet  he  was  of  the  highest  powers ; 
but  Savage  as  a  man  was  extremely  social, 
and  as  a  poet  was  not  greatly  beyond  medi- 
ocrity. Chatterton  died  rather  than  ask 
relief:  Savage  did  not,  indeed,  solicit 
relief,  he  commanded  it. — Giles,  Henry, 
1850,  Lectures  and  Essays,  vol.  ii,  p.  305. 

Whatever  errors  there  might  be  in  the 
common  tradition  of  the  Countess  of 
Macclesfield's  story,  it  was  at  least  well 
known  that  she  had  a  male  child  whose 
father  was  Lord  Rivers,  and  which  child 
had  disappeared.  Speculation  and  gossip 
on  the  fate  of  this  child  were  sure  to  be 
rife,  and  were  not  unlikely  to  produce  a 
pretender,  who,  if  he  could  not  convince 
the  mother  of  his  claims,  might  at  least 
find  some  sympathy  and  support  in  the 
public,  who  were  not  so  well   informed. 
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A  romantic  story,  a  noble  birth  discovered 
by  accident,  an  nnnatural  mother,  and  a 
neglected  child,  conld  not  fail  to  captivate 
some  persons ;  and  experience  shows  that 
the  partisans  of  snch  claimants  are  not 
scrupnloos  about  proof,  and  that  even  the 
claimants  themselves,  if  not  checked  by 
exposure,  grow  at  length  into  a  kind  of 
faith  in  their  story,  which  helps  them  to 
sustain  their  part.  I  am  on  the  whole, 
and  notwithstanding  some  circumstances 
in  his  favour,  to  which  I  would  allow  due 
weight,  strongly  of  opinion  that  this  was 
Savages's  case.— Thomas,  W.  Moy,  1858, 
Richard  Savage,  Notes  and  Queries^  Second 
Series,  vol.  6,  p.  386. 

The  investigations  of  Moy  Thomas  would 
go  to  show  that  the  Savage  friend  of 
Johnson's  early  days  in  London  was  the 
most  arrant  of  impostors ;  and  that  of  all 
the  shame  that  rests  upon  him,  he  can 
only  justly  be  relieved  of  that  which 
counts  him  a  child  of  such  a  woman  as 
the  Countess  of  Macclesfield.  I  have 
dwelt  upon  the  Savage  episode,  not  alone 
because  it  provoked  one  of  Johnson's  best 
pieces  of  prose  work,  but  because  it  shows 
how  open  were  his  sympathies  to  such 
tales  of  distress,  and  how  quick  he  was  to 
lift  the  rod  of  chastisement  upon  wrong- 
doers of  whatever  degree. — MrrcHELL, 
Donald  G.,  1895,  English  Lands  Letters 
and  Kings,  Queen  Anne  and  the  Georges, 
;?.  94. 

The  by-ways  of  our  literature  reek  with 
the  memories  of  sordid  tragedies.  Ghosts 
of  neglected  wits,  squalid  still,  winnow  the 
air  in  the  least  disturbed  corners.  Many 
a  genius  has  here  dwindled,  guttered,  and 
gone  out,  a  beggarly  unknown  garreteer ; 
hustled  from  earth  either  to  vanish  in 
oblivion  or  be  saturated  with  post-mortem 
praise — thin  food  and  fit  for  a  spook  to 
feed  on.  Gather  together  these  ravelled 
skeins,  these  records  of  souls  prodigally 
wasted,  none  will  fret  the  heart  more 
than  that  of  Richard  Savage,  the  tale  of 
whose  pilgrimage  has  thrilled  many  a 
heart-string.  Distressed  poets  there  have 
been  a  many,  but  still  the  miserable  chron- 
icle of  this  man's  privations  remains 
unequalled.— Russell,  Tom,  1896,  A 
Volunteer  Laureate,  The  GenUeman^s  Mag- 
azim,  vol.  280,  p.  146. 

No  documents  in  support  of  Savage's 
pretensions  have  been  produced,  not  even 
those    letters    from    which   he    himself 


claimed  to  make  the  discovery.  All  the 
details  are  vague,  lacking  in  names  and 
dates;  they  cannot  be  independently 
authenticated,  and  long  intervals  in  his 
early  life  are  left  unaccounted  for.  Re- 
search has  been  unable  to  confirm  the 
existence  of  Mrs.  Lloyd.  In  the  register 
of  St.  Andrew's  he  is  only  alloted  one 
godmother,  Dorothea  Ousley,  who  married 
Robert  Delgardno  at  St.  James's,  West- 
minster, on  24  Sept.  1698.  There  is  no 
record  of  any  communication  between 
Savage  and  Lady  Mason,  the  alleged  guard- 
ian of  his  childhood,  though  she  did  not 
die  till  1717.  Newdigate  Ousley,  his 
godfather,  who  lived  till  1714  at  Enfield 
in  Middlesex,  was  unknown  to  him.  Lord 
Rivers's  will  is  dated  fourteen  months 
before  his  death,  and  contains  no  codicil, 
though  Savage  asserted  that  he  revoked 
the  legacy  to  him  on  his  deathbed.  His 
reputed  mother  (Mrs.  Brett)  steadily 
maintained  that  he  was  an  impostor. 
When  to  these  considerations  is  added  the 
fact  that  Savage,  very  late  in  life,  con- 
tradicted essential  details  in  the  published 
story  in  a  letter  to  Elizabeth  Carter  on 
10  May  1739,  the  falsity  of  his  tale 
seems  demonstrated.  The  chief  points  in 
his  favour  are  that  Lord  Tyrconnel,  Mrs. 
Brett's  nephew,  after  Savage  had  pub- 
lished his  story,  received  him  into  his 
household,  and  that  one  at  least  of  Lord 
Rivers's  children,  whom  he  styles  his 
sister,  recognised  his  claim,  and  corre- 
sponded with  him  in  his  later  years.  That 
Mrs.  Brett  took  no  decisive  steps  to  dis- 
prove his  claims  was  owing  doubtless  to 
her  unwillingness  to  revive  the  memory 
of  her  disgrace,  and  to  the  difiSculty  of 
obtaining  proof  of  her  own  child  Richard's 
death.— Carlyle,  E.  Irving,  1897,  Dic- 
tionary of  National  Biography,  vol.  L,  p. 
345. 

THE  BASTARD 
1728 

A  poem  remarkable  for  the  vivacious 
sallies  of  thought  in  the  beginning,  where 
he  makes  a  pompous  enumeration  of  the 
imaginary  advantages  of  base  birth ;  and 
the  pathetick  sentiments  at  the  end, 
where  he  recounts  the  real  calamities 
which  he  suffered  by  the  crime  of  his 
parents.  The  vigour  and  spirit  of  the 
verses,  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  the 
author,  the  novelty  of  the  subject,  and 
the  notoriety  of  the  story  to  which  the 
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allusions  are  made,  procured  this  perform- 
ance a  very  favourable  reception;  f^n^eat 
Diunbers  were  immediately  dispersed,  and 
editions  were  multiplied  with  unusual 
rapidity. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1744,  An 
Account  cf  the  Life  of  Mr.  Richard  Savage. 

Almost  all  things  written  from  the 
heart,  as  this  certainly  was,  have  some 
merit.  The  Poet  here  describes  sorrows 
and  misfortunes  which  were  by  no  means 
imaginary;  and  thus  there  runs  a  truth 
of  thinking  through  this  poem,  without 
which  it  would  be  of  little  value,  as  Sav- 
age is,  in  other  respects,  but  an  indiffer- 
ent poet. — Goldsmith,  Ouver,  1767,  The 
Beauties  of  EnglUh  Poetry. 

A  very  forcible  piece  of  writing. — 
Arnold,  Thomas,  1868-75,  Chaucer  to 
Wordsworth^  p.  286. 

THE  WANDERER 
1729 

It  has  been  generally  objected  to  ''The 
Wanderer,"  that  the  disposition  of  the 
parts  is  irregular;  that  the  design  is 
obscure,  and  the  plan  perplexed ;  that  the 
images,  however  beautiful,  succeed  each 
other  without  order,  and  that  the  whole 
performance  is  not  so  much  a  regular  fab- 
rick,  as  a  heap  of  shining  materials 
thrown  together  by  accident,  which  strikes 
rather  with  the  solemn  magnificence  of  a 
stupendous  ruin,  than  the  elegant  grand- 
eur of  a  finished  pile.  This  criticism  is 
universal,  and  therefore  it  is  reasonable 
to  believe  it  at  least  in  a  great  degree 
just;  but  Mr.  Savage  was  always  of  a 
contrary  opinion,  and  thought  his  drift 
could  only  be  missed  by  negligence  or 
stupidity,  and  that  the  whole  plan  was 
regular,  and  parts  distinct.  It  was  never 
denied  to  abound  with  strong  representa- 
tions of  nature,  and  just  observations 
upon  life ;  and  it  may  easily  be  observed, 
that  most  of  his  pictures  have  an  evident 
tendency  to  illustrate  his  first  great  posi- 
tion, "that  good  is  the  consequence  of 
evil.  "—Johnson,  Samuel,  1744,  An 
Account  of  the  Life  cf  Mr.  Richard  Savage. 

Did  you  ever  read  Savage's  beautiful 
poem  of  "The  Wanderer?''  If  no,  do 
80,  and  you  will  see  the  fault  which,  I 
think,  attaches  to  Lord  Maxwell — a  want 
of  distinct  precision  and  intelligibility 
about  the  story,  which  counteracts,  espe- 
cially with  ordinary  readers,  the  effect  of 
beautiful  and  forcible  diction,  poetical 


imagery,  and  animated  description. — 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1821,  Letter  to  Allan 
Cunningham,  Apr.  27. 

**The  Wanderer"  of  Savage  is  a  very 
remarkable  production ;  the  more  remark- 
able when  we  consider  the  circumstances 
in  which  it  was  composed.  Stanzas  of  it 
were  often  written  upon  cobblers'  stalls, 
and  sometimes  whole  passages  were 
indited  in  a  pauper-lodging.  One  special 
quality  of  the  poem  is  the  extreme  purity, 
and  moral  elevation  of  sentiment,  con- 
trasted with  his  own  practical  conduct. — 
Giles,  Henry,  1850,  Lectures  and  Essays, 
vol.  u,  p.  306. 

**The  Wanderer"  is  the  poem  upon 
which  he  evidently  bestowed  the  greatest 
care.  It  may  be  regarded  as  his  own 
epitaph,  written  by  himself,  and  embody- 
ing the  dark  phrases  of  his  career,  the 
most  vivid  of  his  sensations,  and  the 
beauty  of  his  moral  sentiments,  combined 
with  the  want  of  system,  the  self-esteem,, 
recklessness,  and  courage,  which  alter- 
nated in  his  feelings  and  conduct. — TucK- 
erman,  Henry  T.,  1857,  Essays,  Biograph- 
ical and  Critical,  p.  196. 

Not  being  compelled  to  write  for  breads 
he  finished  it  with  considerable  care,  and 
it  forms  a  very  favourable  specimen  of 
his  powers.  It  contains  much  that  is 
feeble,  tawdry,  and  in  the  meanest  taste ; 
but,  on  the  other  hand,  the  versification 
is  fluent,  and  there  are  passages  of  so 
much  vigour  and  excellence  as  to  justify 
a  belief  that,  with  deeper  study,  broader 
culture,  and  a  higher  and  wider  experience 
of  life,  its  author  might  have  taken  a 
respectable  position  in  the  front  rank  of 
our  minor  poets.  The  commonplace, 
however,  is  so  mixed  up  with  that  which 
is  more  forcible  and  elevated  that  it  is 
difficult  to  make  quotations. — Adams,  W. 
H.  Davenport,  1880,  Wrecked  Lives, 
First  Series,  p.  252. 

GENERAL 

Thee,  Savapre !  these  (the  jnstly  great)  admire. 
Thee,  qmck'ning  Judgment's  phlegm  with 
Fancy's  fire. 

—Dyer,  John,  c1743,  To  Mr.  Savage. 

Though  he  may  not  be  altogether 
secure  against  the  objections  of  the  critic, 
it  must  however  be  acknowledged,  that 
his  works  are  the  productions  of  a  genius 
truly  poetical;  and,  what  many  writers 
who  have  been  more  lavishly  applauded 
cannot  boast,  that  they  have  an  original 
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air,  which  has  no  resemblance  of  any  fore- 
going writer,  that  the  versification  and 
sentiments  have  a  cast  peculiar  to  them- 
selves, which  no  man  can  imitate  with 
success,  because  what  was  nature  in 
Savage,  would  in  another  be  affectation. 
It  must  be  confessed,  that  his  descrip- 
tions are  striking,  his  images  animated, 
his  fictions  justly  imagined,  and  his  alle- 
gories artfully  pursued ;  that  his  diction 
is  elevated,  though  sometimes  forced, 
and  his  numbers  sonorous  and  majestick, 
though  frequently  sluggish  and  encum- 
bered. Of  his  style,  the  general  fault  is 
harshness,  and  its  general  excellence  is 
dignity ;  of  his  sentiments,  the  prevailing 
beauty  is  simplicity,  and  uniformity  the  pre- 
vailing defect. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1744, 
An  Account  cfthe  Life  of  Mr.  Richard  Savage. 

The  incidents  of  his  life  rather  than 
the  creations  of  his  genius  have  preserved 
the  fame  of  Savage.  His  poems  are  his 
only  writings  now  recognized,  and  we  find 
them  regularly  included  in  editions  of 
the  British  anthology.  It  is ,  however,  but 
here  and  there,  scattered  through  a  long 
array  of  heroics,  that  we  can  detect  either 
originality  or  raciness.  Like  his  life,  these 
effusions  are  crude  and  unsustained ;  they 
lack  finish,  completeness,  and  unity.  De- 
formed by  coarseness,  and  sometimes  by 
obscurity,  they  often  repel  taste;  and 
their  frequent  want  of  clear  and  uniform 
design  induces  weariness.  Their  most 
genuine  interest  is  personal ;  we  naturally 
associate  them  with  the  misfortunes  of 
the  author,  and  the  special  references 
are  not  without  a  pathetic  zest.  .  .  . 
It  is  evident  that  he  possessed,  in  an 
uncommon  degree,  what  the  phrenologists 
call  the  organ  of  wonder,  and  metaphys- 
ical writers  a  sense  of  the  sublime.  In 
his  descriptions  of  nature  and  life,  we  per- 
ceive the  inspiration  of  a  reflective  ideal- 
ity. His  couplets  occasionally  glow  with 
vital  animation,  and  his  choice  of  epithets 
is  often  felicitous.  Vigour,  fluency,  and 
expressiveness,  at  times,  indicate  that 
there  was  an  original  vein  in  his  nature, 
though  too  carelessly  worked  to  produce 
a  great  and  consistent  result. — Tucker- 
man,  Henry  T.,  1857,  Essays,  Biograph- 
ical and  CriticaU  pp.  195,  196. 

Savage's  poem  called  **The  Bastard" 
has  some  vigorous  lines,  and  some  touches 
of  tenderness  as  well  as  bursts  of  more 
violent  passion;  but,   as  a  whole,  it   is 


crude,  spasmodic,  and  frequently  wordy 
and  languid.  His  other  compositions, 
some  of  which  evince  a  talent  for  satire, 
of  which  assiduous  cultivation  might  have 
made  something,  have  all  passed  into 
oblivion.  The  personal  history  of  Savage, 
which  Johnson's  ardent  and  expanded  nar- 
rative has  made  universally  known,  is 
more  interesting  than  his  verse ;  but  even 
that  owes  more  than  half  its  attraction  to 
his  biographer.  He  had,  in  fact,  all  his 
life,  apparently,  much  more  of  another 
kind  of  madness  than  he  ever  had  of  that 
of  poetry.— Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  of  English  Literature 
and  of  the  English  Language,  vol.  u,  p.  279. 
Created  an  interest,  and  had  chances  in 
life  greater  than  his  personal  merits  war- 
ranted. His  poetical  pretensions  were  of 
no  high  order,  and  in  most  instances  his 
productions  were  only  redeemed  by  a  few 
vigorous  lines.— Montgomery,  Henry  R., 
1862,  Memoirs  qf  the  Life  and  Writings  qf 
Sir  Richard  Steele,  vol.  ii,  p.  166. 

His  poems  are  now  hopelessly  unread- 
able.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1879,  Samuel 
Johnson  (English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  30. 

Savage  ostentatiously  described  himself 
on  his  title-pages  as  ''Son  of  the  late  Earl 
Rivers,"  but  it  is  more  than  doubtful 
whether  this  unwise  son  knew  his  own 
father.  It  is  needful  here  only  to  dwell 
on  the  fact  that  at  the  age  of  about  thirty 
Savage  displayed  for  two  or  three  years 
some  genuine  poetical  talent,  and  pub- 
lished three  vigorous  works  in  heroic 
measure.  **The  Bastard''  (1728),  writ- 
ten in  real  or  feigned  indignation  against 
his  supposed  mother,  the  Countess  of  Mac- 
clesfield, enjoyed  a  success  of  scandal ;  it 
is  short,  terse,  and  effective.  In  ''The 
Wanderer"  (1729)  Savage  made  a  very 
different  effort  to  subdue  the  public,  with 
a  long  and  serious  poem  in  five  books. 
.  .  .  It  is  really  a  kind  of  prototype 
of  Goldsmith's  "Traveller."  to  which  it 
bears  the  sort  of  relation  that  Dryden  is 
conventionally  supposed  to  bear  to  Pope. 
What  is  mainly  noticeable  in  ''The  Wan- 
derer" ...  is  the  influence  of  Thom- 
son, enlarging  the  range  of  poetic  obser- 
vation, and  encouraging  an  exacter  por- 
traiture of  natural  objects.  The  last  book 
of  Savage's  poem  is  remarkably  full  of 
brilliant  if  often  crude  colour. — (JossE, 
Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth 
Century  Literature,  p.  217. 
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d  1743. 

Henry  Carey,  born  in  1685  (1692?)  died  in  London,  Oct.  4,  1743.  Dramatic  com- 
poser, said  to  have  been  a  natural  son  of  George  Savile,  Marquis  of  Halifax ;  pupil  of 
Olaus  Westeinson  Linnert,  of  Roseingrave,  and  of  Geminiani.  His  instruction  was 
limited,  and  he  was  obliged  to  teach  for  a  living.  He  wrote  many  musical  dramas 
which  were  popular  in  their  time,  but  he  is  now  remembered  chiefly  by  his  ballad 
**Sally  in  our  Alley,"  and  by  the  attempt  to  prove  him  to  be  the  composer  of  **God 
save  the  King."  Carey  may  have  arranged  and  perhaps  altered  this  national  air,  and 
it  is  reasonably  certain  that  he  first  sang  it  in  public,  but  the  melody  is  probably  older 
than  his  time.  His  posthumous  son,  George  Savile  Carey  (1743-1807),  poet  and 
dramatist,  tried  to  sutetantiate  his  father's  claim  to  its  authorship,  but  the  question 
still  remains  undecided.  Henry  Carey  is  said  to  have  committed  suicide,  but  this  is 
doubtful.  Works — Musical  dramas,  etc.:  **The  Contrivances,"  London,  1715; 
"Betty,"  1732;  **Cephalus  and  Procris."  1733;  *'The  Honest  Yorkshireman, "  1735; 
"Nancy,"  1739;  Six  cantatas  (1732) ;  "The  Musical  Century"— one  hundred  English 
ballads  written  and  composed  by  himself  (1739-40).  He  was  the  author  also  of  plays 
and  poems. — Champun,  John  Denison,  Jr.,  ed.,  1888,  Cyclopedia  of  Music  and 
Musicians^  vol,  I,  p.  270. 


PERSONAL, 

Was  a  man  of  facetious  temper,  resem- 
bling Lfoveridge  in  many  respects.  He 
was  a  musician  by  profession,  and  one  of 
the  lower  order  of  poets ;  his  first  precep- 
tor in  music  was  Olaus  Westeinson  Lin- 
nert, a  German ;  he  received  some  farther 
instructions  from  Roseingrave;  and, 
lastly,  was  in  some  sort  a  disciple  of 
Geminiani.  But  with  all  the  advantages 
he  might  be  supposed  to  have  derived 
from  these  instructors,  the  extent  of  his 
abilities  seems  to  have  been  the  composi- 
tion of  a  ballad  air,  or  at  most  a  little 
cantata,  to  which  he  was  just  able  to  set 
a  bass.  .  .  .  With  all  his  mirth  and 
good  humour,  Carey  seems  to  have  been 
at  times  deeply  affected  with  malevolence 
of  some  of  his  own  profession,  who,  for 
reasons  that  no  one  cad  guess  at,  were  his 
enemies :  It  is  true  that  in  some  of  his 
poems  he  manifests  a  contempt  for  them, 
but  it  is  easy  to  discover  that  it  is  dis- 
sembled. ...  As  a  musician  Carey 
seems  to  have  been  one  of  the  first  of  the 
lowest  rank;  and  as  a  poet,  the  last  of 
that  class  of  which  D'Urfey  was  the  first, 
with  this  difference,  that  in  all  the  songs 
and  poems  written  by  him  on  wine,  love, 
and  such  kind  of  subjects,  he  seems  to  have 
manifested  an  inviolable  regard  for  decency 
and  good  manners.— Hawkins,  Sir  John, 
177^  A  General  History  of  the  Science  and 
Prtutiee  of  Music,  vd,  u,  pp.  827,  828. 

At  the  time  that  this  poet  could  neither 
^k  the  streets  nor  be  seated  at  the  con- 
vivial boiu^  without  listening  to  his  own 


songs  and  his  own  music — for,  in  truth, 
the  whole  nation  was  echoing  his  verse, 
and  crowded  theatres  were  applauding  his 
wit  and  humour — while  this  very  man 
himself,  urged  by  his  strong  humanity, 
founded  a  **Fund  for  decayed  Musicians" 
— he  was  so  broken-hearted,  and  his  own 
common  comforts  so  utterly  neglected, 
that  in  despair,  not  waiting  for  nature  to 
relieve  him  from  the  burden  of  existence, 
he  laid  violent  hands  on  himself;  and 
when  found  dead,  had  only  a  half  penny 
in  his  pocket !  Such  was  the  fate  of  the 
author  of  some  of  the  most  popular  pieces 
in  our  language.  He  left  a  son,  who 
inherited  his  misery,  and  a  gleam  of  his 
genius. — Disraeli,  Isaac,  1812-13,  The 
Despair  of  Young  Poets,  Calamities  of 
Authors. 

GOD  SAVE  THE  KING 
1740? 

On  Saturday  night  last,  the  audience  at 
the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane,  were 
agreeably  surprised  by  the  gentlemen 
belonging  to  that  house  performing  the 
anthem  of  God  save  our  noble  King,  The 
universal  applause  it  met  with, — being 
encored  with  repeated  huzzas,  sufficiently 
denoted  in  how  just  an  abhorence  they 
hold  the  arbitrary  schemes  of  our  insidi- 
ous enemies,  and  detest  the  despotick 
attempts  of  Papal  power. — Daily  Adver- 
tiser, 1745,  Monday,  Sept.  30. 

The  anecdote  you  mention,  respecting 
your  father's  being  the  author  and  com- 
poser of  **God  Save  the  King,'*  is  cer- 
tainly   true.      That    most    respectable 
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gentleman,  my  worthy  friend  and  patient, 
Mr.  Smith,  has  often  told  me  what  follows, 
viz. ,  ' '  That  your  father  came  to  him  with 
the  words  and  music,  desiring  him  to  cor- 
rect the  bass  which  was  not  proper ;  and 
at  your  father's  request  Mr.  Smith  wrote 
another  bass  in  harmony."  Mr.  Smith 
(John  Christopher  Smith,  Handel's  aman- 
uensis), to  whom  I  read  your  letter  this 
day,  repeated  the  same  account,  and  on 
this  authority  I  pledged  myself  for  the 
truth  of  the  statement. — Harington, 
H.,  1795,  Letter  to  George  SavUe  Carey, 
June  13. 

Objections  may  be  taken  to  Carey's 
claim,  because  ''God  save  the  King"  was 
published  anonymously.  I  do  not  attach 
any  importance  to  that  fact,  because  I 
have  before  me  several  others  of  his  songs 
so  printed.  The  copies  were,  in  all  prob- 
ability, obtained  surreptitiously.  He  com- 
plains of  this  piracy  in  the  preface  to  the 
first  volume  of  **The  Musical  Century," 
1737,  and  states  his  losses  on  that  account 
to  have  averaged  nearly  300£  a  year. 
.  .  .  Carey's  last  musical  publication 
bears  date  Jan.,  1740,  and  that  is  the 
year  in  which  he  is  stated' to  have  sung 
'*  God  save  the  King"at  a  Tavern  in  Corn- 
hill.  The  celebration  of  Admiral  Vernon's 
victory  was  certainly  an  appropriate  time 
for  its  production.  Carey  died  in  October, 
1743,  and  **God  save  the  King"  first 
became  extensively  popular  in  October, 
1745.  It  was  the  rebellion  of  that  year 
that  called  forth  such  repeated  expressions 
of  loyalty,  and  caused  so  much  enthusiasm 
when  the  song  was  sung  at  all  the  thea- 
tres.— Chappell,  William,  1855-59,  Pop- 
ular Music  of  the  Olden  Time,  vol.  ii,  p. 
703. 

Its  first  public  performance  is  said  to 
have  been  at  a  dinner  in  1740  to  celebrate 
the  taking  of  Portobello  by  Admiral  Ver- 
non (Nov.  20,  1739),  when  it  is  said  to 
have  been  sung  by  Henry  Carey  as  his  own 
composition,  both  words  and  music.  The 
nearest  known  copy  to  that  date  is  that 
in  the  ''Harmonia  Anglicana"  of  1742  or 
43.  .  .  .  This  is  the  nearest  we  can 
arrive  at  to  the  original  form  of  the  air 
and  words,  and  both  will  be  found  some- 
what different  from  those  with  which  we 
are  familiar.  The  fact  that  Henry  Carey 
was  the  author  of  both,  is  testified  to  by 
J.  Christopher  Smith,  Handel's  amanuen- 
sis, and  by  Dr.  Harington.     .     .     .    The 


Pretender  was  proclaimed  at  Edinburgh 
Sept.  16,  and  the  first  appearance  of 
''God  save  the  King"  was  at  Drury  Lane, 
Sept.  28.  For  a  month  or  so  it  was  much 
sung  at  both  Covent  Garden  and  Drury 
Lane;  Bumey  harmonised  it  for  the 
former,  and  Ame  for  the  latter.  Both 
words  and  music  were  printed,  the  latter 
in  their  present  form,  in  the  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  Oct.  1745.  How  far  "God 
save  the  King"  was  complied  from  older 
airs  will  probably  never  be  known.  Sev- 
eral exsit  with  a  certain  resemblance  to 
the  modem  tune. —Grove,  George,  1879, 
A  Dictionary  ofMuric  and  Mundans,  vol. 
I,  p.  605. 

Carey  has  been  credited  with  the  author- 
ship of  **God  save  the  Queen."  The  first 
known  publication  of  this  was  in  the  ''Har- 
monia  Anglicana,"  1742,  where  it  is 
anonymous.  Carey  did  not  include  it  in 
his  ** Century."  It  first  being  popular 
after  his  death,  during  the  rebellion  of 
1745.  The  actor  Victor  describes  the 
performance  in  a  contemporary  letter  to 
Garrick,  and  says  that  it  was  an  old 
anthem  sung  in  the  chapel  of  James  II. 
when  William  lU.  was  expected.  Ame 
arranged  it  for  Drury  Lane,  and  Bumey 
for  Q)vent  Garden.  Burney  told  Isaac 
D'Israeli  that  the  authorship  was  unknown, 
and  gives  the  same  account  of  its  origin 
as  Victor.  Fifty  years  later,  Carey's  son, 
George  Savile  Carey,  claimed  it  for  his 
father  in  order  to  justify  a  request  for  a 
pension.  His  only  authority  was  J.  C. 
Smith,  who  told  Dr.  Harington  of  Bath, 
on  13  June,  1795,  that  Henry  Carey  had 
brought  it  to  him  in  order  to  correct  the 
bass.  Smith  was  the  friend  of  Handel, 
and  had  been  a  collaborator  with  Carey. 
A  Mr.  Townshend  is  said  to  have  told 
John  Ashley  of  Bath,  who  told  W.  L. 
Bowles,  in  1828,  that  he  had  heard  Carey 
sing  the  anthem  at  a  tavern  on  occasion  of 
Vemon's  capture  of  Portobello  in  1740. 
Some  internal  evidence  in  favor  of  Carey 
is  suggested  in  Bowles's  **Life  of  Ken," 
but  the  improbability  that  Carey  should 
have  left  the  authorship  unclaimed,  that 
his  family  should  not  have  claimed  it  when 
it  became  popular,  and  that  Ame  (to 
whom  he  must  have  been  well  known)  and 
Burney  should  have  been  unable  to  dis- 
cover the  authorship  at  the  time,  seems 
to  overbalance  the  small  probability  of  the 
much  later  statements,  which,  moreover,  if 
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accepted,  do  not  estaUish  Carey's  anthor- 
ship.  —  Stephex,  Leslie,  1887»  EHe- 
hraory  qf  Xatiomtl  Bioffrapky^  vol.  IX, 
p.  71. 

Will  it  ever  be  definitely  known  who 
wrote  and  oxnposed  oor  national  anthem 
—an  anthem  that  is  familiar  all  the  whole 
wide  world  OTer?  During  the  Chicago 
Exhibition  a  body  of  World's  Fair  repre- 
sentatiYes  of  twenty-seven  different  nation- 
alities, speaking  when  at  home  fifteen 
different  languages,  crossed  the  Canadian 
frontier  at  Gretna  in  Manitoba  on  August 
29th,  1893,  for  the  purpose  of  heartily 
cheering  Queen  Victoria  and  singing  ''God 
Save  the  Queen."  Yet,  particulars  con- 
cerning the  origin  of  the  melody  are  so 
conflicting  that  we  doubt  if  it  will  ever  be 
absolutely  proved  whence  it  sprang.  The 
vast  majority  of  those  who  have  gone  into 
the  subject  incline  to  favour  the  claim 
put  forward  for  Henry  Carey. — FiTZ- 
Gerald,  S.  J.  Adair,  1898,  Stories  of 
Famous  Songs^  p.  384. 

SALLT  IN  OUR  ALLEY 

A  vulgar  error  having  long  prevailed 
among  many  persons,  who  imagine  Sally 
Salisbury  the  subject  of  this  I^lad,  the 
Author  begs  leave  to  undeceive  and  assure 
them  it  has  not  the  least  allusion  to  her, 
he  being  a  stranger  to  her  very  name  at 
the  time  this  Song  was  composed.  For 
as  innocence  and  virtue  were  ever  the 
boundaries  to  his  Muse,  so  in  this  little 
poem  he  had  no  other  view  than  to  set 
forth  the  beauty  of  a  chaste  and  disinter- 
ested passion,  even  in  the  lowest  class  of 
human  life.  The  real  occasion  was  this : 
a  Shoemaker's  'Prentice  making  holiday 
with  his  Sweetheart,  treated  her  with  a 
sight  of  Bedlam,  the  puppet-shows,  the 
flying-chairs,  and  ail  the  elegancies  of 
Hoorfields:  from  whence  proceeding  to 
the  Farthing-pie-house,  he  gave  her  a  col- 
lation of  buns,  cheese-cakes,  gammon  of 
bacon,  stuff'd  beef,  and  bottled  ale; 
through  all  which  scenes  the  Author 
dodged  them  (charmed  with  the  simplic- 
ity of  their  courtship),  from  whence  he 
drew  his  little  sketch  of  nature ;  but  being 
then  young  and  obscure,  he  was  very 
much  ridiculed  by  some  of  his  acquaint- 
ance for  this  performance ;  which  never- 
theless made  its  way  into  the  polite 
world,  and  amply  recompensed  him  by  the 
applause  of  the  divine  Addison,  who  was 


pleaded  (more  than  once)  to  mention  it 
with  approbation.— Carey,  Henry,  1729, 
SaUy  in  Our  Alley,  Prrfaee. 

Though  he  had  but  little  skill  in  music^ 
he  had  a  prolific  invention,  and  very  early 
in  his  life  distinguished  himself  by  the 
composition  of  songs,  being  the  author 
both  of  the  words  and  the  music :  one  of 
these,  beginning  ''Of  all  the  girls  that 
are  so  smart,"  he  set  to  an  air  so  very 
pretty,  and  withal  so  original,  that  it  was 
sung  by  everybody. — Hawkins,  Sir  John, 
1776,  A  General  History  if  the  Science  and 
Practice  <f  Music,  vol.  ii,  p.  827. 

Of  all  his  compositions,  the  most  popu- 
lar, and  that  which  will  transmit  his  name 
to  posterity,  is  his  ballad  of  ''Sally  in  our 
Alley, "  one  of  the  most  striking  and  orig- 
inal melodies  that  ever  emanat^  from  the 
brain  of  a  musician. — Husk,  Wiluam  H., 
1879,  A  Dictionary  qf  Music  and  Musi- 
cians, erf.  Grove,  vol.  i,  p.  310. 

GENERAL 

Carey  was  a  true  son  of  the  Muses,  and 
the  most  successful  writer  in  our  lan- 
guage. He  is  the  author  of  several  little 
national  poems.  In  early  life  he  success- 
fully burlesqued  the  affected  versification 
of  Ambrose  Philips,  in  his  baby  poems,  to 
which  he  gave  the  fortunate  appellation 
of  **Nam^  Pamby,  a  panegyric  on  the 
new  versification;"  a  term  descriptive  in 
sound  of  those  chiming  follies,  and  now 
become  a  technical  term  in  modem  criti- 
cism. Carey's  "Namby  Pamby"  was  at 
first  considered  by  Swift  as  the  satirical 
effusion  of  Pope,  and  by  Pope  as  the 
humorous  ridicule  of  Swift.  His  ballad 
of  "Sally  in  our  Alley"  was  more  than 
once  commended  for  its  nature  by  Addi- 
son, and  is  sung  to  this  day.  Of  the 
national  song,  "God  save  the  King,"  it  is 
supposed  he  was  the  author  both  of  the 
words  and  of  the  music.  He  was  very 
successful  on  the  stage,  and  wrote  admira- 
ble burlesques  of  the  Italian  Opera,  in 
"The  Dragon  of  Wantley,"  and  "The 
Dragoness;"  and  the  mock  tragedy  of 
"Chrononhotonthologos"  is  not  forgotten. 
Among  his  Poems  lie  still  concealed  sev- 
eral original  pieces ;  those  which  have  a 
political  turn  are  particularly  good,  for 
the  politics  of  Carey  were  those  of  a  poet 
and  a  patriot.— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1812 
13,  The  Despair  of  Young  Poets,  Calami- 
ties of  Authors, 
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Daniel  Neal 

1678-1743. 

Born  at  London,  Dec.  14, 1678 :  died  at  Bath,  April  4, 1743.  An  English  historian. 
He  was  educated  at  the  Merchant  Taylors'  School  and  at  the  universities  of  Utrecht 
and  Leyden.  In  1706  he  settled  as  an  independent  clergyman  in  London.  He  wrote  a 
''History  of  New  England  "  (1720),  and  (his  chief  work)  the  ''History  of  the  Puritans" 
(1732-38).— Sbuth,  Benjamin  E.,  ed.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  726. 

CSiurch  of  England,"  published  anony- 
mously in  1733.  Neal  replied  with  toler- 
able success ;  but  Madox's  book  is  still  an 
useful  corrective.  Both,  however,  were, 
like  most  controversialists,  prejudiced 
men,  loving  the  interests  of  their  respec- 
tive factions  better  than  truth,  and  not 
very  scrupulous  about  misrepresenting  an 
adversary.  But  Neal  has  got  rid  of  the 
intolerant  spirit  of  the  Puritans;  while 
Madox  labours  to  justify  every  act  of 
Whitgift  and  Parker.— Hallam,  Henry, 
1827-46,  ComtitiUional  History  qf  Eng- 
land,  vol.  i,  ch.  iv,  note, 

A  valuable  and  instructive  history,  with 
a  strong  bias  in  favour  of  his  subjects, 
but  an  upright  mind. — Bigkersteth, 
Edward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student. 

It  contain  numerous  passages  of  that 
homely  eloquence,  which  springs  from 
simple  earnestness  of  feeling,  and  finds 
its  way  directly  to  the  heart.  There  is 
occasionally  much  felicity  in  the  selection 
of  words  embodying  homely  fancies,  and 
which  convey  the  sense  by  suggesting  an 
image. — Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1845,  NeaCs 
History  of  the  Puritans,  North  American 
RevieWy  Jan.;  Essays  and  Reviews. 

The  whole  work  was  warmly  praised  by 
Neal's  party,  but  his  occasionally  serious 
misrepresentation  or  suppression  of  facts 
did  not  pass  unchallenged. — Mullinger, 
J.  Bass,  1894,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography  vol.  XL.  p.  135. 


HISTORY  OF  THE  PURITANS 

1732-38 

Neal  opposes  a  more  elaborate  history ; 
where  these  ''great  and  good  men,"  the 
puritans  and  the  presbyter ians,  ''are 
placed  among  the  reformers ; "  while  their 
fame  is  blanched  into  angelic  purity. 
Neal  and  his  party  opined  that  the  protest- 
ant  had  not  sufficiency  protested,  and 
that  the  reformation  itself  needed  to  be 
reformed.  They  wearied  the  impatient 
Elizabeth,  and  her  ardent  churchmen ;  and 
disputed  with  the  learned  James,  and  his 
courtly  bishops,  about  such  ceremonial 
trifles,  that  the  historian  may  blush  or 
smile  who  has  to  record  them.  And  when 
the  jmriten  was  thrown  out  of  preferment, 
and  seceded  into  separation,  he  turned 
into  a  presbyter.  Nonconformity  was 
their  darling  sin,  and  their  sullen  triumph. 
— DiSRAEU,  Isaac,  1791-1824,  ''Political 
Religionism,**  Curiosities  of  lAterature. 

The  most  dishonest  book  in  our  lan- 
guage, Dodd's  "Roman  Catholic  Church 
History,"  not  excepted.  —  Southey, 
Robert,  1823,  Burn^s  History  of  his  Own 
Time,  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  29,  p.  166. 

Neals'  "History  of  the  Puritans"  is 
almost  wholly  compiled  as  far  as  this 
(Elizabeth's  reign)  is  concerned,  from 
Strype,  and  from  a  manuscript  written  by 
some  Puritan  about  the  time.  It  was 
answered  by  Madox,  afterwards  bishop  of 
Worcester,  in    a    "Vindication    of    the 


Lewis  Theobald 

1688-1744. 

Lewis  Theobald,  son  of  an  attorney,  at  Sittingboume,  in  Kent,  and  bred  to  the  law, 
published,  in  1714,  a  translation  of  the  "Electra"  of  Sophocles;  and  produced  in 
the  following  year  an  acted  tragedy,  the  "Persian  Princess,''  written  before  he  was 
nineteen.  His  "Perfidious  Brother,"  acted  in  1716,  was  on  the  model  of  Otway's 
"Orphan,"  In  1715  he  published  translations  of  the  "(Edipus"  of  Sophocles,  and 
versions  from  Aristophanes  of  "Plutus"  and  "The  Clouds."  To  these  he  had  added 
opera,  melodrama,  and,  in  1725,  when  Pope  issued  his  "Shakespeare,"  the  pantomime 
of  "Harleguin  a  Sorcerer,"  before  his  attack  upon  Pope's  "Shakespeare,"  in  1726, 
with  a  pamphlet,  called  "Shakespeare  Restored; or.  Specimens  of  Blunders  Committed 
and  Unamended  in  Pope's  Edition  of  this  Poet."    Theobald  understood  Shakespeare 
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better  than  Pope  did,  and  lived  to  show  it ;  but  this  did  not  lessen  the  annoyance  of 
his  attack,  and,  fresh  from  the  smart  of  it,  Pope  made  Theobald  the  hero  of  hi& 
**Dnnciad.''  In  1727  Theobald  gave  work  to  the  critics  by  producing  at  Drury  Lane, 
as  a  play  of  Shakespeare's,  **The  Double  Falsehood;  or,  The  Distrest  Lovers." — 
MORLEY,  Henry,  1873,  A  First  Sketch  qf  English  Literature,  p.  809. 

had  followed  the  first  editions  very  exactly, 
be  they  faulty  or  not.  Shakespeare 
wanted  learning.  He  was  guilty  of  pseudo- 
graphy,  sometimes  perhaps  designedly. 
He  (Mr.  Theobalds)  is  too  bold  in  bring- 
ing his  own  conjectures  into  the  text, 
which  (it  may  be)  will  lay  him  too  open 
to  his  adversaries,  and  make  them  say 
Shakespeare  wants  as  much  to  be  restored 
as  ever,  and  that  his  edition  is  not  of 
much  greater  authority  than  that  of  Mr. 
Pope,  who  is  much  inferior  to  Mr.  Theo- 
balds in  learning.  Mr.  Theobalds  hath 
all  along,  very  often  justly  enough,  dis- 
covered and  reflected  upon  Mr.  Pope's 
defects,  which  will,  without  doubt,  nettle 
Mr.  Pope,  who,  however,  may  thank  him- 
self, he  having  in  his  Dunciad  (a  scurril- 
ous piece  against  many  of  the  greatest 
men  of  the  age)  treated  Mr.  Theobalds  in 
a  very  barbarous  manner,  for  which  Mr. 
Pope  is  much  blamed.— Hearne,  Thomas, 
1734,  ReliquicB  Heamiance,  ed.  Bliss,  May 
17,  vol.  Ill,  p.  ]  37. 

This  Tibbald,  or  Theobald,  published 
an  edition  of  Shakespear,  of  which  he  was 
so  proud  himself  as  to  say,  in  one  of  Mist's 
Journals,  June  8,  ''That  to  expose  any 
Errors  in  it  was  impracticable."  And  in 
another,  April  27,  **That  whatever  care 
might  for  the  future  be  taken  by  any  other 
Editor,  he  would  still  give  above  five 
hundred  emendations,  that  shall  escape 
them  all." — Pope,  Alexander,  1743,  The 
Dunciad,  bk.  i,  v.  133,  note. 

Mr.  Theobald  was  naturally  turned  to 
industry  and  labour.  What  he  read  he  could 
transcribe;  but  as  what  he  thought,  if 
ever  he  did  think,  he  could  but  ill  express, 
so  he  read  on ;  and  by  that  means  got  a 
character  of  learning  without  risking  to 
every  observer  the  imputation  of  wanting 
a  better  talent.  By  a  punctilious  collation 
of  the  old  books,  he  corrected  what  was 
manifestly  wrong  in  the  later  editions  by 
what  was  manifestly  right  in  the  earlier. 
And  this  is  his  real  merit,  and  the  whole 
of  it.  .  .  .  Nor  had  he  either  com- 
mon judgment  to  see,  or  critical  sagacity 
to  amend,  what  was  manifestly  faulty. 
Hence  he  generally  exerts  his  conjectural 
talent  in  the  wrong  place.     He  tampers 


PERSONAL 

A  notorious  idiot,  one  hight  Whachum, 
who,  from  an  under  spurleather  to  the 
law,  is  become  an  understrapper  to  the 
playhouse. — Dennis,  John,  1717,  Remarks 
on  Pope's  Homer. 

SHAKESPEARE  RESTORED 

1736 

In  the  body  of  the  work  he  confines 
himself  to  animadversions  on  ''Hamlet," 
but  in  an  appendix  of  some  forty-four 
closely  printed  pages  in  small  type  he 
deals  similarly  with  portions  of  most  of 
the  other  plays.  This  work  not  only  ex- 
posed the  incapacity  of  Pope  as  an  editor, 
but  gave  conclusive  proof  of  Theobald's 
competence  for  the  task  in  which  Pope 
had  failed.  Many  of  Theobald's  most 
felicitous  corrections  and  emendations  of 
Shakespeare's  text  are  to  be  found  in  this, 
his  first  contribution  to  textual  criticism. 
—Collins,  John  Churton,  1898,  Diction- 
ary (f  National  Biography,  vol.  LVi,  p.  119. 

Pope  found  a  rigorous  critic  in  Lewis 
Theobald,  who,  although  contemptible  as 
a  writer  of  original  verse  and  prose, 
proved  himself  the  most  inspired  of  all 
the  textual  critics  of  Shakespeare.  Pope 
savagely  avenged  himself  on  his  censor 
by  holding  him  up  to  ridicule  as  the  hero 
of  the  "Dunciad."  Theobald  first  dis- 
played his  critical  skill  in  1726  in  a  vol- 
ume which  deserves  to  rank  as  a  classic  in 
English  literature.  The  title  runs  "Shake- 
speare Restored,  or  a  specimen  of  the 
many  errors  as  well  committed  as  un- 
amended by  Mr.  Pope  in  his  late  edition 
of  this  poet,  designed  not  only  to  correct 
the  said  edition  but  to  restore  the  true 
reading  of  Shakespeare  in  all  the  editions 
ever  yet  publish'd." — Lee,  Sidney,  1900, 
Shakespear^s  Life  and  Work,  p.  175. 

EDITION  OF  SHAKESPEARE 

1733 

Mr.  Theobalds  (Mr.  Baker  tells  me)  is 
a  very  genteel  man,  and  has  show'd  him- 
self a  scholar  in  his  Shakespeare,  which 
I  just  run  over,  and  might  (were  it  not 
quite  out  of  my  way)  have  made  observa- 
tions. I  noted,  however,  that  he  had 
taken  too  great  liberty.    I  wish  rather  he 
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with  what  is  sound  in  the  common  books, 
and  in  the  old  ones  omits  all  notice  of 
variations  the  sense  of  which  he  did  not 
understand. — ^Warburton,  William,1747, 
ed.  Shakspeare,  Prrfaee. 

Pope  was  succeeded  by  Theobald,  a  man 
of  narrow  comprehension  and  small  acqui- 
sitions, with  no  native  and  intrinsic 
splendour  of  genius,  with  little  of  the 
artificial  light  of  learning,  but  zealous  for 
minute  accuracy,  and  not  negligent  in  pur- 
suing it.  He  collated  the  ancient  copies, 
and  ratified  many  errors.  A  man  so  anx- 
iously scrupulous  might  have  been 
expected  to  do  more,  but  what  little  he 
did  was  commonly  right. — ^Johnson,  Sam- 
uel, 1760,  ed.  Shakspear^s  Plays,  Preface. 

Among  the  commentators  on  Shak- 
speare,  Warburton,  always  striving  to  dis- 
play his  own  acuteness  and  scorn  of  others, 
deviates  more  than  any  one  else  from  the 
meaning.  Theobald  was  the  first  who 
did  a  little.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  of  Europe, 
pL  iii,  ch.  vi,  par.  54. 

His  attempts  were  limited  to  the  emen- 
dation of  corrupt  passages,  and  the  expla- 
nation of  obscure  ones :  the  more  elevated 
disquisitions  to  develop  the  genius  of  his 
author,  by  principles  of  criticism  applied 
to  his  beauties  or  his  defects,  he  assigned 
to  ''a  masterly  pen."  This,  at  least,  was 
not  arrogant.  The  man  who  is  sensible 
of  his  own  weakness  is  safe  by  not  task- 
ing it  to  the  proof.  His  annotations  are 
amusing  from  the  self-complacency  of  the 
writer,  who  at  times  seems  to  have  been 
struck  by  his  now  felicitous  results ;  and 
in  truth  he  was  often  successful,  more 
than  has  been  honestly  avowed  by  those 
who  have  poached  on  his  manor.  Theo- 
bald exulted  over  Pope ;  but  he  read  his 
triumph  in  *  *  the  Dunciad. ' '  The  Popeians 
now  sunk  the  sole  merit  of  the  laborious 
sagacity  of  '*the  restorer,"  as  Mr.  Pope 
affectionately  called  him,  to  that  of  a 
word-catcher."  But  "piddling  Theo- 
bald," branded  in  the  forehead  by  the 
immortal  ** Dunciad,"  was  the  first  who 
popularized  the  neglected  writings  of 
Shakespeare.  His  editions  dispersed  thir- 
teen thousand  copies ;  while  nearly  a  third 
of  Pope's  original  subscription  edition, 
of  seven  hundred  and  fifty  copies,  were 
left  unvendible. — Disraeli,  Isaac,  1841, 
Shakespeare,  Amenities  of  Literature. 

In    1788  he  produced  an   edition  of 


Shakspere,  in  seven  volumes  octavo,  which 
annihilated  Pope's  quartos  and  duodecimos. 
The  title-page  of  Theobald's  Shak- 
spere bore  that  it  was  ''collated  with 
the  oldest  copies,  and  corrected,  with 
Notes."  Pope's  edition  was  not  again 
reprinted  in  London;  but  of  Theobdd's 
there  have  been  many  subsequent  editions, 
and^  Steevens  asserts  that  of  his  first 
edition  thirteen  thousand  copies  were  sold. 
Looking  at  the  advantage  which  Pope 
possessed  in  the  pre-eminence  of  his  liter- 
ary reputation,  the  preference  which  was 
so  decidedly  given  to  Theobald's  editions 
is  a  proof  that  the  public  thought  for 
themselves  in  the  matter  of  Shakspere. — 
Knight,  Charles,  1849,  Studies  of  Shak- 
spere. 

Theobald,  "poor,  piddling  Tibbald, "  the 
first  hero  of  his  Dunciad,  came  after  Pope, 
and  is  one  of  the  very  best  editors  who 
have  fallen  to  the  lot  of  Shakespeare. 
He  was  the  first  who  did  any  great  service 
by  conjectual  emendation,  and  the  judi- 
cious use  of  the  quartos. — White,  Rich- 
ard Grant,  1854,  Shakespeare's  Scholar, 
p.  9. 

Strangely  enough,  it  is  not  the  men  of 
highest  intellect  that  have  in  this  way 
done  the  most  for  Shakspeare.  Pope 
was  one  of  his  editors ;  so  was  Warburton ; 
Johnson  another ;  Malone  too,  a  very  able 
man.  Mr.  Charles  Knight  is  correct  in 
saying  that  the  best  of  the  old  editors  of 
ShSjcspeare  is  Theobald.— Dallas,  E.  S., 
1866,  The  Gay  Science,  vol.  i,  p.  16. 

To  be  regarded  not  only  as  the  father 
of  Shakspearian  criticism,  but  as  the 
editor  to  whom  our  great  poet  is  most 
deeply  indebted.  To  speak  of  any  of  the 
eighteenth-century  editors  in  the  same 
breath  with  him  is  absurd.  In  the  first 
place  he  had  what  none  of  them  possessed 
— a  fine  ear  for  the  rhythm  of  blank  verse, 
and  the  nicest  sense  of  the  nuances  of 
language  as  well  in  relation  to  single 
words  as  to  words  in  combination — facul- 
ties which,  as  it  is  needless  to  say,  are 
indispensable  to  an  emendator  of  Shak- 
speare, or,  indeed,  of  any  other  poet.  In 
every  department  of  textual  criticism  he 
excelled.  In  its  humbler  offices,  in  colla- 
tion, in  transcription,  in  the  correction  of 
clerical  errors,  he  was,  as  even  his  ene- 
mies have  frankly  admitted,  the  most 
patient  and  conscientious  of  drudges. 
To    the    elucidation    of    obscurities    in 
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expression  or  allusionyand  for  the  purposes 
of  illustrative  commentary  generally,  he 
brought  a  stock  of  learning  snch  as  has 
never  perhaps  been  found  united  in  any 
other  commentator  on  Shakspeare.  .  .  . 
The  proper  monument  of  Theobald  is  not 
that  cairn  of  dishonour  which  the  sensitive 
vanity  of  Pope,  the  ignoble  and  impudent 
devices  of  Warburton  to  build  his  own 
reputation  on  the  ruin  of  another,  the 
careless  injustice  of  Johnson,  the  mean 
stratagems  of  Malone,  and  the  obsequious 
parrotry  of  tradition  on  the  part  of  sub- 
sequent writers,  have  succeeded  in  accu- 
mulating. It  is  the  settled  text  of  Shak- 
speare. It  should  be  the  gratitude  of  all 
to  whom  that  text  is  precious,  the  grati- 
tude of  civilised  mankind. — Collins,  John 
Churton,  1895,  The  Person  cf  Shaks- 
pearian  CrUicisniy  Essays  and  Studies^  pp. 
275,  315. 

GENERAL 

Theobald  was  one  of  the  worms  of  lit- 
erature, a  painful  antiquarian,  devoting 
his  feeble  powers  to  the  illustration  of 
obscure  passages  in  Shakspeare's  writ- 
ings ;  useful,  indeed,  but  certainly  humble 
enough  to  have  escaped  the  martyrdom  of 
a  ''Dunciad"  immorality.  The  truth  is, 
that  private  pique  had  animated  Pope  in 
placing  Theobald  at  the  head  of  the 
dunces.  The  great  poet  had  himself  pub- 
lished an  edition  of  Shakspeare,  in  which 
his  want  of  that  minute  antiquarian 
knowledge  which  Theobald  undoubtedly 
possessed  was  glaringly  apparent,  a  defect 
which  the  latter  was  naturally  but  too 
willing  to  point  out.  The  character 
given  to  Theobald  in  the  **Dunciad,'' 
though  of  course  exaggerated  with  all  the 
ingenuity  of  a  rich  imagination  and  an 
intense  jealousy,  was  in  the  main  appro- 
priate.—Shaw,  Thomas,  B.,  1847,  Out- 
lines (f  English  Literaturey  p.  220. 

Lewis  Theobald  was  a  type  of  the  class 
whom  Pope  was  resolved  to  crush.  He 
was  pedantic,  poor,  and  somewhat  malig- 
nant. He  had  attempted  with  equal  ill- 
success  original  poetry,  translation,  and 
play-writing ;  and  had,  indeed,  no  disquali- 
fication for  the  throne  of  Dulness  except 
his  insignificance.  Pope,  as  we  have  seen, 
admits  this  drawback,  and  candidly  avows 
that  the  sole  reason  for  Theobald's  sud- 
den elevation  to  the  unwelcome  dignity 
was  the  attack  which  the  latter  had  made 
on  his  edition  of  * ' Shakespeare. "     At  first 


sight,  even  this  personal  reason  seems 
inadequate,  for  Theobald,  in  his  preface 
to  ''Shakespeare  Restored,"  speaks  of  the 
poet  with  studied  respect.  There  was, 
however,  a  sting  in  his  title, — **  Shake- 
speare Restored,  or  an  Exposure  of  the 
Blunders  Committed  and  Unamended  in 
Mr.  Pope's  late  edition,'' — which  might 
not  unfairly  be  cited  by  the  poet  as  a 
proof  of  wanton  malignity.  To  this  we 
must  add  that  it  was  malignity  trium- 
phant. Theobald  was  by  nature  better 
qualified  than  Pope  for  the  task  which 
both  had  undertaken ;  and  he  had  exhibited 
Pope  to  the  world  in  a  position  of  some- 
what ridiculous  inferiority. — Courthope, 
WiLUAM  John,  1882,  ed..  The  Works  if 
Alexander  Pope,  Introduction  to  the  Dun- 
dad,  vol.  IV,  p.  27. 

The  fate  of  Lewis  Theobald  is  without 
parallel  in  literary  history.  It  may  be 
said  with  simple  truth  that  no  poet  in  our 
own  or  in  any  language  has  ever  owed  so 
great  a  debt  to  an  editor  as  Shakspeare 
owes  to  this  man.  He  found  the  text  of 
the  tragedies  and  comedies,  which  is  now 
so  intelligible  and  lucid,  in  a  condition 
scarcely  less  deplorable  than  that  in  which 
Aldus  found  the  choruses  of  iEschylus, 
and  Musurus  the  parabases  of  Aristopha- 
nes, and  he  contributed  more  to  its  cer- 
tain and  permanent  settlement  than  all 
the  other  editors  from  Rowe  to  Alexander 
Dyce.  .  .  .  Prom  the  publication  of 
the  ''Dunciad"  to  the  present  day  he  has 
been  the  butt  of  almost  every  critic  and 
biographer  of  Shakspeare  and  Pope. 
Indeed,  the  shamelessness  of  the  injustice 
with  which  he  has  been  treated  by  his 
brother  commentators  on  Shakspeare 
exceeds  belief.  Generation  after  genera- 
tion it  has  been  the  same  story.  After 
plundering  his  notes  and  appropriating 
his  emendations,  some  times  with,  but 
more  generally  without,  acknowledgment, 
they  all  contrive,  each  in  his  own  fashion, 
to  reproduce  Pope's  portrait  of  him. 
Whenever  they  mention  him,  if  they  do 
not  couple  with  their  remarks  some 
abusive  or  contemptuous  expression,  it  is 
with  a  sort  of  half-apology  for  introducing 
his  name.  They  refer  to  him,  in  fact,  as 
a  gentleman  might  refer  among  his  friends 
to  a  shoeblack  who  had  just  amused  him 
with  some  witticism  while  polishing  his 
boots. — Collins,  John  Churton,  1895, 
Essays  and  Studies,  pp.  263,  264,  265. 
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Alexander  Pope 

1688-1744 

1688,  (May  21),  Birth  of  Pope.  1700,  (Circ),  Pope  takes  up  his  residence  with 
his  father  at  Binfield.  1704,  Commencement  of  intimacy  with  Sir  Wm.  Trumbull, 
1705,  and  Walsh.  1707,  First  acquaintance  with  the  Blount  family.  1709,  "Pastorals" 
published.  1711,  ''Essay  on  Criticism,"  Pope  introduced  to  Gay,  1712,  and  Addison, 
•'Rape  of  the  Lock"  (original  edition),  "The  Messiah."  1713,  (April),  Addison's 
"Cato"  first  acted,  "Prologue  to  Cato."  Pope's  attack  on  Dennis  reproved  by  Addi- 
son," Windsor  Forest,"  Pope  introduced  to  Swift,  "Ode  on  St.  Cecilia's  Day,"  Pope 
studies  painting  under  Jervas.  (November),  Subscription  for  "Translation  of  Iliad" 
opened.  1713-4,  Meetings  of  the  Scriblerus  Club.  1714,  Death  of  Queen  Anne, 
"Rape  of  the  Lock"  (enlarged),  "Temple  of  Fame."  1715,  "Iliad"  (vol.  i).  1715-6. 
Quarrel  with  Addison.  1716,  (April),  Pope  settles  with  his  parents  at  Chiswick, 
Departure  for  the  Blast  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu.  1717,  "Elegy  to  the  Memory 
of  an  Unfortunate  Lady,"  "Epistle  of  Eloisa  to  Abelard,"  "Three  Hours  after  Mar- 
riage" produced.  First  quarrel  with  Cibber.  (October),  Death  of  Pope's  father. 
1718.  Pope  settles  with  his  mother  at  Twickenham,  Return  from  the  East  of  Lady 
Mary  Wortley  Montagu.  1720,  South-Sea  Year,  "Iliad"  (last  volume).  1722,  Cor- 
respondence with  Judith  Cowper.  1723,  First  return  of  Bolingbroke,  Banishment  of 
Atterbury.  1725,  Edition  of  "Shakspere."  Pope  attacked  by  Theobald,  "Odyssey" 
(vols,  i.-iii.).  Second  return  of  Bolingbroke,  who  settles  at  Dawley.  1726,  "  Letters 
to  Cromwell"  (Curll),  Swift  pays  a  long  visit  to  Twickenham.  1727,  (June),  Death 
of  George  I.,  "Miscellanies"  (vols.  i.  and  ii.) ;  containing,  among  other  pieces  by  Pope, 
the  "Treatise  on  the  Bathos."  1728,  "The  Dunciad"  (Books  i.-iii.).  1730,  "Grub 
Street  Journal"  (continued  by  Pope  and  others  till  1737).  Quarrels  with  Aaron  Hill 
and  others.  1731,  "Epistle  on  Taste,"  The  remaining  "Moral  Essay"  up  to  1735. 
1732,  "Essay  on  Man"  (Ep.  I.),  The  remaining  Epistles  up  to  1734.  (December), 
Death  of  Gay.  1733,  Quarrel  with  Lord  Hervey.  (June),  Death  of  Pope's  mother. 
1735,  "Epistle  to  Arbuthnot,"  Death  of  Arbuthnot,  Pope's  "(Correspondence." 
(Curll).  1736,  Pope's  "Correspondence"  (Authorised  edition).  1737,  "Imitations 
of  Horace."  1738,  "Epilogue  to  Satires."  1740.  (March),  Close  of  Correspondence 
with  Swift,  First  meeting  with  Warburton.  1742.  "The  New  Dunciad"  (in  four 
books).  1743,  "The  Dunciad"  (with  Cibber  as  hero).  1744,  (May  30),  Death  of 
Pope. — Ward,  Adolphus  Wiluam,  1869,  ei..  The  Poetical  Works  of  AkxanderPope, 
Chronological  Table,  p.  lii. 


PERSONAL 

If  you  have  a  mind  to  enquire  between 
Sunninghill  and  Oakingham,  for  a  young, 
squab,  short  gentleman,  an  eternal  writer 
of  amorous  pastoral  madrigals,  and  the 
very  bow  of  the  god  of  Love,  you  will  be 
soon  directed  to  him.  And  pray,  as  soon 
as  you  have  taken  a  survey  of  him,  tell 
me  whether  he  is  a  proper  author  to  make 
personal  reflections  on  others.  This  little 
author  may  extol  the  ancients  as  much, 
and  as  long  as  he  pleases,  but  he  has  rea- 
son to  thank  the  good  gods  that  he  was 
born  a  modem,  for  had  he  been  born  of 
Grecian  parents,  and  his  father  by  conse- 
quence had  by  law  the  absolute  disposal 
of  him,  his  life  had  been  no  longer  than 
that  of  one  of  his  poems, — the  life  of  half 
a  day. — Dennis,  John,  1711,  Refiedionsy 
Critical  and  Satirical  on  a  Rhapsody y  An 
Essay  on  Criticism,  p.  29. 


Dick  Distick  we  have  elected  president, 
not  only  as  he  is  the  shortest  of  us  all, 
but  because  he  has  entertained  so  Just  a 
sense  of  his  stature  as  to  go  generally  in 
black,  that  he  may  appear  yet  less ;  nay, 
to  that  perfection  is  he  arrived  that  he 
stoops  as  he  walks.  The  figure  of  the 
man  is  odd  enough :  He  is  a  lively  little 
creature,  with  long  arms  and  legs — a 
spider  is  no  ill  emblem  of  him;  he  has 
been  taken  at  a  distance  for  a  small  wind- 
mill.—Pope,  Alexander,  1713,  The  Lit- 
tie  Club,  The  Guardian^  June  26. 

And  yet  so  wonderful,  sablime  a  thing 
As  the  great  Iliad,  scarce  could  make  me  sing, 
Except  I  justly  could  at  onc^  commend 
A  good  companion,  and  as  firm  a  friend. 

—Sheffield,  John  (Earl  op  Mulgrave), 
1717,  On  Mr.  Pope  and  His  Poems. 

Mr.  Pope,  the  poet,  who  is  now  publish- 
ing  Homer,   in    English    verse,    (three 
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volumes  of  the  Iliads  in  4to.  being  already 
come  out,)  was  born  in  the  parish  of  Bin- 
field,  near  Ockingham,  in  Berks.  He  is  a 
papist,  as  is  also  his  father,  who  is  a  sort 
of  a  broken  merchant.  The  said  Mr. 
Pope  was  patronized  and  encouraged  by 
the  late  sir  William  Trumbull.  He  lived 
in  Binfield  parish  till  of  late,  when  he 
removed  to  Chiswick,  in  Surrey.  He 
is  most  certainly  a  very  ingenious  man. 
He  is  deformed.— He ARNE,  Thomas,  1717, 
Reliqui(B  HeamiancB,  ed.  Bliss,  Aug.  7, 
vol.  u,  p.  50. 

Toneful  Alexis  on  the  Thames'  fair  side, 
The  Ladies'  play-thing,  and  the  Mnses'  pride ; 
With  merit  popular,  with  wit  polite. 
Easy,  tho'  vain,  and  elegant  tho'  light: 
Desiring,  and  deserving  others'  praise, 
Poorly  accepts  a  fame  he  ne'er  repays ; 
Unborn  to  ciierish.  aneakingly  approves. 
And  wants  the  soul  to  spread  the  worth  he 
loves. 

—Hill,  Aaron,    1728,   The  Progress  oj 
WU, 

.    .    .    Pope,  the  monarch  of  the  trmefnl 

traini 
To  whom  be  Nature's,  and  Britannia's  praise ! 
All  their  bright  honours  msh  into  his  lays ! 
And  all  that  glorious  warmth  his  lays  reveal, 
Which  only  poets,  kings,  and  patriots  feel ! 
Tho'  gay  as  mirth,  as  cnrious  though  sedate, 
As  elegance  polite,  as  pow'r  elate ; 
Profonud  as  reason,  and  as  justice  clear ; 
Soft  as  compassion,  yet  as  truth  severe ; 
As  bounty  copious,  as  persuasion  sweet, 
Like  Nature  various,  and  like  Art  complete ; 
So  fine  her  morals,  so  sublime  her  views, 
His  life  is  almost  equall'd  by  his  Muse. 

—Savage,  Richard,  1729,  The  Wanderer, 
Canto  I. 

Mr.  Alexander  Pope,  the  poet*s  father, 
was  a  poor  ignorant  man,  a  tanner  at 
Binfield  in  Berks.  This  Mr.  Alex.  Pope 
had  a  little  house  there,  that  he  had  from 
his  father,  but  hath  now  sold  it  to  one  Mr. 
Tanner,  an  honest  man.  This  Alexander 
Pope,  though  he  be  an  English  poet,  yet 
he  is  but  an  indifferent  scholar,  mean  at 
Latin,  and  can  hardly  read  Greek.  He 
is  a  ve^  ill-natured  man  and  covetous,  and 
excessively  proud. — Hearne,  Thomas, 
1729,  RelifuUB  HeamiancBj  ed.  Bliss,  July 
18,  vd.  m,  p.  23. 

Hail,  happy  Poigel  whose  generous  mind 
Dotesting  all  the  statesman  kind, 
Oontemniiig  oourte,  at  courts  unseen. 
Refused  the  visits  of  a  queen. 
A  soul  with  Bwery  Tirtue  fraught. 
By  sages,  priests,  or  poets  taught ; 
Whose  filial  pie^  excels 

10  B 


Whatever  Grecian  story  teDs ; 

A  genius  for  all  stations  fit, 

Whose  meanest  talent  is  his  wit : 

His  heart  too  great,  though  fortune  little. 

To  lick  a  rascal  statesman's  spittle : 

Appealing  to  the  nation's  taste. 

Above  the  reach  of  want  is  placed : 

By  Homer  dead  was  taught  to  tlirive. 

Which  Homer  never  could  alive ; 

And  sits  aloft  on  Pindus'  head. 

Despising  skives  that  cringe  for  bread. 

— Swift,  Jonathan,  1729,  A  Libel  on  the 

Reverend  Dr.  Delany,  and  His  Excellency, 

John  Lord  Carteret. 

Nor  thou  the  justice  of  the  world  disown, 

That  leaves  thee  thus  an  outcast  and  alone : 

For  though  in  law  the  murder  be  to  kill. 

In  equity  the  murder  is  the  will. 

Then  while  with  coward  hand  you  stab  a 

name, 
And  try  at  least  to  assassinate  our  Fame, 
Like  the  first  bold  assassin  be  thy  lot. 
Ne'er  be  thy  guilt  forgiven  or  forgot ; 
But  as  thou  hat'st  be  hated  by  maxiMnd, 
And  with  the  emblem  of  thy  crooked  mind 
Marked  on  thy  back,  like  Gain,  by  Qod's 

own  hand. 
Wander  like  him  accursed  through  the  land. 
— Anon,    1733,  Verses  Addressed  to  the 
Imitator  of  Horace. 
Whose  life,  severely  scann'd,  transcends  his 

lays; 
Fcr  wit  supreme  is  but  his  second  praise. 

— Mallet,  David,  1733,  Epistle  on  Ver- 
bal Criticism. 

To  believe  nothing  is  yours  but  what  you 
own,  would  be  merely  ridiculous.  Did  you 
not  deny  the  Dunciad  for  seven  years  ?  Did 
you  not  oflfer  a  reward  of  three  guineas,  by 
an  advertisement  in  the  Post-man,  to  know 
the  publisher  of  your  version  of  the  First 
Psalm?  and  when  you  were  informed, 
did  you  ever  pay  the  premium  ?  Did  you 
not  publish  the  Worms  yourself?  And 
do  you  own  any  of  these  in  the  preface  of 
the  second  volume  of  your  works  ?  In  short, 
sir,  your  conduct  as  to  your  poetical  pro- 
ductions is  exactly  of  a  piece  with  what  I 
once  met  with  at  the  Old  Bailey.  A  most 
flagrant  offender  was  put  upon  his  trial 
for  a  notorious  theft,  and  by  his  egre- 
gious shufiling  he  put  Mr.  Recorder  Level 
into  a  violent  passion.  Sirrah,  says  he, 
you  have  got  a  trick  of  denying  what  you 
ought  to  own,  arid  by  owning  what  you 
might  as  well  deny.  **An'  please  your 
honour,''  quoth  culprit,  ''that's  the  way 
not  to  be  hanged.  "—Curll,  Edmund, 
1735,  Epistle,  Pope's  Literary  Corre- 
spondence, vol.  IL 
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Mr.  Pope's  not  being  richer  may  be 
easily  acconnted  for. — He  never  had  any 
love  for  money :    and  though  he  was  not 
extravagant    in    anything,    he    always 
delighted,  when  he  had  any  sum  to  spare, 
to  make  use  of  it  in  giving,  lending,  build- 
ing, and  gardening;  for  those  were  the 
ways  in  which  he  disposed  of  all  the  over- 
plus of  his  income. — If  he  was  extrava- 
gant in  anything  it  was  in  his  grotto,  for 
that,  from  first  to  last,  cost  him  above  a 
thousand  pounds. — Blount,  Mrs.,  1737- 
39,  Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  160. 
To  cast  a  shadow  o'er  the  spotless  fame. 
Or  dye  the  cheek  of  innocence  with  shame ; 
To  swell  the  breast  of  modesty  with  care, 
Or  force  from  beauty's  eye  a  secret  tear ; 
And,  not  by  decency  or  honour  sway'd. 
Libel  the  living  aud  asperse  the  dead. 
Prone,  ttJtere  he  tie'er  received^  to  give  offence, 
But  most  averse  to  merit  aud  to  sense ; 
Base  to  his  foe,  but  baser  to  his  friend ; 
Lying  to  blame,  and  sneering  to  commend : 
Then  let  him  boast  that  honourable  crime 
Of  making  fJiose  who  fear  not  God,  fear  HIM — 
When  the  great  honour  of  that  boast  is  such, 
That  hornets  and  mad  dogs  may  boast  as 

much. 
Such  is  th'  injustice  of  his  daily  theme, 
And  such  the  lust  that  brea^  his  nightly 

dream. 
That  vestal  fire  of  undecaying  hate, 
Which  time's  cold  tide  itself  can  ne'er  abate. 

— Hervey,  John  Lord,  1742,  The  Differ- 
ence between  Verbal  and  Practical  Virtue, 
exemplified  in  some  Instances  both  ancient 
and  modem. 

One  of  his  worst  mistakes  was  that 
unnecessary  noise  he  used  to  make  in 
boast  of  his  morality.  It  seemed  to  me 
almost  a  call  upon  suspicion  that  a  man 
should  rate  the  duties  of  plain  honesty,  as 
if  they  had  been  qualities  extraordinary. 
And,  in  fact,  I  saw  in  some  occasions, 
that  he  found  these  duties  too  severe  for 
practice,  and  but  prized  himself  upon  the 
character  in  proportion  to  the  pains  it 
cost  him  to  support  it. — Hill,  Aaron, 
1744,  Letter  to  Richardson,  Sept.  10,  Rich- 
ardsoiCs  Correspondent. 

I  can  say  no  more  for  Mr.  Pope  (for 
what  you  keep  in  reserve  may  be  worse 
than  all  the  rest).  It  is  natural  to  wish 
the  finest  writer,  one  of  them,  we  ever 
had,  should  be  an  honest  man.  It  is  for 
the  interest  even  of  that  virtue,  whose 
friend  he  professed  himself,  and  whose 
beauties  he  sung,  that  he  should  not  be 
found  a  dirty  animal.     But,  however,  this 


is  Mr.  Warburton's  business,  not  mine, 
who  may  scribble  his  pen  to  the  stumps 
and  all  in  vain,  if  these  facts  are  so.  It 
is  not  from  what  he  told  me  about  himself 
that  I  thought  well  of  him,  but  from  a 
humanity  and  goodness  of  heart,  ay,  and 
greatness  of  mind,  that  runs  through  his 
private  correspondence,  not  less  apparent 
than  are  a  thousand  little  vanities  and 
weaknesses  mixed  with  those  good  quali- 
ties, for  nobody  ever  took  him  for  a  phi- 
losopher.— Gray,  Thomas,  1746,  Letter  to 
Horace  Walpole,  Feb.  3. 

His  voice  in  common  conversation  was 
so  naturally  musical,  that  I  remember 
honest  Tom  Southerne  used  always  to  call 
him  **the  little  nightingale." — Boyle, 
John  (Lord  Orrery),  1751-53,  Remarks 
on  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Dr.  Jonathan 
Swift,  p.  207. 

"But  I  have  been  told  of  one  Pope,  is 
he  there  ?"  '  *  It  is  time  enough, ' '  replied 
my  guide,  ''these  hundred  years ;  he  is  not 
long  dead;  people  have  not  done  hating 
him  yet."  ''Strange,"  cried  I,  "can  any 
be  found  to  hate  a  man,  whose  life  was 
wholly  spent  in  entertaining  and  instruct- 
ing his  fellow-creatures?"  "Yes,"  said 
my  guide,  "they  hate  him  for  that  very 
reason." — Goldsmith,  Ouver,  1762,  A 
Citizen  of  the  World,  In  Westminster 
Abbey,  Letter  xiii. 

Pope's  frame  of  body  did  not  promise 
long  life;  but  he  certainly  hastened  his 
death  by  feeding  much  on  high-seasoned 
dishes,  and  drinking  spirits. — King,  Wil- 
liam, 1763-1818,  Political  and  Literary 
Anecdotes  <f  His  own  Times,  p,  12. 

Pope  had  but  one  great  end  in  view  to 
render  this  world  supportable  to  him. 
That  was  Friendship,  the  peculiar  gift  of 
heaven.  This  did  he  nobly  deserve  and 
obtain ;  but  for  how  short  a  time !  Jeal- 
ousy deprived  him  of  the  affection  he  assid- 
uously sought  from  Mr.  Wycherly,  and 
many  others ;  but  Death  cruel  Death  was 
far  more  cruel.  The  dearest  ties  of  his 
heart  all  yielded  to  his  stroke.  The  modest 
Digby,  the  gentle  virtuous  Gay,  the  worthy 
Arbuthnot,  the  exiled  Atterbury — but 
why  should  I  enumerate  these  excellent 
men,  when  their  very  names  dejected  me? 
But  in  nothing  does  Pope  equally  charm 
me  as  in  his  conduct  to  his  mother :  it  is 
truly  noble.— Burnet,  Frances,  1771, 
Early  Diary,  Dec.  8,  vol.  i,  p.  140. 
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Pope,  who  was  all  malice,  hatred,  and 
Tincharitableness ;  false  as  a  Jesuit ;  fickle 
as  a  fool ;  mercenary  as  a  waiting  woman ; 
and  with  a  prurient  fancy,  which,  had  his 
body  permitted  it,  would  have  led  him 
into  excesses  as  gross  as  any  that  Char- 
tres  was  accused  of. — Montagu,  EJdward 
WoRTLEY,  1776?  An  Autobiography^  vol. 
I,  p.  57. 

Pope  was,  through  his  whole  life,  ambi- 
tious of  splendid  acquaintance;  and  he 
seems  to  have  wanted  neither  diligence 
nor  success  in  attracting  the  notice  of  the 
great ;  for  from  his  first  entrance  into  the 
world  (and  his  entrance  was  very  early) 
he  was  admitted  to  familiarity  with  those 
whose  rank  or  station  made  them  most 
conspicuous.  .  .  .  He  is  said  to  have 
been  beautiful  in  his  infancy ;  but  he  was 
of  a  constitution  originally  feeble  and 
weak ;  and  as  bodies  of  a  tender  frame  are 
easily  distorted,  his  deformity  was  prob- 
ably in  part  the  effect  of  his  application. 
His  stature  was  so  low,  that,  to  bring  him 
to  the  level  with  common  tables,  it  was 
necessary  to  raise  his  seat.  But  his  face 
was  not  displeasing,  and  his  eyes  were 
animated  and  vivid.  .  .  .  When  he  rose, 
he  was  invested  in  a  bodice  made  of  stiff 
canvas,  being  scarcely  able  to  hold  himself 
erect  till  they  were  laced,  and  he  then 
put  on  a  flannel  waistcoat.  One  side  was 
contracted.  His  legs  were  so  slender  that 
he  enlarged  their  bulk  with  three  pair  of 
stockings,  which  were  drawn  on  and  off 
by  the  maid ;  for  he  was  not  able  to  dress 
or  undress  himself,  and  neither  went  to 
bed  nor  rose  without  help.  His  weakness 
made  it  very  difficult  for  him  to  be  clean. 
.  .  .  He  sometimes  condescended  to 
be  jocular  with  servants  or  inferiors ;  but 
by  no  merriment,  either  of  others  or  his 
own,  was  he  ever  seen  excited  to  laughter. 
...  In  the  duties  of  friendship  he 
was  zealous  and  constant ;  his  early  matu- 
rity of  mind  commonly  united  him  with  men 
older  than  himself,  and  therefore,  without 
attaining  any  considerable  length  of  life, 
he  saw  many  companions  of  his  youth  sink 
into  the  grave ;  but  it  does  not  appear  that 
he  lost  a  single  friend  by  coldness  or  by 
injury ;  those  who  loved  him  once,  contin- 
ued their  kindness. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Pope^  Lives  of  the  English  Poets, 

Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  once  saw  Pope.  It 
was  about  the  year  1740,  at  an  auction  of 
books  or  pictures.    He  remembers  that 


there  was  a  lane  formed  to  let  him  pass 
freely  through  the  assemblage,  and  he  pro- 
ceeded along  bowing  to  those  who  were  on 
each  side.  He  was,  according  to  Sir 
Joshua's  account,  about  four  feet  six  high ; 
very  humpbacked  and  deformed ;  he  wore  a 
black  coat ;  and  according  to  the  fashion 
of  that  time,  had  on  a  little  sword.  Sir 
Joshua  adds  that  he  had  a  large  and  very 
fine  eye,  and  a  long  handsome  nose ;  his 
mouth  had  those  peculiar  marks  which 
always  are  found  in  the  mouths  of  crooked 
persons ;  and  the  muscles  which  run  across 
the  cheek  were  so  strongly  marked  as  to 
appear  like  small  cords.  Roubilliac,  the 
statuary,  who  made  a  bust  of  him  from 
life,  observed  that  his  countenance  was 
that  of  a  person  who  had  been  much 
afflicted  with  headache,  and  he  should  have 
known  the  fact  from  the  contracted 
appearance  of  the  skin  between  his  eye- 
brows, though  he  had  not  been  otherwise 
apprised  of  it.— Malone,  Edmund,  1791, 
Maloniana,  ed.  Prior,  p.  428. 

Pope's  character  and  habits  were  exclu- 
sively literary,  with  all  the  hopes,  fears, 
and  failings,  which  are  attached  to  that 
feverish  occupation, — a  restless  pursuit  of 
poetical  fame.  Without  domestic  society, 
or  near  relations;  separated  by  weak 
health  and  personal  disadvantages  from 
the  gay ;  by  fineness  of  mind  and  lettered 
indolence,  from  the  busy  part  of  mankind, 
surrounded  only  by  a  few  friends,  who 
valued  these  gifts  in  which  he  excelled, 
Pope's  whole  hopes,  wishes,  and  fears, 
were  centered  in  his  literary  reputation. 
To  extend  his  fame,  he  laboured  indirectly, 
as  well  as  directly ;  and  to  defend  it  from 
the  slightest  attack,  was  his  daily  and 
nightly  anxiety.  Hence  the  restless  impa- 
tience which  that  distinguished  author  dis- 
played under  the  libels  of  dunces,  whom  he 
ought  to  have  despised,  and  hence  too  the 
venomed  severity  with  which  he  retorted 
their  puny  attacks.— Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
1814,  Memoirs  of  Jonathan  Swift. 

No  politician  studied  to  obtain  his  pur- 
poses by  more  oblique  directions,  or  with 
more  intricate  stratagems ;  and  Pope  was 
at  once  the  lion  and  the  fox  of  Machiavel. 
A  book  might  be  written  on  the  Strata- 
gems of  Literature,  as  Frontinus  has  com- 
posed one  on  War,  and  among  its  subtilest 
heroes  we  might  place  this  great  poet. — 
Disraeli,  Isaac,  1814,  Pope,  Quarrels  of 
Authors. 
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I  have  hung  up  Pope,  and  a  gem  it  is,  in 
my  town  room ;  I  hope  for  your  approval. 
Though  it  accompanies  the  ''Essay  on 
Man/'  I  think  that  was  not  the  poem  he  is 
here  meditating.  He  would  have  looked 
up,  somehow  affectedly,  if  he  were  just 
conceiving  ** Awake,  ray  St.  John." 
Neither  is  he  in  the  "Rape  of  the  Lock" 
mood  exactly.  I  think  he  has  just  made 
out  the  last  lines  of  the  ''Epistle  to  Jer- 
vis,"  between  gay  and  tender, 
•*And  other  beauties  envy  Woreley's  eyes. " 

ril  be  d.  .  .  .  'd  if  that  isn't  the 
line.  He  is  brooding  over  it,  with  a 
dreamy  phantom  of  Lady  Mary  floating 
before  him.  He  is  thinking  which  is  the 
earliest  possible  day  and  hour  that  she 
will  first  see  it.  What  a  miniature  piece 
of  gentility  it  is !  Why  did  you  give  it  me  ? 
I  do  not  like  you  well  enough  to  give  you 
anything  so  good. — Lamb,  Charles,  1823, 
Letter  to  B.  W.  Procter,  April  13,  Letters, 
ed.  Ainger,  vol.  ii.  p.  74. 

As  he  advanced  in  life  the  original  com- 
plaint ceased  to  make  any  further  prog- 
ress, and  its  effects  on  his  constitution 
might  have  been  removed  by  due  attention 
to  regimen  and  exercise ;  but  instead  of 
these,active  medicines  and  stimulating  diet 
were  the  means  he  constantly  employed  of 
temporarily  palliating  the  exhaustion,  and 
obviating  the  excitement  consequent  on 
excessive  mental  application.  None  of 
his  biographers,  indeed,  allude  to  his  hav- 
ing suffered  from  indigestion ;  and  it  is 
even  possible  that  he  might  not  have  been 
himself  aware  of  the  nature  of  those  anom- 
alous symptoms  of  dyspepsia,  which 
mimic  the  form  of  every  other  malady ; 
those  symptoms  of  giddiness,  langour, 
dejection,  palpitation  of  the  heart,  con- 
stant headache,  dimness  of  sight,  occa- 
sional failure  of  theimental  powers,  exhaus- 
tion of  nervous  energy,  depriving  the  body 
of  vital  heat,  and  the  diminution  of  mus- 
cular strength,  without  a  corresponding 
loss  of  flesh,  he  frequently  complains  of ; 
and  every  medical  man  is  aware,  that  they 
are  the  characteristic  symptoms  of  dys- 
pepsia.—Madden,  R.  R.,  1833,  The  In- 
firmities of  Genius,  vol.  I,  p.  180. 

The  peculiar  fondness  of  Pope  for  petty 
stratagem  is  well  known.  He  was  like 
one  of  those  gallants  whom  Swift  ridicules 
as  preferring  midnight  and  a  window,  to 
prosecute  an  amour,  which  could  be  car- 
ried on  with  equal  safety  by  daylight  and 


the  door.  Lady  Bolingbroke  used  to  tell 
him  that  he  played  the  politician  about 
cabbages  and  turnips ;  and  another  of  his 
lady  friends  accused  him  of  not  being  able 
to  drink  tea  without  a  stratagem. — Cooke, 
George  WiNGROVE,  1835,  Memoirs  of  Lord 
Bolingbroke,  vol.  ii,  p.  215. 

As  a  Christian,  Pope  appears  in  a  truly 
estimable  light.  He  found  himself  a 
Roman  Catholic  by  accident  of  birth ;  so 
was  his  mother;  but  his  father  was  so 
upon  personal  conviction  and  conversion, 
— yet  not  without  extensive  study  of  the 
questions  at  issue.  It  would  have  laid 
open  the  road  to  preferment,  and  prefer- 
ment was  otherwise  abundantly  before 
him,  if  Pope  would  have  gone  over  to  the 
Protestant  faith.  And  in  his  conscience 
he  found  no  obstacle  to  that  change ;  he 
was  a  philosophical  Christian,  intolerant 
of  nothing  but  intolerance,  a  bigot  only 
against  bigots.  But  he  remained  true  to 
his  baptismal  profession,  partly  on  a  gen- 
eral principle  of  honour  in  adhering  to  a 
distressed  and  dishonoured  party,  but 
chiefly  out  of  reverence  and  affection  to  his 
mother.  In  his  relation  to  women  Pope 
was  amiable  and  gentlemanly,  and  accord- 
ingly was  the  object  of  affectionate  regard 
and  admiration  to  many  of  the  most 
accomplished  in  that  sex.  This  we  men- 
tion especially,  because  we  would  wish  to 
express  our  full  assent  to  the  manly  scorn 
with  which  Mr.  Roscoe  repels  the  libellous 
insinuations  against  Pope  and  Miss  Martha 
Blount.  A  more  innocent  connexion  we 
do  not  believe  ever  existed. — De  Quince y, 
Thomas,  c1838-90.  Pope,  Works,  ed.  Mas- 
son,  vd.  IV,  p.  277. 

His  own  life  was  one  long  series  of 
tricks,  as  mean  and  as  malicious  as  that 
of  which  he  suspected  Addison  and  Tickell. 
He  was  all  stiletto  and  mask.  To  injure, 
to  insult,  to  save  himself  from  the  conse- 
quence of  injury  and  insult  by  lying  and 
equivocating,  was  the  habit  of  his  life. 
He  published  a  lampoon  on  the  Duke  of 
Chandos;  he  was  taxed  with  it;  and  he 
lied  and  equivocated.  He  published  a  lam- 
poon on  Aaron  Hill ;  he  was  taxed  with  it ; 
and  he  lied  and  equivocated.  He  published 
a  still  fouler  lampoon  on  Lady  Mary  Wort- 
ley  Montagu ;  he  was  taxed  with  it ;  and 
he  lied  with  more  than  usual  effrontery 
and  vehemence.  He  puffed  himself  and 
abused  his  enemies  under  feigned  names. 
He  robbed  himself  of  his  own  letters,  and 
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then  raised  the  hue  and  cry  after  them. 
Besides  his  frauds  of  malignity,  of  fear, 
of  interest,  and  of  vanity,  there  were 
frauds  which  he  seems  to  have  committed 
from  love  of  fraud  alone.  He  had  a  habit 
of  stratagem — a  pleasure  in  outwitting 
all  who  came  near  him.  Whatever  his 
object  might  be,  the  indirect  road  to  it  was 
that  which  he  preferred.  —  Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1843,  Life  wnd  Writ- 
ings of  Addison^  Edinburgh  Review; 
Critieal  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

By  one  of  those  acts  which  neither 
science  nor  curiosity  can  excuse,  the  skull 
of  Pope  is  now  in  the  private  collection  of 
a  phrenologist.  The  manner  in  which  it 
was  obtained  is  said  to  have  been  this. 
On  some  occasion  of  alteration  in  the 
church,  or  burial  of  someone  in  the  same 
spot,  the  coffin  of  Pope  was  disinterred, 
and  opened  to  see  the  state  of  the  remains ; 
that  by  a  bribe  to  the  sexton  of  the  time, 
possession  of  the  skull  was  obtained  for  a 
niirht,  and  another  skull  returned  instead 
of  it.  I  have  heard  that  fifty  pounds  were 
paid  to  mange  and  carry  through  this 
transaction.  Be  that  as  it  may,  the  skull 
of  Pope  figures  in  a  private  museum. — 
HowiTT,  William,  1846,  Homes  and 
Haunts  of  the  Most  Eminent  British  Poets, 
rol.  I,  p.  197. 

Alexander  Pope  went  through  doubt, 
contradiction,  confusion,  to  which  yours 
are  simple  and  light ;  and  conquered.  He 
was  a  man  of  light  passions  with  your- 
selves; infected  with  the  peculiar  vices 
of  his  day.  Narrow,  for  his  age  was 
narrow ;  shallow,  for  his  age  was  shal- 
low; a  bon-mvant,  for  his  age  was  a 
gluttonous  and  drunken  one ;  bitter,  furi- 
ous, and  personal,  for  men  around  him 
were  such ;  foul-mouthed  often,  and  inde- 
cent, as  the  rest  were.  Nay,  his  very 
power,  when  he  abuses  it  for  his  own  ends 
of  selfish  spite  and  injured  vanity,  makes 
him,  as  all  great  men  can  be  (in  words  at 
least,  for  in  life  he  was  far  better  than 
the'men  around  him),  worse  than  his  age. 
He  can  outrival  Dennis  in  ferocity,  and 
Congreve  in  filth.  So  much  the  worse  for 
him  in  that  account  which  he  has  long  ago 
rendered  up.  But  in  all  times  and  places, 
as  far  as  we  can  judge,  the  man  was 
heart-whole,  more  and  not  less  righteous 
than  his  fellows.  With  his  whole  soul  he 
bates  what  is  evil,  as  far  as  he  can  recog- 
nise it.     With  his  whole  soul  he  loves 


what  is  good,  as  far  as  he  can  recognise 
that.  With  his  whole  soul  he  believes 
that  there  is  a  righteous  and  a  good  God, 
whose  order  no  human  folly  or  crime  can 
destroy ;  and  he  will  say  so ;  and  does  say 
it,  clearly,  simply,  valiantly,  reverently 
in  that  ''Essay  on  Man." — Kingsley, 
Charles,  1853,  Alexander  Smith  and 
Alexander  Pope,  Prasefs  Magazine,  vol. 
48,  p.  457. 

The  Pope  mansion  was  described  by  the 
poet  as 

**A  little  house,  with  trees  a  row, 
And  like  its  master  very  low.*' 

It  has  since  been  raised  and  transformed 
into  a  handsome  villa  residence.  Two  of 
the  trees — noble  elms — still  remain  at  the 
gate  of  the  house,  and  the  poet's  study 
has  been  preserved.  On  the  lawn  is  a 
cypress-tree  which  Pope  is  said  to  have 
planted — a  tradition  common  to  all  poet- 
ical residences.  Milton  has  still  an  apple- 
tree  at  Horton  and  a  mulberry  tree  at 
Cambridge;  and  Shakspeare's  mulberry-* 
tree,  with  the  story  of  its  ruthless  and 
Gothic  destruction,  has  a  fame  almost  as 
universal  as  his  dramas.  .  .  .  Part  of 
the  forest  of  Windsor  now  bears  the  name 
of  Pope's  Wood,  and  among  those  tall, 
spreading  beeches  with  smooth,  grey,  fluted 
trunks  he  first  met  the  Muse  and  ''lisped 
in  numbers."  His  country  retirement 
and  sylvan  walks  were  highly  important 
at  this  susceptible  period  of  life  in  the 
formation  of  Pope's  poetics^l  character. 
He  soon  ceased  to  be  a  descriptive  poet, 
and,  with  a  weakness  observable  on  other 
subjects,  he  depreciated  what  he  did  not 
adopt  or  prefer.  .  .  .  Pope's  physical 
constitution  no  doubt  helped  to  shape  his 
mental  habits,  but  it  was  fortunate  that 
he  had  this  early  taste  of  the  country. 
His  recollections  of  Windsor  Forest,  and 
of  the  mornings  and  sunsets  he  had  enjoyed 
within  its  broad  circumference  of  shade, 
or  from  the* 'stately  brow"  of  its  historic 
heights,  may  be  tracked,  like  the  fresh 
green  of  spring,  along  the  fiery  course  of 
his  satire,  and  through  the  mazes  of  his 
metaphysics.  Milton,  let  us  remember, 
was  familiar  with  the  same  scenery. 
Horton  is  within  sight  of  Windsor,  and 
the  great  poet  must  often  have  listened  to 
the  echoes  of  the  royal  chase  in  the  forest. 
— Carruthers,  Robert,  1853-57,  Life  of 
Pope,  pp.  17,  18. 
He  had  giant  energies,  and  a  wretched 
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field  for  them ;  a  soni  for  worship,  in  an 
age  of  unbelief;  a  heart  for  love,  yet 
under  the  ban  of  a  mysterious  destiny; 
and  he  had  to  fight  his  fight  under  the 
closest  of  all  restrictions, — the  restric- 
tion on  the  very  energies  of  life  within 
him,  by  disease ; — he  moved  from  youth  in 
a  cloud  of  hypochondria.  Hercules  had 
the  poisoned  shirt  on  him  all  his  life. — 
Hannay,  jABiES,  1854,  Satire  and  Satir- 
ists, p.  131. 

Thanks  to  his  father,  Pope's  fortune 
was  enough  to  place  him  above  dependence. 
No  matter  what  was  the  amount  of  his 
patrimony,  his  spirit  was  independent,  and 
he  resolved,  from  the  first,  to  limit  his 
desires  to  his  means.  .  .  .  Pope  greedy 
of  money !  Why  Johnson  admits  that  he 
gave  away  an  eighth  part  of  his  income ; 
and  where  is  the  man,  making  no  ostenta- 
tious profession  of  benevolence — subscrib- 
ing to  no  charities,  as  they  are  called,  or 
few — standing  in  no  responsible  position 
before  the  world,  which  indeed  he  rather 
scorned  than  courted,  of  whom  the  same 
can  be  said  ?  Pope,  we  suspect,  with  all 
his  magnificent  subscriptions,  did  not  leave 
behind  him  so  much  as  he  had  received 
from  his  father.  His  pleasure  was  in 
scattering,  not  in  hoarding,  and  that  on 
others  rather  than  on  himself.  He  was 
generous  to  the  Blounts  and  because  one 
proof  has  accidentally  become  known,  it 
has  been  winged  with  scandal; — he  was 
generous  to  his  half-sister, — generous  to 
her  sons, — generous  to  Dodsley,  then 
struggling  into  business, — nobly  generous 
to  Savage ;  for  though  the  weakness  and 
the  vice  of  Savage  compelled  Pope  to 
break  off  personal  intercourse,  he  never 
deserted  him.  These  facts  were  known 
to  his  biographers ;  and  we  could  add  a 
bead-roll  of  like  noble  actions,  but  that 
it  would  be  beside  our  purpose  and  our 
limits.  Pope,  indeed,  was  generous  to  all 
who  approached;  and  though  his  bodily 
weakness  and  sufferings  made  him  a 
troublesome  visitor,  especially  to  servants, 
— though  one  of  Lord  Oxford's  said  that, 
**in  the  dreadful  winter  of  forty,  she  was 
called  from  her  bed  by  him  four  times  in 
one  night, ' '  yet  this  same  servant  declared, 
"that  in  a  house  where  her  business  was 
to  answer  his  call,  she  would  not  ask  for 
wages. "  What  more  could  be  told  of  the 
habitual  liberality  of  a  man  who  never 
possessed  more  than  a  few  hundred  a 


year  ?    It  startled  persons  accustomed  to 
the  munificence  of  the  noble  and    the 
wealthy.— DiLKE,  Charles  Went  worth, 
1854-75,  Pop^s  Writings,  The  Papers  cf 
a  Critic,  vol.  i,  pp.  110,  111. 

There  is  probably  no  English  author 
whose  life  can  be  compared  with  Pope  as 
a  succession  of  petty  secrets  and  third  rate 
problems.  .  .  .  A  man  whose  actions 
were  generally  blameless  would  not  have 
left  so  many  things  for  his  apologists  to 
explain ;  a  man  whose  character  was  truth- 
ful and  simple  would  not  have  been  the 
hereof  so  many  enigmatical  narratives. — 
Ck)NiNGTON,  John,  1858,  Chcford  Essays^ 
p.  2. 

Bolingbroke  had  given  to  Pope  the  man- 
uscript of  *'The  Patriot  King,"  and  the 
letter  on  Patriotism,  in  order  to  get  five 
or  six  copies  printed  for  private  circula- 
tion. Pope,  however,  had  given  orders 
for  fifteen  hundred  additional  copies  to  be 
worked  off,  under  the  strictest  injunctions 
of  secrecy.  The  secret  was  kept  until 
Pope's  death.  Soon  afterwards  Boling- 
broke received  a  letter  from  the  printer, 
asking  him  what  was  to  be  done  with  these 
fifteen  hundred  copies  ?  Bolingbroke  was 
astonished  to  find  so  much  artifice  and 
meanness  in  his  former  friend.  He 
requested  Lord  Marchmont  to  get  all  the 
edition  into  his  hands.  .  .  .  The  edition 
was,  however,  not  burnt  at  the  house  Lord 
Marchmont  was  furnishing  in  London. 
He  thought  it  more  satisfactory  to  have 
the  sheets,  destroyed  under  Bolingbroke's 
own  eyes.  They  were  all  taken  down  to 
Battersea,  and  burned  on  the  terrace. 
Bolingbroke  himself  set  fire  to  the  pile. 
It  is  impossible  to  defend  Pope.  That  he 
greatly  admired  **The  Patriot  King,"  and 
was  afraid  so  valuable  a  work  would  be 
lost  to  posterity,  unless  he  took  this 
method  of  preserving  it,  as  Warburton 
afterwards  alleged,  is  at  best  scarcely  an 
excuse.  No  adequate  motive  for  Pope's 
conduct  has  ever  been  discovered  nor 
imagined.  The  simplest  explanation  is 
the  most  satisfactory.  Stratagem  and 
double-dealing  were  habitual  to  him:  he 
could  not  act  straightforwardly,  nor  under- 
stand a  straightforward  course  in  others ; 
he  frequenlty  lied  when  lying  was  quite 
useless  to  him,  and  answered  no  purpose 
of  deception;  and  when  he  could  not 
deceive  his  enemies,  he  with  a  weak  kind 
of  cunning  appears  to  have  taken  a  pleasure 
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in  outwitting  his  best  friends. — Mac- 
knight,  Thomas,  1863,  The  Life  of  Henry 
St.  John^  Viscount  Bolingbroke^  pp.  666, 
667. 

It  was  not,  however,  the  hate  of  his 
contemporaries  that  kept  his  bust  out  of 
the  Abbey,  but  his  own  deliberate  wish  to 
be  interred,  by  the  side  of  his  beloved 
mother,  in  the  central  aisle  of  the  parish 
church  of  Twickenham :  and  his  epitaph, 
composed  by  himself,  is  inscribed  on  a 
white  marble  tablet  above  the  gallery. — 

FOR  ONB  THAT  WOULD  NOT  BE  BURIBD  IN 
WBSTIIINSTBR  ABBBY 

Heroe«  and  kingsl  your  distance  keep. 
In  peace  let  one  poor  poet  sleep. 
Who  t\9V9T  flatter'd  folks  like  you : 
Let  Horace  blush,  and  Virgil  too. 

The  "Little  Nightingale,"  who  withdrew 
from  the  boisterous  company  of  London 
to  those  quiet  shades,  only  to  revisit  them 
in  his  little  chariot  like  ''Homer  in  a  nut- 
shell," naturally  rests  there  at  last. — 
Stanley,  Arthur  Penrhyn,  1867-96, 
Historical  Memorials  of  Westminster  Abbey, 
p.  269. 

No  author  has  been  more  elaborately 
slandered  on  principle,  or  more  studiously 
abused  through  envy.  Smarting  dullards 
went  about  for  years,  with  an  ever-ready 
microscope,  hunting  for  flaws  in  his  char- 
acter that  might  be  injuriously  exposed ; 
but  to-day  his  def amers  are  in  bad  repute. 
Excellence  in  a  fellow-mortal  is  to 
many  men  worse  than  death;  and  great 
suffering  fell  i^pon  a  host  of  mediocre 
writers  when  Pope  uplifted  his  sceptre  and 
sat  supreme  above  them  all. — Fields, 
James,  1871,  Yesterdays  with  Authors, 
p.  6. 

Personally  we  know  more  about  Pope 
than  about  any  of  our  poets.  He  kept  no 
secrets  about  himself.  If  he  did  not  let 
the  cat  out  of  the  bag,  he  always  contrived 
to  give  her  tail  a  wrench  so  that  we  might 
know  she  was  there.  In  spite  of  the  sav- 
ageness  of  his  satires,  his  natural  disposi- 
tion seems  to  have  been  an  amiable  one, 
and  his  character  as  an  author  was  as 
purely  factitious  as  his  style. — Lowell, 
Jabies  Russell,  1871-90,  Pope,  Prose 
Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol.  iv,  p.  49. 

It  is  not  a  pleasant  picture  one  of  Pope's 
biographers  has  painted  of  the  sickly 
stuntcKl  young  poet  shut  up  in  his  room  at 
Binfield,  building  himself  up  with  books, 


reading  till  the  stars  twinkle  in  upon  him 
unheeded,  reading  while  the  wonder^  of 
the  sun-setting  and  sun-rising  pass  by 
unknown.  ''He  is  ignorant  how  the  little 
birds  answer  each  other  among  the  trees, 
and  how  the  wood-pigeons  coo.  The 
mavis  and  the  merle  are  never  singing 
among  the  branches,  nor  is  it  a  'good 
greenwood'  to  the  boy-poet."  He  has 
nothing  to  do  with  the  beauty  outside; 
the  dews  fall  not,  the  balm  breathes  not, 
for  him.  Windsor  Forest  was  the  scene, 
its  glades  and  recesses  the  surrounding ; 
but  in  a  "curious  mental  work-shop,"  as 
one  critic  expresses  it,  the  lad  lived  and 
laboured,  "with  his  windows  shut,  we  may 
be  sure, "  and  the  fever  of  toil  on  his  worn 
face :  it  was  a  juvenile  manufactory,  where 
verse  was  already  turned  and  returned, 
and  where  a  correct  couplet  was  reckoned 
the  highest  product  of  earth  and  heaven. 
Thus  at  least  modem  criticism  rates  him, 
and  rates  his  work. — Jagox,  Francis, 
1872,  Aspects  of  Authorship,  p.  74. 

In  Pope,  then,  we  have  to  do  with  a 
remarkably  complex  character.  It  will 
not  do  simply  to  brand  him  as  a  hypocrite, 
for  the  essence  of  hypocrisy  consists  in 
unreality ;  but  behind  the  falsities  of  Pope 
there  is  an  eagerness  and  intensity  which 
gives  them  a  human  interest,  and  makes 
us  feel, that,  in  his  poetry,  we  are  in  con-' 
tact  with  the  nature  of  the  man  himself. 
To  separate  that  moral  nature  into  vari- 
ous elements,  so  as  to  decide  how  much  is 
deliberately  false,  how  much  may  be 
accepted  as  true,  and  how  much  is  self- 
deception,  we  ought,  following  his  own 
rule,  to  examine  his 

Proper  character, 
His  fable,  subject,  scope  in  every  page, 
Religion,  country,  genius  of  his  age. 

On  this  principle  much  of  the  inconsistency 
in  his  conduct  will  be  found  to  corre- 
spond with  the  union  of  opposite  conditions 
in  his  nature:  the  piercing  intelligence 
and  artistic  power,  lodged  in  the  sickly 
and  deformed  frame ;  the  vivid  perception 
of  the  ridiculous  in  others,  joined  to  the 
most  sensitive  consciousness  of  his  own 
defects ;  the  passionate  desire  for  fame, 
aggravated  by  a  fear  of  being  suspected 
by  his  countrymen  on  account  of  his  reli- 
gion ;  the  conflicting  qualities  of  benevo- 
lence and  self-love ;  the  predominance  of 
intellectual  instinct;  the  deficiency  of 
moral  principle.     It  might  be  predicted 
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of  a  character  so  highly  strong,  so  vari- 
ously endowed,  so  "tremblingly  alive"  to 
opinion,  and  so  capable  of  tran^ormation, 
that  it  would  exhibit  itself  in  the  most 
diverse  aspects,  according  to  the  circum- 
stances by  which  it  was  tested.  And  this 
is  just  what  we  find.  Perhaps  no  man  of 
genius  was  ever  more  largely  influenced 
by  his  companions  and  his  surroundings 
than  Pope. — Courthope,  William  John, 
1881,  ed.,  The  Works  (^Akxander  Pope, 
Introduction  to  The  Moral  Essays  and 
Satires,  vol,  ill,  p.  26. 

The  deformed  and  decrepit  poet  had  a 
grudge  against  the  world.  The  feelings 
of  this  ''Homer  in  a  nutshell"  were  easily 
hurt,  and  easily  fired.  He  was  keenly 
alive  to  his  own  infirmities.  He  resented 
his  malformation.  He  once  or  twice  tries 
to  allude  lightly,  and  by  and  by,  to  ''the 
libelled  person  and  the  pictured  shape;" 
but  the  hand  winces  and  the  flesh  quivers 
as  he  writes.  *  There  is  a  smile  on  the 
shrunken  face,  but  the  pain  is  intense. 
There  is  mockery  in  the  voice,  but  the 
excessive  bitterness  is  fitter  for  tears  than 
for  laughter.  ...  In  the  heart  of 
such  a  man  many  jealous  and  angry  pas- 
sions must  have  lodeed.  Sometimes  he 
was  bowed  down  by  anguish ;  sometimes 
he  was  fiercely  excited.  And,  undoubtedly, 
there  was  a  tvnst  in  his  mind  as  in  his 
body.  Pope's  was,  in  many  aspects,  a 
lofty  and  generous  nature.  He  was  of  an 
intrepid  disposition.  He  could  brave 
power.  Let  the  cowards  bully  him  if 
they  dared !  He  loved  his  friends.  Yet 
he  was  sometimes  base.  He  was  familiar 
with  t4ie  stealthy  and  secret  arts  with 
which  nature  arms  the  weaker  animals. 
Sometimes  he  practised  these  arts  without 
excuse,  necessity,  or  provocation. — Skel- 
TON,  John,  1883,  The  Great  Lord  Boling- 
broke.  Essays  in  History  and  Biography, 
pp.  197,  198. 

With  the  exception  of  some  details 
recently  brought  to  light  with  an  industry 
worthy  of  a  better  subject,  his  contem- 
poraries were  as  well  aware  of  these  delin- 
quencies as  we  are  now,  only  none  but  his 
bitter  enemies  were  so  earnest  in  denounc- 
ing them.— Minto,  William,  1885,  Ehtey- 
elopdceia  Britannica,  Ninth  ed,,  vol,  xix. 

Nor  can  I  think  that ' '  'twere  to  consider 
too  curiously,  to  consider"  that  the  tem- 
perament of  his  ill-conditioned  body  rather 
than  the  temper  of  his  imprisoned  mind 


must  be  held  responsible  for  the  childish 
trickery  and  apish  f urtiveness  of  such  in- 
trigues as  have  been  so  sharply xast  in  his 
teeth  by  the  successive  severity  of  the 
three  Anglican  clergymen  who  have  edited 
and  defamed  him  as  a  poet  or  as  man. 
After  the  Reverend  Mr.  Warton  came  the 
Reverend  Mr.  Bowles,  and  after  the  Rever- 
end Mr.  Bowles  comes  the  Reverend  Mr.  El- 
win.  "Hear  them!  All  these  against  one 
foreigner!"  cries  Mr.  Browning's  Luria; 
and  "See  them!  All  these  against  one 
Liberal  Catholic  ?*  a  lay  student  may  be 
tempted  and  permitted  to  exclaim  at  sight 
of  so  many  cassocked  commentators  open- 
ing in  full  cry  upon  the  trail  of  this  poet. 
And  such  a  feeling  may  be  indulged  with- 
out any  very  sympathetic  admiration  for 
the  balanced  attitude  of  Pope  between  a 
modified  sort  of  conformity  and  a  moderate 
kind  of  philosophy. — Swinburne,  Alger- 
non Charles,  1886,  Miscellanies,  p.  36. 

"AnApe,"— "AnApothecary,"— "The 
Bard  of  Twickenham,"— "The  Best  Poet 
of  England,"— "The  Empty  Flask,"— 
"Gunpowder  Percy, "—"A  Little  Druid- 
wight,"— "A  Little  Liar,"— "The  Little 
Man  of  Twickenham,"— "The  Little 
Nightingale," — "A  Lurking,  Way-Laying 
Coward,"— "The  Most  Faultless  of  Poets," 
—"The  Nightingale  of  Twickenham,"— 
"Paper-Sparing  Pope,"— "Poet  Pug,"— 
"The  Portentous  Cub,"— "Sawney, "— 
"The  Sweet  Swan  of  Thames,"— "The 
True  Deacon  of  the  Craft,"— "The  Wasp 
of  Twickenham.  "—Frey,  Albert  R., 
1888,  Sobriquets  and  Nicknames,  p.  452. 

Pope's  disease  was  that  of  Malvolio  and 
one  or  two  others — he  was  sick  of  self- 
love.  He  knew  himself  to  be  warm- 
-  hearted  and  generous,  he  forgot  he  was 
also  vain  and  disingenuous,  and  so  remem- 
bering and  thus  forgetting,  he  loved  him- 
self unsparingly.  A  cripple  and  a  Catho- 
lic, he  was  prevented  by  nature  and  by  law 
from  either  active  pursuits  or  the  public 
service.  Crazy  for  praise  and  fame,  and 
conscious  of  enormous  aBility,  he  deter- 
mined to  make  himself  felt,  as  an  inde- 
pendent force  in  verse.  Resentful  to  the 
last  degree,  writhing  under  a  dunce's 
sneer,  maddened  by  a  woman's  laugh,  he 
grasped  his  only  weapon  with  a  fierce  hand 
and  made  his  hatreds ' '  live  along  the  line. ' ' 
I  do  not  believe  any  just  man  can  read  Dr. 
Johnson's  and  Mr.  Courthope's  Lives  of 
Pope  without  liking  him.     Some  of  the 


ALEXANDER  POPE 


153 


bad  poets  (e.  g.  Kirke  White)  have  been 
better  men,  but  very  few  of  the  good  ones. 
— BiRRELL,  Augustine,  1889,  Noticeable 
BookSf  The  Nineteenth  Century^  vol,  26,  p. 
988. 

The  poor  man's  life  was  as  weak  and 
crooked  as  his  frail,  tormented  body,  but 
he  had  a  dauntless  spirit,  and  he  fought 
his  way  against  odds  that  might  well  have 
appalled  a  stronger  nature.  I  suppose  I 
must  own  that  he  was  from  time  to  time 
a  snob,  and  from  time  to  time  a  liar,  but 
I  believe  that  he  loved  the  truth,  and 
would  have  liked  always  to  respect  him- 
self if  he  could.  He  violently  revolted, 
DOW  and  again,  from  abasement  to  which 
he  forced  himself,  and  he  always  bit  the 
heel,  that  trod  on  him,  especially  if  it  was 
a  very  high,  narrow  heel,  with  a  clocked 
stocking  and  a  hooped  skirt  above  it.  1 
loved  him  fondly  at  one  time,  and  after- 
wards despised  him,  but  now  I  am  not 
sorry  for  the  love,  and  I  am  very  sorry 
for  the  despite.— Ho  WELLS,  WiLU  AM  Dean, 
1895,  My  Literary  Passions,  p.  51. 

LADY  MARY 
To  say  that  he  had  any  right  to  make 
love  to  her  is  one  thing ;  yet  to  believe 
that  her  manners,  and  cast  of  character, 
as  well  as  the  nature  of  the  times,  and  of 
the  circles  in  which  she  moved,  had  given 
no  license,  no  encouragement,  no  pardon- 
ing hope  to  the  presumption,  is  impossible ; 
and  to  trample  in  this  way  upon  the  whole 
miserable  body  of  his  vanity  and  humility, 
upon  all  which  the  consciousness  of  accept- 
ability and  glory  among  his  fellow-crea- 
tures, had  given  to  sustain  himself,  and 
all  which  in  so  poor,  and  fragile,  and 
dwarfed,  and  degrading  a  shape,  required 
80  much  to  be  so  sustained ; — assuredly  it 
was  inexcusable, — it  was  inhuman.  .  .  . 
She  had  every  advantage  on  her  side : — 
could  not  even  this  induce  her  to  put  a 
little  more  heart  and  consideration  into  her 
repulse  ?  Oh,  Lady  Mary !  A  duke's  daugh- 
ter wert  thou,  and  a  beauty,  and  a  wit, 
and  a  very  triumphant  and  flattered  per- 
sonage, and  covered  with  glory  as  with 
lute-string  and  diamonds;  and  yet  false 
measure  didst  thou  take  of  thy  superiority, 
and  didst  not  see  how  small  thou  becamest 
in  the  comparison  when  thou  didst  thus, 
with  laughing  cheeks,  trample  under  foot 
the  poor  little  immortal ! — Hunt,  Leigh, 
1847,  Men^  Women  and  Books,  vol.  ii,  p. 
196. 


The  friendship  with  Pope,  conspicuous  in 
the  letters  written  during  the  embassy,  is 
an  unfortunate  episode  in  the  life  of  Lady 
Mary.  All  the  stories  which  have  gained 
credence,  to  the  injury  of  her  reputation, 
are  probably  due  to  his  subsequent  quar- 
rel with  her,  the  hatred  and  unscrupulous- 
ness  with  which  he  pursued  her,  and  his 
fatal  power  of  circulating  scandalous 
insinuations.  It  is  certain  that  the  tenor 
of  her  life  up  to  the  period  of  her  quarrel 
with  Pope,  was  wholly  unlike  that  career 
of  profligacy  which  has  been  popularly 
attributed  to  her  since  the  publication  of 
Pope's  Satires  and  the  Letters  of  Horace 
Walpole — who,  it  must  be  remembered, 
wrote  after  Pope's  celebrated  attacks; 
and  it  is  no  less  certain  that,  on  a  care- 
ful investigation,  not  one  of  the  charges 
brought  against  her  will  be  found  to  rest 
on  any  evidence. — Thomas,  W.  Moy, 
1861,  ed.,  Letters  and  Works  of  Lady 
Mary  Wortley  Montagu,  Memoir,  vol.  i, 
j).  21. 

Why  Pope  and  Lady  Mary  quarreled  is 
a  question  on  which  much  discussion  has 
been  expended,  and  on  which  a  judicious 
German  professor  might  even  now  com- 
pose an  interesting  and  exhaustive  mono- 
graph. A  curt  English  critic  will  be  more 
apt  to  ask  why  they  should  not  have  quar- 
reled. We  know  that  Pope  quarreled 
with  almost  every  one:  we  know  that 
Lady  Mary  quarreled  or  half  quarreled 
with  most  of  her  acquaintances:  why 
then  should  they  not  have  quarreled  with 
one  another  ?  It  is  certain  that  they  were 
very  intimate  at  one  time ;  for  Pope  wrote 
to  her  some  of  the  most  pompous  letters 
of  compliment  in  the  language.  And  the 
more  intimate  they  were  to  begin  with, 
the  more  sure  they  were  to  be  enemies  in 
the  end.  .  .  .  We  only  know 
that  there  was  a  sudden  coolness  or  quar- 
rel between  them,  and  that  it  was  the 
beginning  of  a  long  and  bitter  hatred. 
In  their  own  times  Pope's  sensitive  dispo- 
sition probably  gave  Lady  Mary  a  great 
advantage, — her  tongue  perhaps  gave  him 
more  pain  than  his  pen  gave  her ;  but  in 
later  times  she  has  fared  the  worse. — 
Bagehot,  Walter,  1862-89,  Lady  Mary 
Wortley  Montagu,  Works,  ed.  Morgan,  vol. 
I,  pp.  377,  379. 

The  stroke,  when  it  came,  was  delivered 
on  the  most  sensitive  part  of  the  poet's 
nature.    It  is  quite  unnecessary  to  suppose 
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that  he  was  passionately  in  love  with 
Lady  Mary..  The  "declarations"  which 
he  is  constantly  making  to  her  in  his  let- 
ters, he  made,  with  as  much  sincerity, 
and  almost  in  identical  words,  to  Judith 
Cowper  and  Martha  Blount ;  and,  in  using 
language  of  this  kind,  he  was  only  con- 
forming with  the  gallantry  fashionable  in 
his  age.  He  calls  himself  in  one  of  his 
poems  the  "most  thinking  rake  alive.'' 
His  love-making  was  like  his  description 
of  Stanton-Harcourt,  purely  ideal,  but 
his  vanity  and  his  artistic  sensibility  were 
so  strong  that  he  was  vexed  when  he  was 
not  believed  to  be  in  earnest.  To  have 
the  declaration  of  his  elaborate  passion 
received  with  laughter,  must  have  been 
a  rude  shock  to  his  vanity,  and  his  acute 
self-consciousness  would  have  no  doubt 
associated  Lady  Mary's  behaviour  with 
his  own  physical  defects.  After  all  his 
well-considered  expressions  of  devotion, 
after  the  exquisite  lines  in  which  he  had 
connected  her  name  with  his  grotto,  ridi- 
cule was  the  refinement  of  torture.  It 
humiliated  him  in  his  own  esteem,  and  the 
recollection  of  the  light  mockery,  with 
which  she  had  always  met  his  heroics, 
added  to  his  sense  of  insult  and  injury. 
These  considerations,  though  they  help  us 
to  understand  the  condition  of  Pope's  feel- 
ings, afford  no  excuse  whatever  for  the 
character  of  his  satire  on  Lady  Mary. — 
Elwin,  Whitwell  and  Courthope,  Wil- 
liam John,  1881,  ed..  The  Works  of  Alex- 
ander Pope,  vol.  Ill,  p.  282. 

An  incident  occurred  in  connection  with 
this  picture  that  is  worth  recording,  as 
showing  the  way  artists  are  sometimes 
treated  by  their — so-called — patrons.  A 
collector,  of  a  somewhat  vulgar  type,  had 
long  desired  me  to  paint  a  picture  for 
him.  I  showed  him  the  sketch,  and,  to 
prove  the  culture  of  the  gentleman,  I  may 
mention  the  following  fact :  *  *  What's  the 
subject?"  said  he.  "Lady  Mary  Wortley 
Montagu  and  Pope,"  said  I;  "the  point 
taken  is  when  Pope  makes  love  to  the 
lady,  who  was  married  at  the  time,  and 
she  laughed  at  him."  "The  pope  make 
love  to  a  married  woman — horrible!" 
"No,  no,  not  <Ae  pope — Pope  the  poet!" 
"Well,  it  don't  matter  who  it  was;  he 
shouldn't  make  love  to  a  married  woman, 
and  she  done  quite  right  in  laughing  at 
him;  and  if  I  had  been  her  husband  I 
should  — "  etc.     "Very  well,"   said  I, 


"as  you  don't  like  the  subject,  we  will  say 
no  more  about  it.  I  will  paint  you  some- 
thing else."  "Oh,  no,"  was  the  reply; 
"I  like  to  see  a  woman  laugh  at  a  man 
who  makes  an  ass  of  himself.  I'll  take 
.it.  What's  the  figure?"— Frith,  W.  P., 
1888,  My  Autobiography  and  Reminiscen- 
eeSf  vol,  I,  p.  155. 

MARTHA    BLOUNT 

Patty  Blount  was  red-faced,  fat,  and  by 
no  means  pretty.  Mr.  Walpole  remem- 
bered her  walking  to  Mr.  Bethell's,  in 
Arlington  Street,  after  Pope's  death,  with 
her  petticoats  tucked  up  like  a  sempstress. 
She  was  the  decided  mistress  of  Pope,  yet 
visited  by  respectable  people. — Maloxe, 
Edmund,  1792,  Maloniana,  Prom  Horace 
Walpole,  ed.  Prior,  p.  437. 

He  was  never  indifferent  to  female 
society ;  and  though  his  good  sense  pre- 
vented him,  conscious  of  so  many  personal 
infirmities,  from  marrying,  yet  he  felt  the 
want  of  that  sort  of  reciprocal  tenderness 
and  confidence  in  a  female,  to  whom  he 
might  freely  communicate  his  thoughts, 
and  on  whom,  in  sickness  and  infirmity,  he 
could  rely.  All  this  Martha  Blount  be- 
came to  him;  by  degrees,  she  became 
identified  with  his  existence.  She  partook 
of  his  disappointments,  his  vexations,  and 
his  comforts.  Wherever  he  went,  his  cor- 
respondence with  her  was  never  remitted ; 
and  when  the  warmth  of  gallantry  was 
over,  the  cherished  idea  of  kindness 
and  regard  remained. — Bowles,  William 
Lisle,  1806,  ed.  Pope's  Works,  vol.  i. 

Martha  Blount  was  not  so  kind  or  so 
attentive  to  Pope  in  his  last  illness  as 
she  ought  to  have  been.  His  love  for  her 
seemed  blended  with  his  frail  existence ; 
and  when  he  was  scarcely  sensible  to 
any  thing  else  in  the  world,  he  was 
still  conscious  of  the  charm  of  her  pres- 
ence. "When  she  came  into  the  room," 
says  Spence,  * '  it  was  enough  to  give  a  new 
turn  to  his  spirits,  and  a  temporary 
strength  to  him."  She  survived  him 
eighteen  years,  and  died  unmarried  at  her 
house  in  Berkeley  Square,  in  1762.  She 
is  described,  about  that  time,  as  a  little, 
fair,  prim  old  woman,  very  lively,  and 
inclined  to  gossip.  Her  undefined  connex- 
ion with  Pope,  though  it  afforded  matter 
for  mirth  and  wonder,  never  affected  her 
reputation  while  living ;  and  has  rendered 
her  name  as  immortal  as  our  language  and 
our  literature.     One  cannot  help  wishing 
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that  she  had  been  more  interesting, 
and  more  worthy  of  her  fame. — Jameson, 
Anna  Brownell,  1829,  The  Loves  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  u,  p.  285. 

Johnson  repeats  a  story  that  Martha 
neglected  Pope  ''with  shameful  unkind- 
Dess,"  in  his  later  years.  It  is  clearly 
exaggerated  or  quite  unfounded.  At  any 
rate,  the  poor  sickly  man,  in  his  prema- 
ture and  childless  old  age,  looked  up  to 
her  with  fond  affection,  and  left  to  her 
nearly  the  whole  of  his  fortune.  His 
biographers  have  indulged  in  discussions 
—surely  superfluous — as  to  the  morality 
of  the  connexion.  There  is  no  question 
of  seduction,  or  of  tampering  with  the 
affections  of  an  innocent  woman.  Pope 
was  but  too  clearly  disqualified  from  act- 
mg  the  part  of  Lothario.  There  was  not 
in  his  case  any  Vanessa  to  give  a  tragic 
turn  to  the  connexion,  which  otherwise 
resembled  Swift's  connexion  with  Stella. 
Miss  Blount,  from  all  that  appears  was 
quite  capable  of  taking  care  of  herself, 
and,  had  she  wished  for  marriage,  need 
only  have  intimated  her  commands  to  her 
lover.  It  is  probable  enough  that  the 
relations  between  them  led  to  very  unpleas- 
ant scenes  in  her  family ;  but  she  did  not 
suffer  otherwise  in  accepting  Pope's  atten- 
tions. The  probability  seems  to  be  that 
the  friendship  had  become  imperceptibly 
closer,  and  that  what  begun  as  an  idle 
affectation  of  gallantry  was  slowly  changed 
into  a  devoted  attachment,  but  not  until 
Pope's  health  was  so  broken  that  marriage 
would  then,  if  not  always,  have  appeared 
to  be  a  mockery. —Stephen,  Lesue,  1880, 
Alexander  Pope  {English  Men  of  Letters). 

Miss  Blount  retained  her  place  in  the 
fashionable  world  after  Pope's  death. 
She  lived  at  last  in  Berkeley  Row,  by  Han- 
over Square,  and  there  Swinburne  the 
traveller,  her  relative,  visited  her  (Ros- 
coe,  i,  581  note).  He  found  her  a  little, 
neat,  fair,  prim  old  woman,  easy  and  gay 
in  her  manners.  By  her  will  she  left  the 
residue  of  her  property  to  her  **dear 
nephew,"  Michael  Blount,  of  Mapledur- 
ham.  She  died  in  1762,  aged  72.— Hum- 
phreys, Jennett,  1886,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  v,  p.  249. 

ODE  TO  SOLITUDE 

The  first  of  our  author's  compositions 
now  extant  in  print,  is  an  ''Ode  on 
Solitude,"  written  before  he  was  twelve 
years   old:    Which,   consider'd    as    the 


production  of  so  early  an  age,  is  a  perfect 
masterpiece;  nor  need  he  have  been 
ashamed  of  it,  had  it  been  written  in  the 
meridian  of  his  genius.  While  it  breathes 
the  most  delicate  spirit  of  poetry,  it  at 
the  same  time  demonstrates  his  love  of 
solitude,  and  the  rational  pleasures  which 
attend  the  retreats  of  a  contented  country 
life.— Gibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives 
of  the  Poets,  vol.  v,  p.  221. 

The  close  of  the  seventeenth  century 
forever  shut  the  eyes  of  John  Dryden  upon 
the  clouded  and  fluctuating  daylight  of 
our  sublunary  world.  It  may  have  been 
in  the  same  year,  that  a  solitary  boy, 
then  twelve  years  old,  wrote  five  stanzas 
which  any  man  might  have  been  glad  to 
have  written — and  which  you  have  by 
heart — an  **Ode  to  Solitude," — conspicu- 
ous in  the  annals  of  English  poetry  as  the 
dawn-gleam  of  a  new  sun  that  was  pres- 
ently to  arise,  and  to  fill  the  region  that 
Dryden  had  left.— Wilson,  John,  1845, 
Dryden  and  Pope,  Blackwood's  Magazine, 
vol.  57,  p.  379. 

Pope  never  wrote  more  agreeable  or 
well-tuned  verses  than  this  interesting 
effusion  of  his  boyhood.  Indeed  there  is 
an  intimation  of  sweetness  and  variety  in 
the  versification,  which  was  not  borne  out 
afterwards  by  his  boasted  smoothness: 
nor  can  we  help  thinking,  that  had  the 
author  of  the  **Ode  on  Solitude"  arisen 
in  less  artificial  times,  he  would  have 
turned  out  to  be  a  still  finer  poet  than  he 
was.  But  the  reputation  which  he  easily 
acquired  for  wit  and  criticism,  the  recent 
fame  of  Dryden,  and  perhaps  even  his  lit- 
tle warped  and  fragile  person,  tempted 
him  to  accept  such  power  over  his  con- 
temporaries as  he  could  soonest  realize. 
It  is  observable  that  Pope  never  repeated 
the  form  of  verse  in  which  this  poem  is 
written.  It  might  have  reminded  him  of 
a  musical  feeling  he  had  lost. — Hunt, 
IjEIGH,  1849,  A  Book  for  a  Comer. 

The  Odes  written  by  Pope  are  decidedly 
of  an  inferior  caste.  I  need  not  say  how 
inferior  to  the  immortal  **Ode  on  St. 
Cecilia's  Day,"  by  Dryden,  who  preceded 
— or  how  inferior  to  Gray  or  Campbell, 
who  have  followed  him.  The  Ode,  per- 
haps, of  every  species  of  poetical  compo- 
sition, was  the  most  alien  to  the  genius 
of  Pope.— Carlisle,  George  William 
Frederick  Howard,  Earl,  1851-62, 
Lectures  and  Addresses,  p.  15. 
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PASTORALS 
1709 

The  author  seems  to  have  a  particular 
genius  for  this  kind  of  poetry,  and  a  judg- 
ment that  much  exceeds  his  years.  He  has 
taken  very  freely  from  the  ancients.  But 
what  he  has  mixed  of  his  own  with  theirs 
is  no  way  inferior  to  what  he  has  taken 
from  them.  It  is  not  flattery  at  all  to  say 
that  Virgil  had  written  nothing  so  good  at 
his  age.  His  preface  is  very  judicious  and 
learned.  —Walsh,  Wiluam,  1705  ?  LetUr 
to  William  Wycherley,  April  20. 

He  shall  bring  with  him,  if  you  will,  a 
young  poet,  newly  inspired  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Cooper's  Hill,  whom  he  and 
Walsh  have  tsdcen  under  their  wing.  His 
name  is  Pope.  He  is  not  above  seventeen 
or  eighteen  years  of  age,  and  promises 
miracles.  If  he  goes  on  as  he  has  begun 
in  the  Pastoral  way,  as  Virgil  first  tried 
his  strength,  we  may  hope  to  see  English 
poetry  vie  with  the  Roman,  and  this  swan 
of  Windsor  sing  as  sweetly  as  the  Mantuan. 
— Granville,  George  (Lord  Lans- 
dowxe),  1706?  Letters^  Works  of  Lord- 
Lansdowne,  vol.  u,  p.  113. 

I  have  lately  seen  a  pastoral  of  yours  in 
Mr.  Walsh's  and  Congreve's  hands,  which 
is  extremely  fine,  and  is  generally  approved 
of  by  the  best  judges  in  poetry.  I  remem- 
ber I  have  formerly  seen  you  at  my  shop, 
and  am  sorry  I  did  not  improve  my 
acquaintance  with  you.  If  you  design 
your  poem  for  the  press,  no  person  shall 
be  more  careful  in  printing  it,  nor  no 
one  can  give  a  greater  encouragement  to 
it. — ToNSOX,  Jacob,  1706,  Letter  to  Mr. 
Pope,  April  20. 

Young,  yet  judicious;    in  your  verse   are 

found 
Art  strength 'ning  nature,  sense  improved  by 

sound. 

— Wycherley,  Wilua-m,    1709,    To  My 
Friend  Mr.  Pope,  On  his  Pastorals. 

Neither  Mr.  Pope's  nor  Mr.  Philips's 
pastorals,  do  any  great  honour  to  the 
English  poetry.  Mr.  Pope's  were  com- 
posed in  his  youth;  which  may  be  an 
apology  for  other  faults,  but  cannot  well 
excuse  the  barrenness  that  appears  in 
them.  They  are  written  in  remarkably 
smooth  and  flowing  numbers,  and  this  is 
their  chief  merit;  for  there  is  scarcely 
any  thought  in  them  which  can  be  called 
hi3  own;  scarcely  any  description,  or  any 
image  of  nature,  which  has  the  marks  of 


being  original,  or  copied  from  nature 
herself ;  but  a  repetition  of  the  common 
images  that  are  to  be  found  in  Virgil,  and 
in  all  poets  who  write  of  rural  themes. — 
Blaie,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric 
and  BelleS'Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture 
xxxix. 

It  is  somewhat  strange  that  in  the  pas- 
torals of  a  young  poet  there  should  not  be 
found  a  single  rural  image  that  is  new ; 
but  this,  I  am  afraid,  is  the  case  in  the 
Pastorals  before  us.  The  ideas  of  Theoc- 
ritus, Virgil,  and  Spenser  are,  indeed, 
here  exhibited  in  language  equally  melliflu- 
ous and  pure;  but  the  descriptions  and 
sentiments  are  trite  and  common.  To 
this  assertion,  formerly  made,  Dr.  John- 
son answered,  "that  no  invention  was 
intended. ' '  He,  therefore,  allows  the  fact 
and  the  charge.  It  is  a  confession  of  the 
very  fault  imputed  to  them.  There  ought 
to  have  been  invention.  It  has  been  my 
fortune  from  my  way  of  life,  to  have  seen 
many  compositions  of  youths  of  sixteen 
years  old,  far  beyond  these  Pastorals  in 
point  of  genius  and  imagination,  though 
not  perhaps  of  correctness.  Their  excel- 
lence, indeed,  might  be  owing  to  having 
had  such  a  predecessor  as  Pope. — Warton, 
Joseph,  1797,  ed.  Pope's  Works. 

Warton's  observations  are  very  just, 
but  he  does  not  seem  sufficiently  to  dis- 
criminate between  the  softness  of  indi- 
vidual lines,  which  is  the  chief  merit  of 
these  Pastorals,  and  the  general  harmony 
of  poetic  numbers.  Let  it,  however,  be 
always  remembered,  that  Pope  gave  the 
first  idea  of  mellifluence,  and  produced  a 
softer  and  sweeter  cadence  than  before 
belonged  to  the  English  couplet.  Dr. 
Johnson  thinks  it  will  be  in  vain,  after 
Pope,  to  endeavour  to  improve  the  Eng- 
lish versification,  and  that  it  is  now  car- 
ried to  the  ne  plv^  ultra  of  excellence. 
This  is  an  opinion  the  validity  of  which  I 
must  be  permitted  to  doubt.  Pope  cer- 
tainly gave  a  more  correct  and  finished 
tone  to  the  English  versification,  but  he 
sometimes  wanted  a  variety  of  pause,  and 
his  nice  precision  of  every  line  prevented, 
in  a  few  instances,  a  more  musical  flow  of 
modulated  passages.  But  we  are  to  con- 
sider what  he  did,  not  what  might  be  done, 
and  surely  there  cannot  be  two  opinions 
respecting  his  improvement  of  the  couplet 
though  it  does  not  follow  that  his  general 
rhytbn  has  no    imperfection.     Johnson 
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Beems  to  have  depreciated,  or  to  have 
been  ignorant  of,  the  metrical  powers  of 
some  writers  prior   to  Pope.     His  ear 
seems  to  have  been  caught  chiefly  by  Dry- 
den,  and  as  Pope's  versification  was  more 
equably  (couplet  with  couplet  being  con- 
sidered, not  passage  with  passage)  con- 
nected than  Dryden's,  he  thought  there- 
fore that  nothing  could  be  added  to  Pope's 
versification.  I  should  think  it  the  extreme 
of  arrogance  and  folly  to  make  my  own 
ear  the  criterion  of  music ;  but  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  Dryden,  and  of  later 
days,  Cowper,  are  much  more  harmonious 
in  their  general  versification  than  Pope. 
I  ought  also  to  mention  a  neglected  poem, 
not  neglected  on  account  of  its  versifica- 
tion, but  on  account  of  its  title  and  sub- 
ject—Prior's *  *  Solomon. ' '    Whoever  can- 
didly compares  these  writers  together, 
unless  his  ear  be  habituated  to  a  certain 
recorrence  of  pauses  precisely  at  the  end 
of  a  line,  will  not  (though  he  will  give  the 
highest  praise  for  compactness,  skill,  pre- 
cision, and  force,  to  the  undivided  coup- 
lets of  Pope,  separately  considered) — will 
pot,  I  think,  assent  to  the  position,  that 
in  versification  **what  he  found  brickwork 
he  left  marble. "    I  am  not  afraid  to  own, 
that  with  the  exception  of  the  **  Epistle  to 
Abelard,"  as  musical  as  it  is  pathetic,  the 
verses  of  Pope  want  variety,  and  on  this 
account  in  some  instances  they  want  both 
force   and    harmony.     In    variety,   and 
variety  only,  let  it  be  remembered,  I  think 
Pope  deficient. — Bowles,  William  Lisle, 
1806,  ed.  Pope's  Works, 

There  is  no  evidence,  except  the  poet's 
own  assertion,  to  prove  that  the  Pastorals 
were  composed  at  the  age  of  sixteen. 
They  had  been  seen  by  Walsh  before  April 
20,  1705,  if  any  dependence  could  be 
placed  upon  the  letter  of  that  date  which 
he  wrote  to  Wycherley,  when  returning 
the  manuscript,  but  the  letter  rests  on  the 
authority  of  Pope  alone,  and  there  is  rea- 
son to  question  the  correctness  of  the 
date.  .  .  .  Whatever  may  be  the 
true  date  of  the  Pastorals,  a  portion  of 
them  certainly  existed  before  April  20, 
1706.— Elwin,  Whitwell,  1871,  ed.,  The 
Works  of  Alexander  Pope,  Pastorals,  vol. 
I,  pp.  240-41. 

The  Pastorals  have  been  seriously  criti- 
cised ;  but  they  are,  in  truth,  mere  school- 
boy exercises;  they  represent  nothing 
more   than    so    many    experiments    in 


versification.  The  pastoral  form  has  doubt- 
less been  used  in  earlier  hands  to  embody 
true  poetic  feeling ;  but  in  Pope's  time  it 
had  become  hopelessly  threadbare.  The  fine 
gentlemen  in  wigs  and  laced  coats  amused 
themselves  by  writing  about  nymphs  and 
** conscious  swains,"  by  way  of  asserting 
their  claims  to  elegance  of  taste.  Pope* 
as  a  boy,  took  the  matter  seriously,  and 
always  retained  a  natural  fondness  for  a 
juvenile  performance  upon  which  he  had 
expended  great  labour,  and  which  was  the 
chief  proof  of  his  extreme  precocity.  He 
invites  attention  to  his  own  merits,  and 
claims  especially  the  virtue  of  propriety. 
He  does  not,  he  tells  us,  like  some  other 
people,  make  his  roses  and  daffodils  bloom 
in  the  same  season,  and  cause  his  nightin- 
gales to  sing  in  November ;  and  he  takes 
particular  credit  for  having  remembered 
that  there  were  no  wolves  in  England,  and 
having  accordingly  excised  a  passage  in 
which  Alexis  prophesied  that  those  ani- 
mals would  grow  milder  as  they  listened 
to  the  strains  of  his  favourite  nymph. 
When  a  man  has  got  so  far  as  to  bring  to 
England  all  the  pagan  deities,  and  rival 
shepherds  contending  for  bowls  and  lambs 
in  alternate  strophes,  these  niceties  seem 
a  little  out  of  place.  ...  We  may 
agree  with  Johnson  that  Pope  performing 
upon  a  pastoral  pipe  is  rather  a  ludicrous 
person,  but  for  mere  practice  even  non- 
sense verses  have  been  found  useful. — 
Stephen,  Lesue,  1880,  Alexander  Pope, 
(English  Men  of  Letters),  pp.  23,  24. 

I  fell  in  love  with  Pope,  whose  life  I 
read  with  an  ardor  of  sympathy  which  I 
am  afraid  he  hardly  merited.  I  was  of 
his  side  in  all  his  quarrels,  as  far  as  1 
understood  them,  and  if  I  did  not  under- 
stand them  I  was  of  his  side  anyway. 
When  I  found  he  was  a  Catholic  I  was 
almost  ready  to  abjure  the  Protestant 
religion  for  his  sake ;  but  I  perceived  that 
this  was  not  necessary  when  I  came  to 
know  that  most  of  his  friends  were  Prot- 
estants. If  the  truth  must  be  told,  I  did 
not  like  his  best  things  at  first,  but  long 
remained  chiefly  attached  to  his  rubbishing 
pastorals,  which  I  was  perpetually  imi- 
tating, with  whole  apparatus  of  swains 
and  shepherdesses,  purling  brooks,  enam- 
eled meads,  rolling  years,  and  the  like. 
.  .  .  I  could  not  imitate  Pope  without 
imitating  his  methods,  and  his  method 
was  to  the  last  degree    intelligent.  He 
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certainly  knew  what  he.  was  doing,  and 
although  I  did  not  always  know  what  I 
was  doing,  he  madle  me  wish  to  know,  and 
ashamed  of  not  knowing.  There  are  sev- 
eral truer  poets  who  might  not  have  done 
this ;  and  after  all  the  modem  contempt 
of  Pope,  he  seems  to  me  to  have  been  at 
least  one  of  the  great  masters,  if  not  one 
of  the  great  poets.— Ho  wells,  WiLLLU^f 
Dean,  1895,  My  Literary  Passians,  pp. 
49,  50. 

Certainly,  the  controversy  as  to  the 
respective  merits  of  Pope  and  Philips  has 
lost  its  freshness.  From  the  point  of 
view  taken  in  this  essay,  each  had  failed 
alike  to  appreciate  the  true  conditions 
and  to  catch  the  proper  spirit  of  pastoral. 
Yet  within  their  own  limits,  one  can  hardly 
deny  that  the  superiority  rests  with  Pope. 
The  contrary  judgment  were  to  confuse 
a  rhymester  with  a  man  of  genius.  Pope's 
manner  is  intolerably  artificial ;  he  bears 
the  graceless  yoke  of  the  Miltonic  epithet ; 
his  matter  is  a  mere  pastiche  from  Virgil 
and  Theocritus,  Dryden  and  Spenser ;  but 
for  melodious  rhythm  and  dignity  of  phrase 
his  pastorals  reach  a  point  which  he  never 
afterwards  surpassed.  The  musical  possi- 
bilities of  the  heroic  couplet  are  exhausted 
in  the  eclogue  entitled  ''Autumn,"  and 
though  we  may  perhaps  think  the  meter 
inappropriate  to  the  subject,  we  cannot 
fail  to  be  sensible  of  the  ease  and  dignity 
of  the  verse.— Chambers,  Edmund  K., 
1895,  English  Pastorals^  p.  xlv. 

ESSAY  ON  CRITICISM 

1711-12  / 

''The  Art  of  Criticism, "  which  was  pub- 
lished some  months  since,  and  is  a  master- 
piece in  its  kind.  The  observations  follow 
one  another  like  those  in  Horace's  "Art 
of  Poetry,"  without  that  methodical  reg- 
ularity which  would  have  been  requisite  in 
a  prose  author.  They  are  some  of  them 
uncommon,  but  such  as  the  reader  must 
assent  to,  when  he  sees  them  explained  with 
that  elegance  and  perspicuity  in  which 
they  a^e  delivered.  As  for  those  which 
are  the  most  known,  and  the  most  received, 
they  are  placed  in  so  beautiful  a  light,  and 
illustrated  with  such  apt  allusions,  that 
they  have  in  them  all  the  graces  of  nov- 
elty, and  make  the  reader,  who  was  before 
acquainted  with  them,  still  more  convinced 
of  their  truth  and  solidity. — Addison, 
Joseph,  1711,  The  Spectator,  No.  253,  Dee. 
20. 


His  precepts  are  false,  or  trivial,  or 
both ;  his  thoughts  are  crude  and  abortive, 
his  expressions  absurd,  his  numbers  harsh 
and  unmusical,  his  rhymes  trivial  and  com- 
mon ;  instead  of  majesty,  we  have  some- 
thing that  is  very  mean ;  instead  of  gravity, 
something  that  is  very  boyish ;  and  instead 
of  perspicuity  and  lucid  order,  we  have  but 
too  often  obscurity  and  confusion. — Den- 
nis, John,  1711,  Reflections,  Critical  and 
Satirical  on  a  Rhapsody,  An  Essay  on 
Criticism. 

I  dare  not  say  anything  of  the  "Essay 
on  Criticism"  in  verse;  but  if  any  more 
curious  reader  has  discovered  in  it  some- 
thing new  which  is  not  in  Dryden's  pre- 
faces, dedications,  and  his  "Essay  on  Dra- 
matic Poetry,"  not  to  mention  the  French 
critics,  I  should  be  very  glad  to  have  the 
benefit  of  the  discovery. — Oldmixon, 
John,  1728,  Essay  on  Criticism  in  Prose. 

Was  the  work  of  his  childhood  almost ; 
but  is  such  a  monument  of  good  sense  and 
poetry  as  no  other,  that  I  know,  has  raised 
in  his  riper  years. — Boungbroke,  Henry 
St.  John  Lord,  1735,  On  the  Study  and 
Use  of  History. 

I  admired  Mr.  Pope's  "Essay  on  Criti- 
cism" at  first,  very  much,  because  I  had 
not  then  read  any  of  the  ancient  critics, 
and  did  not  know  that  it  was  all  stolen. — 
Montagu,  Lady  Mary  Wortley,  1740- 
41,  Spenc^s  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  176. 

A  work  which  displays  such  extent  of 
comprehension,  such  nicety  of  distinction, 
such  acquaintance  with  mankind,  and  such 
knowledge  both  of  ancient  and  modem 
learning,  as  are  not  often  attained  by  the 
maturest  age  and  longest  experience. 
.  .  .  One  of  his  greatest,  though  of 
his  earliest,  works  is  the  "Essay  on  Criti- 
cism," which,  if  he  had  written  nothing 
else,  would  have  placed  him  among  the 
first  critics  and  the  first  poets,  as  it 
exhibits  every  mode  of  excellence  that 
can  embellish  or  dignify  didactic  composi- 
tion,-^^election  of  matter,  novelty  of 
arrangement,  justness  of  precept,  splen- 
dour of  illustration,  and  propriety  of 
digression.  I  know  not  whether  it  be 
pleasing  to  consider  that  he  has  produced 
this  piece  at  twenty,  and  never  afterwards 
excelled  it :  he  that  delights  himself  with 
observing  that  such  powers  may  be  soon 
attained,  cannot  but  grieve  to  think  that 
life  was  ever  after  at  a  stand.  To  men- 
tion the  particular  beauties  of  the  Essay 
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would  be  unprofitably  tedious ;  but  I  can- 
not forbear  to  observe,  that  the  compari- 
son of  a  student's  prop^ress  in  the  sciences 
with  the  journey  of  a  traveller  in  the 
Alps,  is  perhaps  the  best  that  English 
poetiy  can  shew. — ^Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  PopCy  Lives  of  the  English  Poets, 

Most  of  the  observations  in  this  Essay 
are  just,  and  certainly  evince  good  sense, 
an  extent  of  reading,  and  powers  of  com- 
parison, considering  the  age  of  the  author, 
extraordinary.  Johnson's  praise  however 
is  exaggerated. — Bowles,  William  Lisle, 
1806,  ed.  Pope's  Works. 

The  quantity  of  thought  and  observa- 
tion in  this  work,  for  so  young  a  man  as 
Pope  was  when  he  wrote  it,  is  wonder- 
ful: unless  we  adopt  the  supposition 
that  most  men  of  genius  spend  the  rest  of 
their  lives  in  teaching  others  what  they 
themselves  have  learned  under  twenty. 
The  conciseness  and  felicity  of  the  expres- 
sion are  equally  remarkable.  .  .  . 
Nothing  can  be  more  original  and  happy 
than  the  general  remarks  and  illustrations 
in  the  Essay :  the  critical  rules  laid  down 
are  too  much  those  of  a  school,  and  of  a 
confined  one. — Hazlitt,  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Poets,  Lecture  iv. 

Which  some  people  have  very  unreasona- 
bly fancied  his  best  performance. — De- 
QuiNCY,  Thomas,  c1838-63.  Pope,  Works, 
ed.  Masson,  vol.  iv,  p.  260. 

The  praise  that  is  uppermost  in  one's 
mind  of  the  ''Essay  on  Criticism"  is  its 
rectitude  of  legislation.  Pope  is  an  ortho- 
dox doctor — a  champion  of  the  good  old 
cause.  .  .  .  It  is  of  the  right  good  Eng- 
lish  temper — thoughtful  and  ardent — dis- 
creet and  generous — firm  with  sensibility 
—bold  and  sedate — manly  and  polished. 
He  establishes  himself  in  well-chosen  posi- 
tions of  natural  strength,  commanding  the 
field ;  and  he  occupies  them  in  the  style 
of  an  experienced  leader,  with  forces  judi- 
ciously disposed,  and  showing  a  resolute 
front  every  way  of  defence  and  oflfence. — 
Wilson,  John,  1845,  Dryden  and  Pope, 
Blackwood^s  Magazine,  vol.  57,  p.  393. 

Considered  solely  as  a  phenomenon  in 
literary  history,  the  "Essay  on  Criticism" 
is  doubtless  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
instances  of  precocious  genius  which  the 
annals  of  English  or  of  any  other  litera- 
ture aflford.— Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1869,  ed..  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander 
Pope,  p.  4tl,  note. 


English  literature  must  become  far 
richer  than  it  is  in  witty  mots  or  remem- 
berable  lines  before  w^e  can  afford  to 
throw  away  the  ** Essay  on  Criticism." — 
Pattlson,  Mark,  1872-89,  Pope  and  His 
Editors,  Essays,  ed.  Nettleship,  vol.  ii, 
p.  360. 

The  **  Essay"  has  many  incorrect  obser- 
vations, and,  in  spite  of  its  own  axioms, 
many  bad  rhymes,  many  faulty  gram- 
matical constructions.  But  these  cannot 
weigh  against  the  substantial  merit  of  the 
performance.  They  cannot  obscure  the 
truth  that  the  poem  is,  what  its  title  pre- 
tends, an  *' Essay  on  Criticism,"  an 
attempt  made,  for  the  first  time  in  English 
literature,  and  in  the  midst  of  doubts,  per- 
plexities, and  distractions,  of  which  we, 
in  our  position  of  the  idle  heirs  of  that 
age,  can  only  have  a  shadowy  conception, 
to  erect  a  standard  of  judgment  founded 
in  justice  of  thought  and  accuracy  of 
expression.  Nor  will  it  be  denied  that, 
as  a  poem,  the  critical  and  philosophical 
nature  of  the  subjeot  is  enlivened  by  bold, 
brilliant,  and  beautiful  imagery. — Court- 
hope,  William  John,  1889,  The  Life  of 
Alexander  Pope,  Works,  ed.  Elwin  and 
Courthope,  vol.  v,  p.  70. 

Pope  impaired  the  vitality  of  English 
poetry  for  fifty  years  by  his  futile  *'to 
advantage  dressed,"  and  succeeded  in 
teaching  ''a  school  of  dolts  to  smooth, 
inlay,  and  clip,  and  fit,"  as  the  excited 
Keats  has  it.  Horace  is  very  modem,  we 
say ;  we  can  read  him  nowadays  with  great 
comfort,  with  greater  comfort  than  we 
can  get  from  Pope.  Not  only  is  Horace 
nearer  to  us  in  his  ideas  on  language  and 
on  style;  he  understood  criticism  better 
than  did  Pope. — Hale,  Edward  E.,  Jr., 
1897,  The  Classics  (f  Criticism,  The  Dial, 
vol.  22,  p.  246. 

THE  MESSIAH 
1712 

This  is  certainly  the  most  animated  and 
sublime  of  all  authors'  compositions,  and 
it  is  manifestly  owing  to  the  great  original 
which  he  copied.  Perhaps  the  dignity, 
the  energy,  and  the  simplicity  of  the  origi- 
nal, are  in  a  few  passages  weakened  and 
diminished  by  florid  epithets,  and  useless 
circumlocutions. — Warton,  Joseph,  1797, 
ed.  Pope's  Works. 

All  things  considered,  the  "Messiah"  is 
as  fine  and  masterly  a  piece  of  composi- 
tion as  the  English  language,  in  the  same 
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style  of  verse,  can  boast.  I  have  ventured 
to  point  out  a  passage  or  two,  for  they 
are  rare,  where  the  sublimity  has  been 
awakened  by  epithets;  and  I  have  done 
this,  because  it  is  a  fault,  particularly 
with  young  writers,  so  common.  In  the 
most  truly  sublime  images  of  Scripture, 
the  addition  of  a  single  word  would  often 
destroy  their  effect.  It  is  therefore  right 
to  keep  as  nearly  as  possible  to  the  very 
words.  No  one  understood  better  than 
Milton  where  to  be  general,  and  where 
particular;  where  to  adopt  the  very 
expression  of  Scripture,  and  where  it 
was  allowed  to  paraphrase. — Bowles, 
William  Lisle,  1806,  ed.  P&p€%  Works. 

The  flamboyant  style  of  his  ''Messiah" 
is  to  me  detestable :  nothing  can  be  more 
unlike  the  simplicity  of  Christianity.  All 
such,  equally  with  those  by  whatever  hand 
that  would  be  religious  by  being  misera- 
ble, I  reject  at  once,  along  with  all  that 
are  merely  commonplace  religious  exer- 
cises.— Macdonald,  George,  1868,  Eng- 
laruTs  Antiphon,  p,  285. 

Pope  says  he  was  induced  to  subjoin  in 
his  notes  the  passages  he  had  versified  by 
''the  fear  that  he  had  prejudiced  lasAsii 
and  Virgil  by  his  management.''  The 
reputation  of  Isaiah  and  Virgil  was  safe, 
and  no  one  can  doubt  that  his  real  reason 
for  inviting  the  comparison  was  the  belief 
that  he  had  improved  upon  them.  He 
imagined  that  he  had  enriched  the  text  of 
the  prophet,  and  did  not  suspect  that  the 
majesty  and  truth  of  the  original  were 
vitiated  by  his  embroidery. — Elwin,  Whit- 
well,  1871,  ed.,  The  Works  (f  Alexander 
Pope,  Messiah,  vol.  i,  p.  308. 

Pope's  "Messiah"  reads  to  us  like  a 
sickly  paraphrase,  in  which  all  the  majesty 
of  the  original  is  dissipated. — Pattison, 
Mark,  1880,  The  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward, 
vol.  Ill,  p.  60. 

His  "Messiah"  would  sound  grand  to 
us,  if  we  could  for  a  moment  feel  that  he 
felt  it  himself,  or  forget  that  it  was 
copied  from  Virgil's  Pollio. — Poor,  Laura 
Elizabeth,  1880,  Sanskrit  and  its  Kindred 
Literatures,  p,  436. 

It  is  an  admirable  tour  de  force,  and 
should  be  regarded  like  his  "Pastorals" 
as  an  exercise  in  diction  and  versification. 
Though,  by  the  conditions  under  which  he 
has  bound  himself,  he  was  forced  to  lower 
\the  grandeur  of  the  Scripture  language, 
th^  artfulness  with  which  he  adapts  his 


imagery  to  the  Virgilian  manner,  and 
combines  scattered  passages  of  prophecy 
in  a  volume  of  stately  and  sonorous  verse, 
is  deserving  of  high  admiration ;  and  the 
concluding  lines  ascend  to  a  height  not 
unworthy  of  the  original  they  paraphrase. 
— Courthope,  Wiluam  John,  1889,  The 
Life  of  Alexander  Pope,  Works,  ed.  Elvjin 
and  Courthope,  vol.  v,  p.  36. 

RAPE  OF  THE  LOCK 
1712-14 

THE  RAPE  OP  THE  LOCK. 

An  heroi-comical  poem. 

Nolaeram,  Belinda,  taos  violare  capilloe, 
Sed  juvat,  hoc  precibus  me  tribnisse  tnis. 

Mart.  Epigr.  XII.  84. 

Printed  for  Bernard  Lintott,  1712.  8vo. 
—Title  Page  to  First  Edition,  1712, 

How  flames  the  glories  of  Belinda's  hair, 
Made  by  the  Muse  the  envy  of  the  fair! 
Less  shone  the  tresses  Egypt's  prinoess  wore, 
Which  sweet  Oallimachas  so  snng  before. 
Here  courtly  trifles  set  the  world  at  odds, 
Belles  war  with  beaux,  and  whims  descend 

for  gods.  ^ 

The  new  machines,  in  names  of  ridicule,* 
Mock  the  grave  phreuzy  of  the  chemic  fool: 
But  know,  ye  fair,  a  point  concealed  with  art, 
The  Sylphs  and  Gnomes  are  but  a  woman's 

heart. 
The  Graces  stand  in  sight;  a  Satyr  train 
Peeps  o'er  their  head,  and  laughs  behind  the 

scene. 

-t-Parnell,  Thomas,  1717,  To  Mr.  Pope. 

The  stealing  of  Miss  Belle  Ferroor's  hair, 
was  taken  too  seriously,  and  caused  an 
estrangement  between  the  two  families, 
though  they  had  lived  so  long  in  great 
friendship  before.  A  common  acquaint- 
ance and  well-wisher  to  both,  desired  me 
to  write  a  poem  to  make  a  jest  of  it,  and 
laugh  them  together  again.  It  was  with 
thiaview  that  I  wrote  the  ''Rape  of  the 
Lock" ;  which  was  well  receive^  and  had 
its  effect  in  the  two  families. — Nobody 
but  Sir  George  Brown  was  angry,  and  he 
was  a  good  deal  so,  and  for  a  long  time.  He 
could  not  bear,  that  Sir  Plume  should  talk 
nothing  but  nonsense. — Copies  of  the  poem 
got  about,  and  it  was  like  to  be  printed ; 
on  which  I  published  the  first  draught  of 
it  (without  the  machinery),  in  a  Miscellany 
of  Tonson's.  The  machinery  was  added 
afterwards,  to  make  it  look  a  little  more 
considerable,  and  the  scheme  of  adding  it 
was  much  liked  and  approved  of  by  several 
of  my  friends,  and  particularly  by  Dr. 
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Garth:  who,  as  he  was  one  of  the  best 
natured  men  in  the  world,  was  very  fond  of 
it.— Pope,  Alexander,  1737-39,  Sperm's 
Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  147. 

I  have  been  assured  by  a  most  intimate 
friend  of  Mr.  Pope's,  that  the  Peer  in  the 
"Rape  of  the  Lock"  was  Lord  Petre ;  the 
person  who  desired  Mr.  Pope  to  write  it, 
old  Mr.  Caryl,  of  Sussex ;  and  that  what 
was  said  of  Sir  George  Brown  in  it,  was 
the  very  picture  of  the  man. — Spence, 
Joseph,  1737-39,  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p. 
148. 

The  grand  characteristic  of  a  poet  is 
his  invention,  the  surest  distinction  of  a 
great  genius.  In  Mr.  Pope,  nothing  is  so 
truly  original  as  his  ''Rape  of  the  Lock," 
nor  discovers  so  much  invention.  In 
this  kind  of  mock-heroic,  he  is  without  a 
rival  in  our  language,  for  Dryden  has  writ- 
ten nothing  of  the  kind. — Gibber,  Theophi- 
Lus,  1753,  Lives  (f  the  Poets,  vol.  v,  p. 
249. 

This  seems  to  be  Mr.  Pope's  most  fin- 
ished production,  and  is,  perhaps,  the 
most  perfect  in  our  language.  It  exhibits 
stronger  powers  of  imagination,  more  har- 
mony of  numbers,  and  a  greater  knowl- 
edge of  the  world,  than  any  other  of  this 
poet's  works:  and  it  is  probable,  if  our 
country  were  called  upon  to  shew  a  speci- 
men of  their  genius  to  foreigners,  this 
would  be  the  work  here  fixed  upon. — 
Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1767,  The  Beauties  of 
English  Poetry. 

The  most  airy,  the  most  ingenious,  and 
the  most  delightful  of  all  his  compositions. 
•  .  .  To  the  praises  which  have  been 
accumulated  on  "The  Rape  of  the  Lock" 
hy  readers  of  every  class,  from  the  critic 
to  the  waiting-maid,  it  is  difficult  to  make 
any  addition.  Of  that  which  is  universally 
allowed  to  use  the  most  attractive  of  all 
ludicrous  compositions,  let  it  rather  be 
lum  inquired  from  what  sources  the  power 
of  pleasing  is  derived.— Johnson,  Sam- 
UKi,  1779-81,  Pope,  Lives  of  the  English 
Poets. 

"Rs  Pope  who  sweetly  wakes  the  silver  lyre 
7o  melting  notes,  more  musically  clear 
'Huui  Ariel  whisper'd  in  Belinda's  ear. 

-Hayley,  William,  1782,  An  Essay  on 
Epic  Poetry,  ep.  iii. 

In  my  eyes,  the  "Lutrin,"  the  **  Dis- 
pensary," and  the  "Rape  of  the  Lock" 

are  stai^ards  of  grace  and  elegance,  not 
nn 


to  be  paralleled  by  antiquity.  .  .  . 
The  **Rape  of  the  Lock,"  besides  the 
originality  of  great  part  of  the  invention, 
is  a  standard  of  graceful  writing. — Wal- 
POLE,  Horace,  1785,  Letter  to  J.  Pinker- 
ton,  Letters,  ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  viil,  pp. 
565,  566. 

That  exquisite  little  toilet-bottle  of 
essence,  the*'Rapeof  the  Lock." — Hunt, 
Leigh,  1817,  The  Examiner. 

It  is  the  most  exquisite  specimen  of 
filigree  work  ever  invented.  It  is  admira- 
ble in  proportion  as  it  is  made  of  nothing. 
.  .  .  It  is  made  of  gauze  and  silver 
spangles.  The  most  glittering  appearance 
is  given  to  every  thing,  to  paste,  poma- 
tum, billets-doux  and  patches.  Airs, 
languid  airs,  breathe  around ;  the  atmos- 
phere is  perfumed  with  affectation.  A 
toilette  is  described  with  the  solemnity  of 
an  altar  raised  to  the  goddess  of  vanity, 
and  the  history  of  a  silver  bodkin  is  given 
with  all  the  pomp  of  heraldry.  No  pains 
are  spared,  no  profusion  of  ornament,  no 
splendour  of  poetic  diction,  to  set  off  the 
meanest  things.  The  balance  between  the 
concealed  irony  and  the  assumed  gravity 
is  as  nicely  trimmed  as  the  balance  of 
power  in  Europe.  The  little  is  made 
great,  and  the  great  little.  You  hardly 
know  whether  to  laugh  or  weep.  It  is 
the  triumph  of  insignificance,  the  apotheo- 
sis of  foppery  and  folly.  It  is  the  per- 
fection of  the  mock-heroic. — Hazlitt, 
William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the  English 
Poets,  Lecture  iv. 

The  most  exquisite  monument  of  play- 
ful fancy  that  universal  literature  offers. 
— Db  Quincey,  Thomas,  c1838-63,  Pope, 
Works,  ed.  Ma^son,  vol.  iv,  p.  260. 

If  dramatic  pieces  be  left  out  of  the 
question,  the  **  Rape  of  the  Lock"  is  prob- 
ably one  of  the  longest  occasional  poems 
in  any  literature ;  and  yet  French  litera- 
ture itself  may  be  challenged  to  match  the 
sparkling  vivacity  of  its  execution  no  less 
than  the  airy  grace  of  its  plot  and  under- 
plot.—Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1869, 
ed..  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope, 
p.  71,  note. 

Consider  **The  Rape  of  the  Lock"  as  a 
whole ;  it  is  a  buffoonery  in  a  noble  style. 
— Taine,  H.  a.,  1871,  History  qf  English 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  ii,  bk.  iii, 
ch.  vii,  p.  203. 

The  whole  poem  more  truly  deserves 
the  name  of  a  creation  than  anything 
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Pope  ever  wrote.  The  action  is  confined 
to  a  world  of  his  own,  the  supernatural 
agency  is  wholly  of  his  own  contrivance, 
and  nothing  is  allowed  to  overstep  the 
limitations  of  the  subject.  It  ranks  by 
itself  as  one  of  the  purest  works  of  human 
fancy;  whether  that  fancy  be  strictly 
poetical  or  not  is  another  matter.  If 
we  compare  it  with  the  ''Midsummer- 
night's  Dream/'  an  uncomfortable  doubt 
is  suggested.  The  perfection  of  form  in 
the  ''Rape  of  the  Lock"  is  to  me  conclu- 
sive evidence  that  in  it  the  natural  genius 
of  Pope  found  fuller  and  freer  expression 
than  in  any  other  of  his  poems.  The 
others  are  aggregates  of  brilliant  passages 
rather  than  harmonious  wholes. — Lowell, 
James  Russell,  1871-90,  Pope,  Prose 
Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol.  iv,  p.  35. 

No  more  brilliant,  sparkling,  vivacious 
trifle  is  to  be  found  in  our  literature  than 
the  "Rape  of  the  Lock,"  even  in  this  early 
form.  .  .  .  Pope  declared,  and  critics 
have  agreed,  that  he  never  showed  more 
skill  than  in  the  remodelling  of  this  poem ; 
and  it  has  ever  since  held  a  kind  of  recog- 
nized supremacy  amongst  the  productions 
of  the  drawing-room  muse.  .  .  .  The 
successive  scenes  are  given  with  so  firm 
and  clear  a  touch — there  is  such  a  sense 
of  form,  the  language  is  such  a  dexterous 
elevation  of  the  ordinary  social  twaddle 
into  the  mock-heroic,  that  it  is  impossible 
not  to  recognize  a  consummate  artistic 
power.  The  dazzling  display  of  true  wit 
and  fancy  blinds  us  for  the  time  to  the 
want  of  that  real  tenderness  and  humour 
which  would  have  softened  some  hard  pas- 
sages, and  given  a  more  enduring  charm 
to  the  poetry.  It  has,  in  short,  the  merit 
that  belongs  to  any  work  of  art  which 
expresses  in  the  most  finished  form  the 
sentiment  characteristic  of  a  given  social 
phrase ;  one  deficient  in  many  of  the  most 
ennobling  influences,  but  yet  one  in  which 
the  arts  of  converse  represent  a  very  high 
development  of  shrewd  sense  refined  into 
vivid  wit. —Stephen,  Leslie,  1880,  AUx- 
ander  Pope  (Bhiglish  Men  (f  Letters),  pp, 
39,  40,  42. 

Pope's  execution  is  so  clever  as  always 
to  charm  us  even  when  his  subject  is  most 
devoid  of  interest.  The  secret  of  the 
peculiar  fascination  of  "The  Rape  of  the 
Lock"  lies,  I  believe,  not  merely  in  the 
art  and  management,  but  in  the  fact  that 
here,  for  the  first  time.  Pope  is  writing  of 


that  which  he  knew,  of  the  life  he  saw 
and  the  people  he  lived  with.  For  Wind- 
sor Forest,  though  he  lived  in  it,  he  had 
no  eyes;  but  a  drawing-room,  a  fop, 
and  a  belle,  these  were  the  objects  which 
struck  his  young  fancy  when  he  emerged 
from  the  linen-draper's  villa,  and  he  had 
studied  them.— Pattison,  Mark,  1880, 
Tke  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  m,  p.  64. 

I  may  as  well  own  frankly  that  I  am 
unable  to  admire  the  poem.  It  is,  of 
course,  clever,  but  I  fail  to  get  such 
delight  from  its  lines  as  has  rewarded  the 
eminent  men  who  have  written  about  it. 
It  is  impossible  to  avoid  the  thought  that 
patriotism  is  in  part  the  cause  of  this 
admiration.— Perry,  Thomas  Sergeant, 
1883,  English  Literature  in  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  p.  248. 

Blameless  in  its  beauty  and  perfect  in  its 
charm  as  is  that  sovereign  flower  of  social 
satire.— Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles, 
1886,  Miscellanies,  p.  44. 

This  apparently  hazardous  experiment 
was  perfectly  successful,  and  the  "Rape 
of  the  Lock"  became  what  it  remains, 
the  typical  example  of  raillery  in  English 
verse — the  solitary  specimen  of  sustained 
and  airy  grace,  if  it  has  faults,  they  are 
the  faults  of  the  time,  and  not  of  the 
poem,  the  execution  of  which  is  a  marvel 
of  ease,  good  humour,  and  delicate  irony. 
— DoBSON,  Austin,  1888,  Alexander  Pope, 
Scribnefs  Magazine,  vol.  3,  p.  539. 

The  "Rape  of  the  Lock"  stands  as  far 
above  "LeLutrin"  as  the  latter  does 
above  "La  Secchia  Rapita."  .  .  .  The 
style  of  the  "Rape  of  the  Lock"  is  a 
happy  compound  of  the  best  elements  of 
burlesque  in  Tassoni's  and  Boileau's  man- 
ner, with  an  epic  loftiness  which  is  all 
Pope's  own.  ...  In  his  machinery 
Pope  is  neither  driven  like  Tassoni  to 
employ  obsolete  Pagan  mythology,  nor 
like  Boileau  to  resort  to  moral  abstrac- 
tions ;  by  a  supreme  effort  of  invention  he 
has  made  his  supernatural  agents  credible 
to  the  modern  imagination.  Hence  he  has 
successfully  encountered  all  those  difficul- 
ties in  the  way  of  mock-heroic  poet  on 
which  I  h^ve  dwelt  in  the  foregoing  pages. 
A  slight  incident  of  social  life  has  been 
made  the  basis  of  a  well-connected  epic 
narrative ;  the  sayings  and  doings  of  per- 
sons belonging  to  existing  society  are 
invested  with  heroic  dignity;  the  whole 
delicate  creation  breathes  a  justly  diffused 


ALEXANDER  POPE 


163 


moral  air,  which  saves  it  from  the  reproach 
of  triviality,  without  making  it  obtrusively 
didactic.  Pope  has  succeeded  in  embalm- 
ing a  fleeting  episode  of  fashionable  man- 
ners in  a  form  which  can  perish  only  with 
the  English  language. — Courthope,  Wil- 
liam John,  1889,  The  Life  qf  Alexander 
Pope,  Works,  ed.  Elmin  and  Qmrthope,  vol. 
V,  pp.  107,  110,  114. 

**The  Rape  of  the  Lock"  is  very  witty, 
but  through  it  all  don't  you  mark  the 
sneer  of  the  contemptuous,  unmanly  little 
wit,  the  crooked  dandy?  He  jibes  among 
his  compliments;  and  I  do  not  wonder 
that  Mistress  Arabella  Fermor  was  not 
conciliated  by  his  long-drawn  cleverness 
and  polished  lines. — Lang,  Andrew, 
1889,  Letters  on  Literature,  p.  152. 

**The  celebrated  lady  herself, "  the  poet 
wrote,  **is  offended,  and  which  is  stranger, 
not  at  herself  but  me.  Is  not  this  enough 
to  make  a  writer  never  be  tender  of 
another 's  character  or  fame  V '  But  Pope, 
whose  praise  of  women  is  too  often  a  libel 
upon  them,  was  not  as  tender  as  he  ought 
to  have  been  of  the  lady's  reputation. 
The  offence  felt  by  the  heroine  of  the  poem 
is  now  unheeded ;  the  dainty  art  exhibited 
is  a  permanent  delight,  and  our  language 
can  boast  no  more  perfect  specimen  of  the 
poetical  burlesque  than  the  ''Rape  of  the 
Lock."  The  machinery  of  the  sylphs  is 
managed  with  perfect  skill,  and  nothing 
can  be  more  admirable  than  the  charge 
delivered  by  Ariel  to  the  sylphs  to  guard 
Belinda  from  an  apprehended  but  unknown 
danger. — Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age 
<fPape,p.  31. 

It  does  not  seem  to  me  to  furnish  very 
inspiring  reading. — Mtfchell,  Donald 
G.,  1895,  English  Lands  Letters  and 
Kings,  Queen  Anne  and  the  Georges,  p.  89. 

The' most  brilliant  occasional  poem  in 
oar  langroage. — Brooke,  Stopford  A., 
1896,  English  Literature,  p.  184. 

We  may  draw  attention  to  the  fact, 
already  averted  to,  that,  poetic  excellence 
and  merit  altogether  apart,  ''The  Rape 
of  the  Lock"  presents  us  with  the  most 
perfect  picture  in  miniature  possible  of  life 
at  Hampton  Court  during  the  reign  of 
Qaeen  Anne.  We  have  already  cited  at 
the  beginning  of  this  chapter  the  opening 
lines  of  the  third  canto,  beginning  with 
the  words,  ''Close  by  those  meads,"  etc. : 
the  venes  that  follow  them,  with  their 


delicate  irony  on  the  fashionable  frivoli- 
ties of  the  inhabitants  of  Hampton  Court 
at  that  time,  give  us  a  peep  into  the  inte- 
rior social  life  of  the  palace,  than  which 
nothing  could  be  more  vivid.  .  .  .  Thus 
it  comes  about  the  subject-matter  of  these 
pages  is  associated  with  the  most  brilliant 
and  exquisite  mock-heroic  poem  in  the 
English,  or  perhaps  any,  language,  replete 
with  all  the  subtlest  delicacies  of  humour, 
satire,  language,  and  invention,  and  redo- 
lent of  the  refined  and  airy  graces  of  the 
artificial  world  which  it  so  intimately 
describes. — Law,  Ernest,  1897,  Hampton 
Court,  pp.  358,  359. 

Is  Pope's  masterpiece. — Halleck,  Reu- 
ben Post,  1900,  History  of  English 
Literature,  p.  255. 

WINDSOR  FOREST 
1713 

Windsor  Forest.  |  To  the  Right  Hon- 
orable George,  Lord  Landsdown.  |  By  Mr. 
Pope. 

Non  injuasa  cano:  te  nostra,  Vare,  nyricee, 

Te  nemna  omne  canet ;  neo  Phcebo  gratior  uUa  eat, 

Quazn  aibi  qua)  Vari  preescripsit  pagina  nomen  — Virg. 

London :  Printed  for  Bernard  Lintott,  at 
the  Cross-keys,  |  in  Fleet  Street.  | 
— Tttle  Page  of  First  Edition,  1713. 

Mr.  Pope  has  published  a  fine  poem 
called  ** Windsor  Forest."  Read  it. — 
Swift,  Jonathan,  1713,  Journal  to  Stella, 
March  9. 

I  should  have  commended  his  poem  on 
**  Windsor  Forest"  much  more,  if  he  had 
not  served  me  a  slippery  trick ;  for  you 
must  know  I  had  long  since  put  him  upon 
this  subject,  gave  several  hints,  and  at 
last,  when  he  brought  it,  and  read  it,  and 
made  some  little  alterations,  &c.,  not  one 
word  of  putting  in  my  name  till  I  found  it 
in  print. —Trumbull,  Sir  William,  1713, 
Letter  to  Mr.  Bridges,  May  12. 

ODE  ON  ST.  CELIA*S  DAY 
1713 

Many  people  would  like  my  Ode  on 
Music  better,  if  Dryden  had  not  written 
on  that  subject.  It  was  at  the  request  of 
Mr.  Steele  that  I  wrote  mine ;  and  not  with 
any  thought  of  rivalling  that  great  man, 
whose  memory  I  do  and  always  have 
reverenced. — Pope,  Alexander,  1734- 
36,  Spencers  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  119. 

Must  be  reckoned  amongst  his  utter 
failures.-— Stephen,  Lesue,  1880,  Alex- 
ander Pope  (English  Men  qf  Letters), 
p.  196. 
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THE  TEMPLE  OF  FAME 
1714 

The  hint  of  the  following  piece  was 
taken  from  Chaucer's  ''House  of  Fame." 
The  design  is  in  a  manner  entirely 
altered,  the  descriptions  and  most  of  the 
particular  thoughts  my  own :  yet  I  could 
not  suffer  it  to  be  printed  without  this 
acknowledgment,  or  think  of  a  conceal- 
ment of  this  Jiature  the  less  unfair  for 
being  common.  The  reader  who  would 
compare  this  with  Chaucer,  may  begin 
with  his  third  Book  of  Fame,  there  being 
nothing  in  the  two  first  books  that 
answers  to  their  title.  Whenever  any  hint 
is  taken  from  him,  the  passage  itself  is 
set  down  in  the  marginal  notes. — Pope, 
Alexander,  1715,  The  Temple  of  Fame, 
Advertisement. 

It  was  probably  the  similarity  of  taste 
that  induced  Pope  when  young  to  imitate 
several  of  the  pieces  of  Chaucer,  and  in 
particular  to  write  his  **  Temple  of  Fame, " 
one  of  the  noblest,  although  one  of  the 
earliest  of  his  productions.  That  the  hint 
of  the  piece  is  taken  from  Chaucer's 
** House  of  Fame,"  is  suflSciently  obvious, 
yet  the  design  is  greatly  altered,  and  the 
descriptions,  and  many  of  the  particular 
thoughts,  are  his  own;  notwithstanding 
which,  such  is  the  coincidence  and  happy 
union  of  the  work  with  its  prototype,  that 
it  is  almost  impossible  to  distinguish  those 
portions  which  are  originally  Pope's,  from 
those  for  which  he  has  been  indebted  to 
Chaucer.— RoscoE,  William,  1824-47, 
erf..  The  Works  of  Alexander  Pope,  vol,  ii, 
p,  xiv. 

Pope,  who  reproduced  parts  of  the 
** House  of  Fame,"  in  a  loose  paraphrase, 
in  attempting  to  improve  the  construction 
of  Chaucer's  work,  only  mutilated  it. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  Wiluam,  1880,  Chau- 
cer {English  Men  of  Letters),  p,  96. 

One  of  Pope's  least  attractive  pieces. 
—Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  of  Pope, 
p.3S. 

HOMER*S  ILIAD 
1715-20 

I  -am  pleased  beyond  measure  with  your 
design  of  translating  Homer.  The  trials 
you  have  already  made  and  published  on 
some  parts  of  that  author  have  shown  that 
you  are  equal  to  so  great  a  task ;  and  you 
may  therefore  depend  upon  the  utmost 
services  I  can  do  in  promoting  this  work. 


or  anything  that  may  be  for  your  service. 
—Granville,  George  (Lord  Laxs- 
down),  1713,  Letter  to  Alexander  Pope, 
Oct,  21. 

Then  he  [Swift]  instructed  a  young 
nobleman  that  the  best  poet  in  England 
was  Mr.  Pope  (a  Papist),  who  had  begun 
a  translation  of  Homer  into  EInglish  verse, 
''for  which  he  must  have  them  all  sub- 
scribe; for,"  says  he,  ''the  author  shall 
not  begin  to  print  till  I  have  a  thousand 
guineas  for  him." — Kennet,  Bishop,  1713. 
Diary,  Nov, 

I  borrowed  your  Homer  from  the  bishop, 
(mine  is  not  yet  landed),  and  read  it  out 
in  two  evenings.  If  it  pleases  others 
as  well  as  me,  you  have  got  your  end  in 
profit  and  reputation :  yet  I  am  angry  at 
some  bad  rhymes  and  triplets ;  and  pray 
in  your  next  do  not  let  me  have  so  many 
unjustifiable  rhymes  to  war,  and  gods.  I 
tell  you  all  the  faults  I  know,  only  in  one 
or  two  places  you  are  a  little  too  obscure, 
but  I  expected  you  to  be  so  in  one  or  two- 
and-twenty.  .  .  .  Your  notes  are  per- 
fectly good,  and  so  are  your  preface  and 
essay. —Swift,  Jonathan,  1715,  Letter 
to  Pope,  June  28. 

Did  I  not  see  when  thou  first  sett^st  sail 
To  seek  adventures  fair  in  Homer *s  land? 
Did  I  not  see  thy  HJnking  spirits  fail, 
And  wish  thy  bark  had  never  left  the  strand? 
Even  in  mid  ocean  often  didst  thou  quail, 
And  oft  lift  up  thy  holy  eye  and  hand, 
Praying  the  Virgin  dear  and  saintly  choir, 
Back  to  the  port  to  bring  thy  bark  entire. 
Cheer  np,  my  friend !  thy  dangers  now  are 

o'er; 
Methinks, — ^nay,  sore  the  rising  coasts  appear ; 
Hark !  how  the  guns  salute  from  either  shoro. 
As  thy  trim  vessel  cuts  the  Thames  so  fair  : 
Shonts  ansv^ering  shonts  from  Kent  and  Esst-z 

roar, 
And  bells  break  loud  through  every  gost  of 

air: 
Bonfires  do  blaze,  and  bones  and  cleavers 

ring, 
As  at  the  coming  of  some  mighty  king. 
—Gay,  John,  1720,  To  Mr,  Pope,  Welcome 
from  Greece, 

I  have  as  yet  read  only  to  the  end  of 
the  eighth  Iliad;  but,  as  far  as  I  can 
judge,  this  is  one  of  the  finest  translations 
in  the  English  language ;  and,  what  is  very 
extraordinary,  it  appears  to  the  best 
advantage  when  compared  with  the  origi- 
nal. I  have  read  both  carefully  so  far, 
and  written  remarks  as  I  went  along; 
and  I  think  I  can  prove  that  where  Pope 
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has  omitted  one  beauty  he  has  added  or 
improved  four.  .  .  .  — Doddridge, 
Phiup,  1725,  Letter  to  Rev.  NetUeton^ 
Aug.  5. 

Ail  the  crime  that  I  have  committed  is 
saying  that  he  is  no  master  of  Greek ;  and 
I  am  so  confident  of  this,  that  if  he  can 
translate  ten  lines  of  Eustathius  I'll  own 
myself  unjust  and  unworthy. — Broome, 
William,  1727,  Letter  to  Fenton,  June  5. 

In  order  to  sink  in  reputation,  let  him 
take  it  into  his  head  to  descend  into 
Homer  (let  the  world  wonder,  as  it  will, 
how  the  devil  he  got  there),  and  pretend 
to  do  him  into  English,  so  his  version 
denote  his  neglect  of  the  manner  how. — 
Theobald,  Lewis,  1728,  Mises  Journal^ 
March  30. 

Three  times  I've  read  yonr  Iliad  o'er; 
The  first  time  pleas'd  me  well ; 
New  beauties  unobserv  *d  before, 
Next  pleas'd  me  better  still. 
Again  I  tri'd  to  find  a  flaw, 
Examined  ilka  line ; 
The  third  time  pleas'd  me  best  of  a', 
The  labour  seem'd  divine. 
Henceforward  I'll  not  tempt  my  &te, 
On  dazzling  rays  to  stare. 
Lest  I  should  tine  dear  self-conceit, 
And  read  and  write  nae  mair. 

—Ramsay,  Allan,  1728,  To  Mr.  Pope, 
Poems,  Paisley  ed,,  vol.  i,  p.  270. 

The  "Iliad"  took  me  up  six  years;  and 
during  that  time,  and  particularly  the  first 
part  of  it,  I  was  often  under  great  pain 
and  apprehension.  Though  I  conquered 
the  thoughts  of  it  in  the  day,  they  would 
frighten  me  in  the  night. — I  sometimes, 
still,  even  dream  of  being  engaged  in  that 
translation;  and  got  about  half  way 
through  it:  and  being  embarrassed  and 
undei"  dread  of  never  completing  it. — 
Pope,  Alexander,  1742-43,  Spencers  Anec- 
dotes, ed.  Singer,  p.  214. 

They  can  have  no  conception  of  his 
[Homer's]  manner,  who  are  acquainted 
with  him  in  Mr.  Pope's  translation  only. 
An  excellent  poetical  performance  that 
translation  is,  and  faithful  in  the  main  to 
the  original.  In  some  places,  it  may  be 
thought  to  have  even  improved  Homer. 
It  has  certainly  softened  some  of  his  rude- 
nesses, and  added  delicacy  and  grace  to 
some  of  his  sentiments.  But  withal,  it  is 
no  other  than  Homer  modernized.  In  the 
midst  of  the  elegance  and  luxuriancyof 
Mr.  Pope's  language,  we  lose  sight  of  the 


old  bard's  simplicity. — Blair,  Hugh, 
1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetorie  and  Belles- 
Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xliii. 

Pope's  translation  is  a  portrait  endowed 
with  every  merit,  excepting  that  of  like- 
ness to  the  original.  The  verses  of  Pope 
accustomed  my  ear  to  the  sound  of 
poetic  harmony. —Gibbon,  Edward,  1794, 
Memoirs  qf  My  Life  and  Writings. 

To  what  a  low  state  knowledge  of  the 
most  obvious  and  important  phenomena 
had  sunk,  is  evident  from  the  style  in 
which  Dryden  has  executed  a  description 
of  Night  in  one  of  his  Tragedies,  and  Pope 
his  translation  of  the  celebrated  moonlight 
scene  in  the  "Iliad."  A  blind  man,  in  the 
habit  of  attending  accurately  to  descrip- 
tions casually  dropped  from  the  lips  of 
those  around  him,  might  easily  depict 
these  appearances  with  more  truth.  Dry- 
den's  lines  are  vague,  bombastic,  and 
senseless ;  those  of  Pope,  though  he  had 
Homer  to  guide  him,  are  throughout  false 
and  contradictory.  The  verses  of  Dryden, 
once  highly  celebrated,  are  forgotten; 
those  of  Pope  still  retain  their  hold  upon 
public  estimation, — nay,  there  is  not  a 
passage  of  descriptive  poetry,  which  at 
this  day  finds  so  many  and  such  ardent 
admirers.  Strange  to  think  of  an  enthu- 
siast, as  may  have  been  the  case  with 
thousands,  reciting  those  verses  under  the 
cope  of  a  moonlight  sky,  without  having 
his  raptures  in  the  least  disturbed  by  a 
suspicion  of  their  absurdity! — Words- 
worth, Wiluam,  1815,  Poetry  as  a  Study. 

In  the  course  of  one  of  my  lectures,  I 
had  occasion  to  point  out  the  almost  fault- 
less position  and  choice  of  words  in  Pope's 
original  compositions,  particularly  in  his 
Satires,  and  Moral  Essays,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  comparing  them  with  his  transla- 
tion of  Homer,  which  I  do  not  stand  alone 
in  regarding  as  the  main  source  of  our 
pseudo-poetic  diction. — Coleridge,  Sam- 
uel Taylor,  1817,  Biographia  Literaria. 

The  age  of  Pope  was  the  golden  age  of 
poets, — but  it  was  the  pinchbeck  age  of 
poetry.  They  flourished  in  the  sunshine 
of  public  and  private  patronage ;  the  art 
meantime  was  debased,  and  it  continued 
to  be  so  as  long  as  Pope  continued  lord  of 
the  ascendant.  More  injury  was  not  done 
to  the  taste  of  his  countrymen  by  Marino 
in  Italy,  nor  by  Gongora  in  Spain,  than  by 
Pope  in  England.  The  mischief  was 
affected  not  by  his  satrical  and  moral 
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pieces,  for  these  entitled  him  to  the  high- 
est place  among  poets  of  his  class ;  it  was 
by  his  Homer.  There  have  been  other 
versions  as  unfaithful;  but  none  were 
ever  so  well  executed  in  as  bad  a  style ; 
and  no  other  work  in  the  language  so 
greatly  vitiated  the  diction  of  English 
poetry.  Common  readers  (and  the  major- 
ity must  always  be  such)  will  always  be 
taken  by  glittering  faults,  as  larks  are 
caught  by  bits  of  looking-glass;  and  in 
this  meretricious  translation,  the  passages 
that  were  most  unlike  the  original,  which 
were  most  untrue  to  nature,  and  therefore 
most  false  in  taste,  were  precisely  those 
which  were  most  applauded,  and  on  which 
critic  after  critic  dwelt  with  one  cuckoo 
note  of  admiration. — Soothe Y,  Robert, 
1835,  Ldfe  of  Cowper^  vol.  i,  p.  313. 

Chapman's  translation,  with  all  its 
defects,  is  often  exceedingly  Homeric ;  a 
praise  which  Pope  himself  seldom  attained. 
— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt.  ii,  ch.  v, 
par.  73. 

Between  Pope  and  Homer  there  is  inter- 
posed the  mist  of  Pope's  literary  artificial 
manner,  entirely  alien  to  the  plain  natural- 
ness of  Homer's  manner.  ...  In  ele- 
vated passages  he  is  powerful,  as  Homer 
is  powerful,  though  not  in  the  same  way ; 
but  in  plain  narrative,  where  Homer  is 
still  powerful  and  delightful.  Pope,  by  the 
inherent  fault  of  his  style,  is  ineffective 
and  out  of  taste. — Arnold,  Matthew, 
1861,  On  Translating  Homer,  pp,  11,  21. 

Pope's  translations  of  the  Homeric 
poems  are  achievements  not  only  un- 
matched but  unapproached.  His  thorough 
command  over  his  native  tongue  gave  him 
an  active  sense  of  its  capacities  and  its 
deficiencies,  and  therefore  he  took  the 
two  narratives,  each  with  all  its  parts  and 
their  sequence,  but  he  told  the  two  stories 
in  his  own  way.  Passing  his  early  youth 
in  a  heroic  period,  when  the  bells  pealed 
at  short  intervals  for  victory  after  victory, 
he  had  the  best  of  all  possible  opportuni- 
ties for  drinking  in  heroic  sensations; 
and  with  thorough  power  and  efiiciency 
''he  sang  of  battles  and  the  breath  of 
stormy  war  and  violent  death."  His  suc- 
cessors, professing  to  perform  the  same 
work,  and  to  do  it  more  accurately,  have 
in  that  vain  effort  made  repeated  failures. 
— Burton,  John  Hill,  1880,  A  History  of 
the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne,  vol.  in,  p.  245. 


The  Pity  of  it !  And  the  changing  Taste 

Of  changing  Time  leaves  half  your  Work  a 

Waste! 
My  Childhood  fled  your  couplet's  clarion  tone, 
And  sought  for  Homer  in  the  Prose  of  Bohu. 
Still  through  the  Dost  of  that  dim  Prose 

Appears 
The  Flight  of  Arrows  and  the  Sheen  of  Spears ; 
Still  we  may  trace  what  Hearts  heroic  feel, 
And  hear  the  Bronze  that  hortels  on  the 

Steel! 
But,  ah,  yonr  Iliad  seems  a  half -pretence, 
Where  Wits,  not  Heroes,  prove  their  Skill  in 

Pence, 
And  great  Achilles'  Eloquence  doth  show 
As  if  no  Gentanr  trained  him,  but  Boilean ! 

—Lang,  Andrew,  1886,  Letters  to  Dead 
Authors. 

One  hundred  and  seventy  years  have 
since  gone  by,  and  many  attempts  have 
been  made  by  writers  of  distinction  to 
supply  the  admitted  deficiencies  in  Pope's 
work.  Yet  his  translation  of  the  "Iliad'* 
occupies  a  position  in  literature  which  no 
other  has  ever  approached.  It  is  the 
one  poem  of  the  kind  that  has  obtained  a 
reputation  beyond  the  limits  of  the  coun- 
try in  the  language  of  which  it  is  written, 
and  the  only  one  that  has  fascinated  the 
imagination  of  the  unlearned.  Many  an 
English  reader,  to  whom  the  Greek  was 
literally  a  dead  language,  has  followed 
through  it  the  action  of  the  Iliad  with  a 
livelier  interest  than  that  of  the  "Faery 
Queen"  or  of  "Paradise  Lost."  The 
descriptions  of  the  single  combats  and  the 
funeral  games  have  delighted  many  a 
schoolboy,  who  has  perhaps  revolted  with 
an  equally  intense  abhorrence  from  the 
syntax  of  the  original.— Courthope, 
WiLUAM  John,  1889,  The  Life  of  Alexander 
Pope,  Works,  ed.  Elvrin  and  Courthope,  vol. 
v,  p.  162. 

Many  scholars  and  many  poets  have 
scoffed  at  his  translations  of  Homer,  but 
generations  of  English  schoolboys  have 
learned  to  love  the  "Iliad"  because  of  the 
way  in  which  Pope  has  told  them  the 
story,  and  as  to  the  telling  of  a  story  the 
judgment  of  a  schoolboy  sometimes  counts 
for  more  than  the  judgment  of  a  sage. 
Pope's  "Iliad"  and  "Odyssey"  are 
certainly  not  for  those  who  can  read  the 
great  originals  in  their  own  tongue,  or 
even  for  those  who  have  a  taste  strong 
and  refined  enough  to  enjoy  the  severe 
fidelity  of  a  prose  translation.  But  Pope 
has  brought  the  story  of  Achilles'  wrath, 
and  Helen's  pathetic  beauty,  and  Hector's 
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fall,  and  Priam's  aphony  home  to  the  hearts 
of  millions  for  whom  they  would  otherwise 
have  no  life. — McCarthy,  Justin,  1890,  A 
History  of  the  Four  Georges^  vol.  ii,  p,  262. 

We  may  add  that  neither  its  false  glitter 
nor  Pope's  inability — shared  in  great 
measure  with  every  translator — to  catch 
the  spirit  of  the  original,  can  conceal  the 
sustained  power  of  this  brilliant  work. 
Its  merit  is  the  more  wonderful  since  the 
poet's  knowledge  of  Greek  was  extremely 
meagre,  and  he  is  said  to  have  been  con- 
stantly indebted  to  earlier  translations. 
Gibbon  said  that  his  ''Homer"  had  every 
merit  except  that  of  faithfulness  to  the 
original ;  and  Pope,  could  he  have  heard 
it,  might  well  have  been  satisfied  with  the 
verdict  of  Gray,  a  great  scholar  as  well 
as  a  great  poet,  that  no  other  version 
would  ever  equal  his.  All  that  has  been 
hitherto  said  with  regard  to  Pope  and 
Homer  relates  to  his  version  of  the 
''Iliad."  On  that  he  expended  his  best 
powers,  and  on  that  it  is  evident  he 
bestowed  infinite  pains. — Dennis,  John, 
1894,  2%6  Age  of  Pope,  p.  37. 

His  translation  of  Homer  resembles 
Homer  as  much  as  London  resembles  Troy, 
or  Marlborough  Achilles,  or  Queen  Anne 
Hecuba.  It  is  done  with  great  literary 
art,  but  for  that  very  reason  it  does  not 
make  us  feel  the  simplicity  and  directness 
of  his  original.  It  has  neither  the  manner 
nor  the  spirit  of  the  Greek,  just  as  Pope's 
descriptions  of  nature  have  neither  the 
manner  nor  the  spirit  of  nature. — Brooke, 
Stopford  a.,  1896,  English  Literature,  p. 
186, 

He  could  not  have  turned  out  a  true 
translation,  indeed,  when  his  lack  of  Greek 
learning  tlurew  him  back  upon  French  and 
Latin  versions,  upon  earlier  EInglish  trans- 
lations, or  upon  assistance  of  more  schol- 
arly but  less  poetic  friends.  He  worked 
from  a  Homer  minus  Homer's  force  and 
freedom,  a  Homer  ornamented  with 
epigrams  to  suit  the  taste  of  the  age. 
His  tools  were  a  settled  diction  and  a 
ready-made  style,  regular,  neat,  and  terse. 
The  result  could  never  have  been  Homer, 
but  it  is  an  English  poem  of  sustained 
vivacity  and  emphasis,  a  fine  epic  as  epics 
went  in  the  days  of  Anne — "A  very  pretty 
poem,  Mr.  Pope,  but  not  Homer. " — Price, 
Warwick  James,  1896,  erf.,  The  Iliad  of 
HomeTf  Books  i,  vi,  xxii  and  xxiv,  Intro- 
duetioUfP.  11. 


Although  Pope  has  also  a  certain 
rapidity  of  movement,  it  is  not  the  smooth, 
subtly-varied  swiftness  of  Homer,  but  a 
jogging  and  rather  monotonous  briskness. 
He  impedes  the  progress  of  the  action, 
even  in  his  translation,  by  introducing 
reflective  phrases,  fanciful  asides,  and 
lingering  appreciation  of  passages  elab- 
orated for  their  own  sakes,  to  their  detri- 
ment as  humble  parts  of  a  swift  narrative. 
His  eye  is  not  fixed  clearly  on  the  moving 
objects,  but  on  the  thoughts  and  feelings 
he  lets  them  suggest.— Gentner,  Phiup, 
1899,  Introdwction  to  Pop^s  Iliad,  p.  xi. 

ODYSSEY 
1726 

I  think  I  need  not  recommend  to  you 
further  the  necessity  of  keeping  this 
whole  matter  to  yourself,  as  I  am  very 
sure  Fenton  has  done,  lest  the  least  air 
of  it  prejudice  with  the  town.  But  if  you 
judge  otherwise,  I  do  not  prohibit  you 
taking  to  yourself  your  due  share  of  fame. 
Take  your  choice  also  in  that.  .  .  .  The 
public  is  both  an  unfair  and  a  silly  judge 
unless  it  be  trepanned  into  justice. — 
Pope,  Alexander,  1724,  Letter  to  Broome, 
Nov. 

Pope's  "Homer's  Odyssey,"  surely  a 
very  false,  and  though  ingenious  and 
talented,  yet  bad  translation. — Carlyle, 
Thomas,  1831,  Note  Book,  Life  by  Froude, 
vol.  II,  p.  78. 

He  made  over  3500£.  after  paying 
Broome  500£.  (including  100£.  for  notes) 
and  Fenton  200£. — that  is,  50£.  a  book. 
The  rate  of  pay  was  as  high  as  the  work 
was  worth,  and  as  much  as  it  would  fetch 
in  the  open  market.  The  large  sum  was 
entirely  due  to  Pope's  reputation,  though 
obtained,  so  far  as  the  true  authorship 
was  concealed  upon  something  like  falsa 
pretences.  Still,  we  could  have  wished 
that  he  had  been  a  little  more  liberal  with 
his  share  of  the  plunder.  .  .  .  The 
shares  of  the .  three  colleagues  in  the 
Odyssey  are  not  to  be  easily  distinguished 
by  internal  evidence.  On  trying  the 
experiment  by  a  cursory  reading,  I  con- 
fess (though  a  critic  does  not  willingly 
admit  his  fallibility)  that  I  took  some  of 
Broome's  work  for  Pope's,  and,  though 
closer  study  or  an  acuter  perception  might 
discriminate  more  accurately,  I  do  not 
think  that  the  distinction  would  be  easy. 
This  may  be  taken  to  confirm  the  common 
theory  that  Pope's  versification  was  a  mere 
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mechanical  trick.  Without  admitting 
this,  it  most  be  admitted  that  the  external 
characteristics  of  his  manner  were  easily 
caught;  and  that  it  was  not  hard  for  a 
clever  versifier  to  produce  something 
closely  resembling  his  inferior  work, 
especially  when  following  the  same  origi- 
nal. But  it  may  be  added  that  Pope's 
Odyssey  was  really  inferior  to  the  Iliad, 
both  because  his  declamatory  style  is 
more  out  of  place  in  its  romantic  narra- 
tive, and  because  he  was  weary  and 
languid,  and  glad  to  turn  his  fame  to 
account  without  more  labour  than  neces- 
sary.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1880,  Alexander 
Pope  (English  Men  of  Letters),  pp.  79,  80. 

ELOISA  TO  ABELARD 
1717 

Abelard  and  Eloisa  flourished  in  the 
tweliFth  century;  they  were  two  of  the 
most  distinguished  persons  of  their  age  in 
learning    and    beauty,  but    for    nothing 
more  famous  than  for  their  unfortunate 
passion.     After  a  long  course  of  calami- 
ties, they   retired    each    to    a   several 
Convent,  and  consecrated  the  remainder 
of  their  days  to  religion.     It  was  many 
years  after  this  separation,  that  a  letter 
of  Abelard's  to  a  Friend,  which  contained 
the  history  of  his  misfortune,  fell  into  the 
hands  of  Eloisa.     This  awakening  all  her 
Tenderness,  occasioned  those  celebrated 
letters  (out  of  which  the  following  is 
partly  extracted)  which  gives  so  lively  a 
picture   of  the  struggles  of  grace  and 
nature,  virtue  and  passion. — Pope,  Alex- 
ander, 1717,  Eloisa  to  Abelard,  Argument. 
O  Abelard,  ill-fated  yonth, 
Thy  tale  will  justify  this  truth: 
Bn(  well  I  weet,  thy  cruel  wrong 
Adorns  a  nobler  poet*s  song. 
Dan  Pope,  for  thy  misfortune  grieved, 
With  kind  concern  and  skill  has  weaved 
A  silken  web ;  and  ne'er  shall  fade 
Its  colours ;  gently  has  he  laid 
The  mantle  o*er  thy  sad  distress: 
And  Venus  shall  the  texture  bless. 
He  o*er  the  weeping  nun  has  drawn 
Such  artful  folds  of  sacred  lawn; 
That  love,  with  equal  grief  and  pride, 
Shall  see  the  crime  he  strives  to  hide ; 
And,  softly  drawing  back  the  veil, 
The  god  shall  to  his  votaries  teU 
Each  conscious  tear,  each  blushing  grace, 
That  deck*d  dear  Eloisa's  face. 

— Prior,  Matthew,  1718,  >lZwia.  Canto  IL 

The  harmony  of  numbers  in  this  poem 
is  very  fine.     It  is  rather  drawn  out  to 


too  tedious  a  length,  although  the  passions 
vary  with  great  judgment.  It  may  be 
considered  as  superior  to  anything  in  the 
epistolary  way ;  and  the  many  translations 
which  have  been  made  of  it  into  the 
modem  languages  are  in  some  measure  a 
proof  of  this. — Goldsmith,  Ouver,  1767, 
ITie  Beauties  of  English  Poetry. 

The  epistle  of  ''Eloise  to  Abelard"  is 
one  of  the  most  happy  productions  of 
human  wit ;  the  subject  is  so  judiciously 
chosen,  that  it  would  be  difficult,  in  turn- 
ing over  the  annals  of  the  world,  to  find 
another  which  so  many  circumstances 
concur  to  recommend.  — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Pope,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Mr.  Pope's  "Eloisa  to  Abelard"  is  such 
a  ehef-d^cBuvre  that  nothing  of  the  kind 
can  be  relished  after  it.  Yet  it  is  not  the 
story  itself,  nor  the  sympathy  it  excites 
in  us,  as  Dr.  Johnson  would  have  us  think, 
that  constitutes  the  principal  merit  in 
that  incomparable  poem.  It  is  the  happy 
use  he  has  made  of  the  monastic  gloom  of 
the  Paraclete,  and  of  what  I  will  call 
papistical  machinery,  which  gives  it  its 
capital  charm,  so  that  I  am  almost  inclined 
to  wonder  (if  I  could  wonder  at  any  of 
that  writer's  criticisms)  that  he  did  not 
take  notice  of  this  beauty,  as  his  own 
superstitious  turn  certainly  must  have 
given  him  more  than*a  sufficient  relish  for 
it.— Mason,  Wiluam,  1788,  Life  of  Will- 
iam Whitehead,  p.  SO. 

It  is  fine  as  a  poem;  it  is  finer  as  a 
piece  of  high-wrought  eloquence.  No 
woman  could  be  supposed  to  write  a  better 
love-letter  in  verse.  Besides  the  rich- 
ness of  the  historical  materials,  the  high 
gusto  of  the  original  sentiments  which 
Pope  had  to  work  upon,  there  were  per- 
haps circumstances  in  his  own  situation 
which  made  him  enter  into  the  subject 
with  even  more  than  a  poet's  feeling. 
The  tears  shed  are  drops  gushing  from 
the  heart;  the  words  are  burning  sighs 
breathed  from  the  soul  of  love.  Perhaps 
the  poem  to  which  it  bears  the  greatest 
similarity  in  our  language  is  Dryden's 
*'Tancred  and  Sigismunda,"  taken  from 
Boccaccio.  Pope's  "Eloise"  will  bear 
this  comparison ;  and  after  such  a  test,  with 
Boccaccio  for  the  original  author,  and 
Dryden  for  the  translator,  it  need  shrink 
from  no  other. — Hazutt,  Wiluam,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Poets,  Lecture  iv. 

He  has  rendered  this  one  of  the  most 
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impressive  poems  of  which  love  is  the 
subject ;  as  it  is  likewise  the  most  finished 
of  all  his  works  of  equal  length,  in  point 
of  language  and  versification. — Aikin, 
John,  1820,  Select  Works  0/  the  British 
Poets. 

Had  Pope  never  written  but  this  poem, 
it  should  suffice  to  render  him  immortal, 
for  all  the  united  efforts  of  art  and  study, 
—of  perseverance  and  toil, — could  never 
have  produced  it,  devoid  of  that  exquisite 
sensibility,  without  which  no  poet  ever 
excelled  in  the  pathetic. — M'Dermot, 
Martin,  1824,  The  Beauties  of  Modem 
Literature^  p.  xxi. 

1  read  it  again,  and  am  bored :  this  is 
not  as  it  ought  to  be;  but,  in  spite  of 
myself,  I  yawn,  and  I  open  the  original 
letters  of  Eloisa  to  find  the  cause  of  my 
weariness.  .  .  .  Declamation  and 
commonplace;  she  sends  Abelard  dis- 
courses on  love  and  the  liberty  which  it 
demands,  on  the  cloister  and  peaceful  life 
which  it  affords,  on  writing  and  the 
advantages  of  the  post.  Antitheses  and 
contrasts,  she  forwards  them  to  Abelard 
by  the  dozen;  a  contrast  between  the 
convent  illuminated  by  his  presence  and 
desolate  by  his  absence,  between  the 
tranquillity  of  the  pure  nun  and  the 
anxiety  of  the  culpable  nun,  between  the 
dream  of  human  happiness  and  the  dream 
of  divine  happiness.  In  fine,  it  is  a 
bravura  with  contrasts  of  forte  and  piano, 
variations  and  change  of  key.  Eloisa 
makes  the  most  of  her  theme,  and  sets 
herself  to  crowd  into  it  all  the  powers  and 
effects  of  her  voice.  Admire  the  crescendo, 
the  shakes  by  which  she  ends  her  brilliant 
moreeaux.  .  .  .  Observe  the  noise  of 
the  big  drum,  I  mean  the  grand  contriv- 
ances, for  so  may  be  called  all  that  a 
person  says  who  wishes  to  rave  and  can- 
not ..  .  This  kind  of  poetry 
resembles  cookery;  neither  heart  nor 
genius  is  necessary  to  produce  it,  but  a 
light  hand,  an  attentive  eye,  and  a  culti- 
vated taste.— Taine,  H.  A,,  1871,  History 
<f  English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  voL, 
u,  bk.  ill,  eh.  vii,  pp.  200,  201,  202. 

Pope  always  resembles  an  orator  whose 
geetores  are  studied,  and  who  thinks, 
while  he  is  speaking,  of  the  fall  of  his 
robes,  and  the  attitude  of  his  hands.  He 
18  throughoat  academical;  and  though 
knowing  with  admirable  nicety  how  grief 
dwald  be  represented,  and  what  have  been 


the  expedients  of  his  best  predecessors, 
he  misses  the  one  essential  touch  of  spon- 
taneous impulse.  One  other  blemish  is 
perhaps  more  fatal  to  the  popularity  of 
the  '* Eloisa."  There  is  a  taint  of  some- 
thing unwholesome  and  effeminate.  Pope, 
it  is  true,  is  only  following  the  language 
of  the  original  in  the  most  offensive  pas- 
sages ;  but  we  see  too  plainly  that  he  has 
dwelt  too  fondly  upon  those  passages,  and 
worked  them  up  with  especial  care.  We 
need  not  be  prudish  in  our  judgment  of 
impassioned  poetry;  but  when  the  pas- 
sion has  this  false  ring,  the  ethical  coin- 
cides with  the  aesthetic  objection. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1880,  Akxander  Pope 
(English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  38. 

The  ''Elegy  on  the  Unfortunate  Lady" 
is  good,  but  I  do  not  find  much  human 
feeling  in  him,  except  perhaps  in  "Eloisa 
to  Abelard." — Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord, 
1883,  &mie  OrUicism  on  Poets,  Memoirs 
by  his  Son,  vol.  11,  p.  287, 

His  "Eloisa,"  splendid  as  is  its  dic- 
tion, and  vigorous  though  be  the  portrayal 
of  the  miserable  creature  to  whom  the 
poem  relates,  most  certainly  lacks  "a 
gracious  somewhat,"  whilst  no  less  cer- 
tainly is  it  marred  by  a  most  unfeeling 
coarseness.  A  poem  about  love  it  may 
be — a  love  poem  it  is  not. — Birrell, 
Augustine,  1887,  Obiter  Dicta,  Second 
Series,  p.  106. 

In  the  "Eloisa  to  Abelard"  there  is 
undoubtedly  much  that  no  longer  rings 
true  to  the  modern  ear ;  there  are  passages 
here  and  there  which  it  is  difficult  to  think 
of  as  having  ever  rung  true  to  the  ear  of 
any  man,  even  to  that  of  the  poet  himself ; 
there  are  lines  in  it,  though  but  a  few, 
which  are  of  a  taste  that  never  could  be 
otherwise  than  false  and  unsound  in  any 
poet  of  any  age ;  it  contains  at  least  one 
line  of  which  we  can  agree  with  Mr. 
Swinburne  in  thinking  that  "no  woman 
could  read  it  without  a  blush,  nor  any 
man  without  a  laugh."  Yet  he  who  can 
read  its  last  hundred  lines,  with  the 
struggle  between  love  and  devotion  thrill- 
ing and  throbbing  through  them,  and  not 
hear  in  them  the  true  note,  the  unmistak- 
able cry  of  human  passion,  uttered  as  only 
poetry  can  give  it  utterance,  may  rest 
assured  that  his  natural  sympathies  and 
sentiments  have  been  dwarfed  and  sophis- 
ticated by  theory,  and  that  from  dogma- 
tizing overmuch  about  what  poetry  ought 
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to  be  he  has  blunted  some  of  the  sensibili- 
ties which  should  tell  him  what  poetry  is. 
—Traill,  H.  D.,  1889,  Pope,  The  National 
Review,  vol.  14,  p.  497. 

It  is  unique  in  English  literature  for 
passionate  eloquence  of  language  and  for 
melody  of  numbers.  As  his  imagination 
dwelt  upon  the  figure  of  Heloise  in  her 
devotion  and  her  despair,  as  he  pictured 
to  himself  the  conflict  in  her  soul  between 
religious  feeling  and  the  memory  of 
earthly  passion,  he  poured  his  whole  soul 
into  his  dramatic  creation. — Courthope, 
William  John,  1889,  The  Life  of  Alexander 
Pope,  Works,  erf.  Eltoin  and  Courthope, 
vol.  V,  p.  135. 

A  mystery  surrounds  the  **  Elegy" — 
we  do  not  know  the  circumstances  by 
which  it  was  conceived ;  but  the  warmth 
of  '"Eloisa"  may  be  largely  explained  on 
purely  personal  grounds,  which  fact,  of 
course,  robs  it  of  much  of  its  significance 
as  an  index  to  Pope's  general  taste  in 
poetry.  No  one  who  reads  Pope's  corre- 
spondence with  Lady  Mary  can  avoid  the 
conclusion  that  the  poet  embodied  in  this 
Epistle  much  of  his  own  sentimental  long- 
ings; for  Pope's  attitude  toward  the 
brilliant  society  woman  was  certainly 
more  than  that  of  conventional  gallantry. 
—Phelps,  Wiluam  Lyon,  1893,  The 
Beginnings  of  the  English  Romantic  Move- 
ment, p.  24. 

EDITION  OF  SHAKESPEARE 

1725 
If  aught  on  earth,  when  once  this  breath  is 

fled, 
With  human  transport  touch   the   mighty 

dead, 
Shakespear,    rejoice!    his    hand   thy   page 

refines; 
Now  ev*ry   scene   with   native   brightness 

shines; 
Just   to   thy   fame   he   gives   thy  genuine 

thonght ; 
So  Tnlly  published  that  Lucretius  wrote ; 
Pruned  by  his  care,  thy  laurels  loftier  grow, 
And  bloom  afresh  on  thy  immortal  brow. 

— Broome,  William,  1726,  To  Mr.  Pope. 

He  [Pope]  never  valued  himself  upon  it 
enough  to  mention  it  in  any  letter,  poem, 
or  other  work  whatsoever. — Ayrb,  Wil- 
liam, 1745,  Memoirs  of  Pope,  vol.  ii,  p.  15. 

Mr.  Pope  discharged  his  duty  so  well, 
as  to  make  his  editions  the  best  founda- 
tion for  all  future  improvements. — War- 
burton,  WiLLUM,  1747,  ed.  Shakspeare, 
Prtface. 


Pope,  in  his  edition,  undoubtedly  did 
many  things  wrong,  and  left  many  things 
undone ;  but  let  him  not  be  defrauded  of 
his  due  praise.  He  was  the  first  that 
knew,  at  least  the  first  that  told,  by  what 
helps  the  text  might  be  improved.  If  he 
inspected  the  early  editions  negligently, 
he  taught  others  to  be  more  accurate.  In 
his  preface  he  expanded  with  great  skill 
and  elegance  the  character  which  had 
been  given  to  Shakespeare  by  Dryden; 
and  he  drew  the  public  attention  upon  his 
works,  which,  though  often  mentioned, 
had  been  little  read. — Johnson,  Saml^l, 
1779-81,  Pope,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Pope  asserts,  that  he  [Shakspeare] 
wrote  both  better  and  worse  than  any 
other  man.  All  the  scenes  and  passages 
which  did  not  suit  the  littleness  of  his 
taste,  he  wished  to  place  to  the  account 
of  interpolating  players;  and  he  was  in 
the  right  road,  had  his  opinion  been  taken, 
of  mangling  Shakspeare  in  a  most  dis- 
graceful manner.— ScHLEGEL,  Augustus 
William,  1809,  Dramatic  Art  and  Lvtera- 
ture,  tr.  Black. 

Pope  would  have  given  us  a  mutilated 
Shakespeare !  but  Pope,  to  satisfy  us  that 
he  was  not  insensible  to  the  fine  passages 
of  Shakespeare,  distinguished  by  inverted 
commas  all  those  which  he  approved ! — so 
that  Pope  thus  furnished  for  the  first  time 
what  have  been  called  'Hhe  beauties  of 
Shakespeare'' !  But,  amid  such  a  disfig- 
ured text,  i\iQ  faults  of  Shakespeare  must 
have  been  too  apparent !  Pope  but  par- 
tially relished,  and  often  ill  understood, 
his  Shakespeare;  yet,  in  the  liveliest  of 
prefaces,  he  offers  the  most  vivid  delinea- 
tion of  our  great  bard's  (/enerai  character- 
istics. The  genius  of  Shakespeare  was  at 
once  comprehended  by  his  brother  poet ; 
but  the  text  he  was  continually  tampering 
with  ended  in  a  fatal  testimony,  that 
POPE  had  no  congenial  taste  for  the  style, 
the  manner,  and  the  whole  native  drama, 
of  England. — Disraeli,  Isaac,  1841, 
Shakespeare,  Amenities  of  Literature. 

His  Preface  is  a  masterly  composition, 
containing  many  just  views  elegantly 
expressed.  The  criticism  is  neither  pro- 
found nor  original ;  but  there  is  a  tone  of 
quiet  sense  about  it  which  shows  that 
Pope  properly  appreciated  Shakspere's 
general  excellence.  He  believes,  in  com- 
mon with  most  of  his  time,  that  this  excel- 
lence was  attained  by  intuition,  and  that 
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the  finest  results  were  produced  by  felici- 
tous accidents.— Knight,  Charles,  1849, 
Studies  in  Shxikspere, 

This  was,  perhaps,  the  first  decided  fail- 
are  in  any  of  the  publications  by  Pope. 
He  was  deficient  in  some  important  requi- 
sites for  the  task  he  had  undertaken. 
The  irksome  but  necessary  duty  of  colla- 
tion was  indifferently  performed;  he 
wanted  patience,  and  he  could  not  com- 
mand all  the  early  copies.  He  was  not 
sufficiently  read  in  the  literature  of  Shak- 
speare's  contemporaries,  and  thus  missed 
many  points  of  illustration  confirming  or 
elucidatinjs^  the  text.  He  also  somewhat 
arbitrarily  and  unwarrantably  altered  or 
suppressed  lines  and  passages,  which  he 
conceived  to  have  been  interpolated  or 
vitiated  by  the  players  and  transcribers. 
— Carruthers,  Robert,  1853-57,  The 
Life  qf  Alexander  Pope,  p,  231. 

Rowe  was  succeeded,  as  an  editor  of 
Shakespeare,  by  Pope,  who  published  a 
superb  edition,  in  six  volumes,  quarto,  in 
1725.  Pope,  like  most  of  those  authors 
of  eminence  in  other  departments  of  liter- 
ature, who  have  undertaken  to  regulate 
the  text  of  Shakespeare,  made  a  very 
poor  editor.  He  used  the  quartos  some- 
what to  the  advantage,  but  more  to  the 
detriment  of  his  author ;  foisting  into  the 
text  that  which  Shakespeare  himself  had 
rejected.  He  gave  us  a  few  good,  and 
several  very  pretty  and  plausible  conject- 
ural emendations  of  typographical  errors ; 
but  he  added  to  these  so  many  which  were 
only  exponents  of  his  own  conceit  and 
want  of  kindred  appreciation  of  Shake- 
speare's genius,  that  his  text,  as  a  whole, 
is  one  of  the  poorest  which  remain  to  us. 
—White,  Richard  Grant,  1854,  Shake- 
gpeare^s  Scholar ^  p,  9. 

With  a  few  happy  emendations,  and 
with  a  singularly  interesting  and  well- 
written  Preface,  begins  and  ends  all  that 
is  of  any  value  in  Pope's  work  as  an 
editor  of  Shakspeare.  For  the  correc- 
tion of  the  text  he  did  as  little  as  Rowe. 
To  its  corruption  he  contributed  more 
than  any  other  eighteenth-century  editor, 
with  the  exception,  perhaps,  of  Warbur- 
ton.  He  professed  to  have  based  his  text 
on  a  carefiil  collation  of  the  quartos  and 
folios.  Nothing  can  be  more  certain  than 
that  his  text  is  based  simply  on  Rowe's, 
and  that  he  seldom  troubled  himself  to 
consult  either  the  quartos  or  the  folios. 


In  **  correction"  his  process  is  simple.  If 
he  cannot  understand  a  word,  he  substi- 
tutes a  word  which  he  can :  if  a  phrase  is 
obscure  to  him,  he  rewrites  it.— Collins, 
John  Churton,  1895,  The  Parson  of  Shak- 
spearan  Critidsm,  Essays  and  Studies, 
p.  295. 

Pope  had  few  qualifications  for  the  task, 
and  the  venture  was  a  commercial  failure. 
.  .  .  His  innovations  are  numerous, 
and  are  derived  from  "his  private  sense 
and  conjecture,  "but  they  are  often  plausi- 
ble and  ingenious.  He  was  the  first  to 
indicate  the  place  of  each  new  scene,  and 
he  improved  on  Rowe's  subdivision  of  the 
scenes. — Lee,  Sidney,  1900,  Shakespeare^ s 
Life  and  Works,  p.  175. 

THE  DUNCLAD 
1728-48 


The  I  Dunciad  |  An  Heroic  Poem  |  In 
Three  Books.  |  Dublin  j  Printed,  London 
Re  I  printed  for  A.  Dodd.  1728.— Title 
Page  to  First  Edition,  1728,  May  28. 

There  is  a  general  outcry  against  that 
part  of  the  poem  which  is  thought  an 
abuse  on  the  Duke  of  Chandos.  Other 
parts  are  quarrelled  with  as  obscure  and 
inharmonious ;  and  I  am  told  that  there  is 
an  advertisement  that  promises  a  publica- 
tion of  Mr.  Pope's  Epistle  verified.  .  .  . 
I  am  surprised  Mr.  Pope  is  not  weary  of 
making  enemies. — Delany,  Patrick,1731, 
Letter  to  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  Dee.  23, 
Hanmer's  Correspondence,  p.  217. 

On  the  12th  of  March,  1729,  at  St. 
James's,  that  poem  was  presented  to  the 
King  and  Queen  (who  had  before  been 
pleased  to  read  it)  by  the  Right  Honoura- 
ble Sir  Robert  Walpole:  and  some  days 
after  the  whole  impression  was  taken  and 
dispersed  by  several  noblemen  and  persons 
of  the  first  distinction.  It  is  certainly 
a  true  observation,  that  no  people  are  so 
impatient  of  censure  as  those  who  are  the 
greatest  slanderers:  which  was  wonder- 
fully exemplified  on  this  occasion.  On 
the  day  the  book  was  first  vended,  a  crowd 
of  authors  besieged  the  shop ;  entreaties, 
advices,  threats  of  law,  and  battery,  nay, 
cries  of  treason  were  all  employed,  to 
hinder  the  coming  out  of  the  **  Dunciad ;' ' 
on  the  other  side,  the  booksellers  and 
hawkers  made  is  great  efforts  to  procure 
it:  what  could  a  few  poor  authors  do 
against  so  great  a  majority  as  the  public  ? 
There  was  no  stopping  a  torrent  with  a 
finger,  so  out  it  came.    Some  false  editions 
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of  the  book  having  an  owl  in  their  front- 
ispiece, the  true  one,  to  distinguish  it, 
fixed  in  its  stead  an  ass  laden  with  authors. 
Then  another  surreptitious  one  being 
printed  with  the  same  ass,  the  new  edition 
in  octavo  returned  for  distinction  to  the 
owl  again.  Hence  arose  a  great  contest 
of  booksellers  against  booksellers,  and 
advertisements  against  advertisements; 
some  recommend^  the  '' Edition  of  the 
Owl,"  and  others  the  '* Edition  of  the 
Ass;''  by  which  names  they  came  to  be 
distinguished,  to  the  great  honour  also  of 
the  gentlemen  of  the '•Dunciad."— Sav- 
age, Richard,  1732,  Aeeount  of  the  Dun- 
ciad. 

The  Dunciad  cost  me  as  much  pains  as 
anything  I  ever  wrote. — Pope,  Alexan- 
der, 1734-36,  Spencers  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p,  107. 

It  was  a  victory  over  a  parcel  of  poor 
wretches,  whom  it  was  almost  cowardice 
to  conquer.  A  man  might  as  wel  1  triumph 
for  having  killed  so  many  silly  flies  that 
offended  him.  Could  he  have  let  them 
alone,  by  this  time,  poor  souls !  they  had 
all  been  buried  in  oblivion. — Gibber,  Col- 
ley,  1742,  Letter  to  Mr.  Pope,  July  7,  p. 
12. 

The  fifth  volume  contains  a  corrector 
and  completer  edition  of  the  Dunciad  than 
hath  been  hitherto  published,  of  which, 
at  present,  I  have  only  this  further  to  add, 
that  it  was  at  my  request  he  laid  the  plan 
of  a  fourth  book.  I  often  told  him,  it 
was  a  pity  so  fine  a  poem  should  remain 
disgraced  by  the  meanness  of  its  subject, 
the  most  insignificant  of  all  dunces, — bad 
rhymers  and  malevolent  cavilhrs ;  that  he 
ought  to  raise  and  ennoble  it  by  pointing 
his  satire  against  the  most  pernicious  of 
all, — minute  philosophers  and  free-think- 
ers. I  imagined,  too,  it  was  for  the  inter- 
est of  religion  to  have  it  known,  that  so 
great  a  genius  had  a  due  abhorrence  of 
these  pests  of  virtue  and  society.  He 
came  readily  into  my  opinion ;  but,  at  the 
same  time,  told  me  it  would  create  him 
many  enemies.  He  was  not  mistaken,  for 
though  the  terror  of  his  pen  kept  them 
for  some  time  in  respect,  yet  on  his  death 
they  rose  with  unrestrained  fury  in  numer- 
ous coffee-house  tales,  and  Grub  Street 
libels.  The  plan  of  this  admirable  satire 
was  artfully  contrived  to  show,  that  the 
follies  and  defects  of  a  fashionable  educa- 
tion naturally  led  to,  and  necessarily  ended 


in,  freethinking,  with  design  to  point  out 
the  only  remedy  adequate  to  so  destructive 
an  evil. — Warburtox,  Wiluam,  1751,  ed. 
Pope's  Works. 

He  (Dryden)  died,  nevertheless,  in  a 
good  old  age,  possessed  of  the  kingdom 
of  wit,  and  was  succeeded  by  king  Alex- 
ander, sumamed  Pope.  This  prince 
enjoyed  the  crown  many  years,  and  is 
thought  to  have  stretched  the  prerogative 
much  farther  than  his  predecessor:  he 
is  said  to  have  been  extremely  jealous 
of  the  affections  of  his  subjects,  and  to 
have  employed  various  spies,  by  whom  if 
he  was  informed  of  the  least  suggestion 
against  his  title,  he  never  failed  of  brand- 
ing the  accused  person  with  the  word 
dunce  on  his  forehead  in  broad  letters; 
after  which  the  unhappy  culprit  was 
obliged  to  lay  by  his  pen  forever,  for  no 
boo^Uer  would  venture  to  print  a  word 
that  he  wrote.  He  did  indeed  put  a  total 
restraint  upon  the  liberty  of  the  press; 
for  no  person  durst  read  anything  which 
was  writ  without  his  license  and  approba- 
tion ;  and  this  license  he  granted  only  to 
four  during  his  reign,  namely,  to  the  cel- 
ebrated Dr.  Swift,  to  the  ingenious  Dr. 
Young,  to  Dr.  Arbuthnot,  and  to  one  Mr. 
Gay,  four  of  his  principal  courtiers  and 
favourites.  But,  without  diving  any 
deeper  into  his  character,  we  must  allow 
that  king  Alexander  had  great  merit  as  a 
writer,  and  his  title  to  the  kingdom  of  wit 
was  better  founded,  at  least,  than  his  ene- 
mies have  pretended. — Fielding,  Henry, 
1752,  Covtsnt  Garden  Journal,  No.  23, 
March  21. 

**The  Dunciad"  of  Mr.  Pope  is  an  ever- 
lasting monument  of  how  much  the  most 
correct,  as  well  as  the  most  elegant  and 
harmonious,  of  all  the  English  poets,  had 
been  hurt  by  the  criticisms  of  the  lowest 
and  most  contemptible  authors. — Smfth, 
Adam,  1759-61,  Qf  Duty,  The  Theory  ^ 
Moral  Sentiments,  pt.  iii,  eh.  ii. 

I  thought  you  might  possibly  whip  me 
at  the  cart's  tail  in  a  note  in  the  ''Divine 
Legation,"  the  ordinary  place  of  your  lit- 
erary execution;  or  pillory  me  in  the 
''Dunciad,"  another  engine  which  as  legal 
proprietor,  you  have  very  ingeniously  and 
judiciously  applied  to  the  same  purpose ; 
or  perhaps  have  ordered  me  a  kind  of 
Bridewell  correction,  by  one  of  your 
beadles,  in  a  pamphlet. — Lowth,  Robert, 
1765,  Letter  to  Warburton, 
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''The  Dunciad"  is  blemished  by  the 
offensive  images  of  the  games;  but  the 
poetry  appears  to  me  admirable;  and, 
though  the  fourth  book  has  obscurities,  I 
prefer  it  to  the  three  others:  it  has 
descriptions  not  surpassed  by  any  poet 
that  ever  existed,  and  which  surely  a 
writer  merely  ingenious  will  never  equal. 
The  lines  on  Italy,  on  Venice,  on  Convents, 
have  all  the  grace  for  which  I  contend  as 
distinct  from  poetry,  though  united  with 
the  most  beautiful. — Walpolb,  Horace, 
1785,  Letter  to  J.  Pinkerton,  June  26. 

In  richness  of  ideas,  in  strength  of  dic- 
tion, and  in  intensity  of  feeling,  this  pro- 
duction surpasses  all  that  Pope  had  pre- 
viously done,  and  is  perhaps  the  finest 
specimen  of  literary  satire  which  exists  in 
any  language  in  the  world.  The  whole 
vocabulary  of  irony  is  exhausted.  The 
whole  universe  of  contempt  is  ransacked. 
We  find  the  combined  merits  of  the  most 
dissimilar  satirists — the  wild,  fearless, 
inventive,  picturesque  extravagance  of 
Aristophanes,  the  bitter  irony  and  cold 
sarcasm  of  Lucian,  the  elegant  raillery  of 
Horace,  and  Juvenal's  strange  uniop  of 
moral  severity  and  grim  pleasantry. — 
Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847,  Outlines  of  Eng- 
lish  Literature,  p.  218. 

The  thong  with  which  he  lashed  them 
was  dreadful ;  he  fired  upon  that  howling 
crew  such  shafts  of  flame,  and  poison,  he 
slew  and  wounded  so  fiercely,  that  in  read- 
ing *'The  Dunciad"  and  the  prose  lam- 
poons of  Pope,  one  feels  disposed  to  side 
against  the  ruthless  little  tyrant,  at  least 
to  pity  those  wretched  little  folks  upon 
whom  he  was  so  unmerciful.  .  .  . 
The  condition  of  authorship  began  to  fall 
from  the  days  of  the ''Dunciad:"  and  I 
believe  in  my  heart  that  much  of  that 
obloquy  which  has  since  pursued  our  call- 
ing was  occasioned  by  Pope's  libels  and 
wicked  wit.  Everybody  read  those.  Every- 
body was  familiarised  with  the  idea  of  the 
poor  devil  author.  The  manner  is  so  cap- 
tivating, that  young  authors  practise  it, 
and  begin  their  career  with  satire.  It  is 
80  easy  to  write,  and  so  pleasant  to  read ! 
to  fire  a  shot  that  makes  a  giant  wince, 
perhaps;  and  fancy  one's  self  his  con- 
queror. It  is  easy  to  shoot — but  not 
as  Pope  did — the  shafts  of  his  satire  rise 
sublimely. — ^Thackeray,  William  Make- 
peace, 1853,  Uie  English  Humourists  of 
ike  Eighteenth  Century. 


It  is  unquestionable  that  the  poet  had 
received  innumerable  provocations — the 
ordinary  declarations  of  envy  and  hostility 
against  a  successful  rival ;  but  his  true 
friends,  and  Atterbury  amongst  them,  con- 
sidered the  work  a  waste  of  talent  and  of 
feeling.  ''The  rats  and  mice,  and  such 
small  deer,"  of  Grub  Street,  were  not 
worth  so  much  attention.  His  attacks, 
too,  are  indiscriminate.  Bentley  was  des- 
potic and  arrogant,  but  was  a  profound 
scholar.  It  was  gross  injustice  to  class 
him  with  dunces.  Ducket  and  Aaron  Hill 
were  as  unjustifiably  treated ;  and  the  in- 
significance of  the  mere  scribblers  should 
have  been  their  security.  Unfortunately 
Pope,  with  much  greatness  of  soul,  had 
some  littleness :  his  vanity  would  not  per- 
mit him  to  be  indifferent  to  criticism  that 
questioned  his  superiority.  It  is  hard  to 
believe  that  thesame  spirit  which  defended 
and  consoled  Atterbury  could  betray  the 
malevolence  that  has  gibbeted  Theobald 
and  Gibber:  but  the  proverb  ,  ''Extremes 
meet,"  was  forcibly  illustrated  by  him. 
It  should  be  a  consolation  of  his  innumer- 
able admirers  to  know  that  many  a  credit- 
able set-off  may  be  found  against  his  per- 
sonal attacks.— WiLUAMS,  Folkestone, 
186d, Memoirs  and  Correspondence  of  Fran- 
cis Atterbury,  vol,  II,  p.  227. 

We  need  much  self-command  not  to 
throw  down  this  masterpiece  as  insipid, 
and  even  disgusting.  Rarely  has  so  much 
talent  been  spent  to  produce  greater 
tedium.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  ii, 
bk.  iii,  ch.  vii,  p..  205. 

However  great  his  merit  in  expression, 
I  think  it  impossible  that  a  true  poet  could 
have  written  such  a  satire  as  the  "Dun- 
ciad, "  which  is  even  nastier  than  it  is 
witty.  It  is  filthy  even  in  a  filthy  age, 
and  Swift  himself  could  not  have  gone 
beyond  some  parts  of  it.  One's  mind 
needs  to  be  sprinkled  with  some  disinfect- 
ing fluid  after  reading  it.  I  do  not  remem- 
ber that  any  other  poet  ever  made  poverty 
a  crime.  And  it  is  wholly  without  dis- 
crimination. De  Foe  is  set  in  the  pillory 
forever;  and  George  Wither,  the  author 
of  that  charming  poem,  "Pair  Virtue," 
classed  among  the  dunces.  And  was  it 
not  in  this  age  that  loose  Dick  Steele  paid 
his  wife  the  finest  compliment  ever  paid 
to  woman,  when  he  said  "that  to  love 
her  was  a  liberal  education?" — Lowell, 
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James  Russell,  1871-90,  Popey  Prose 
WorkSj  Riverside  ed.,  vol.  iv,  p.  49. 

Looked  at  apart  from  personal  ques- 
tions, the  ''Dunciad"  is  the  greatest  feat 
of  the  humorous  imagination  in  English 
poetry.— MiXTO,  Wiluam,  1885,  EncycUh 
pcedia  Britannica,  Ninth  ed.,  vol.  xix. 

Ebctinct  as  they  may  or  as  they  may  not 
be  now,  it  is  indisputable  that  such  noisome 
and  unmentionable  vermin  were  daily  and 
nightly  ''about  the  path  and  about  the 
bed"  of  the  great  and  gallant  man  who 
embalmed  the  types  of  them  for  all  time 
in  theblack-spooted  and  ill-savoured  amber 
of  the ' '  Dunciad. ' '  And  it  was  inevitable 
that  the  unseemly  accident  of  their  "vill- 
ainous company"  or  controversy  should 
exasperate  as  with  infectious  virulence  the 
habit  of  mind  which  physical  infirmity  or 
deformity  is  proverbially  liable  to  engen- 
der. Pope  was  by  nature  undeniably 
**malin  comme  un  bossu" — no  more  and 
no  less :  for  he  surely  was  not  malignant 
or  malevolent ;  but  as  surely  the  untrans- 
latable French  epithet  hits  off  the  nature 
of  his  quality  to  a  hair. — Swinburne, 
Algernon  Charles,  1886,  Miscellanies, 
p.  36. 

As  for  Pope,  it  must  be  confessed  that 
he  led  off  in  the  long,  cruel,  and  degrad- 
ing attacks  of  poet  on  poet,  of  author  on 
author.  What  can  be  more  venomous, 
what  can  be  more  malignant,  than  the 
''Dunciad?"— Besaxt,  Walter,  1898, 
The  Pen  and  the  Book,  p.  13. 

MORAL  ESSAYS 
1731-86 

In  the  "Moral  Poem,"  I  had  written  an 
address  to  our  Saviour;  imitated  from 
Lucretius's  compliment  to  Epicurus :  but 
omitted  it  by  the  advice  of  Dean  Berkley.  , 
— One  of  our  priests,  who  are  more  nar- 
row-minded than  yours,  made  a  less  sen- 
sible objection  to  the  "Epistle  on  Happi- 
ness:" he  was  very  angry  that  there  was 
nothing  said  in  it  of  our  eternal  happi- 
ness hereafter,  though  my  subject  was 
expressly  to  treat  only  of  the  state  of 
man  here.— Pope,  Alexander,  1734-36, 
Spencers  Anecdotes^  ed.  Singer ^  p.  107. 

These  Epistles,  in  which  Poetry  has  con- 
descended to  become  the  handmaid  of  Phi- 
losophy, to  decorate,  and  set  her  off  to 
advantage,  are  written  with  a  spirit  and 
vivacity  not  exceeded  by  any  production  of 
the  kind  in  any  country  or  language. . 
Their  nearest  prototypes  are  the  Epistles 


of  Horace  and  Boileau,  and  the  Satires  of 
Ariusto  and  Bentivoglio,  to  none  of  which 
they  are  inferior.  In  our  own  language 
they  may  be  considered  as  the  first  attempt 
to  unite  sound  sense  and  deep  research 
with  the  lighter  graces  of  elegant  compo- 
sition, and  to  promote  the  cause  of  virtue 
and  morality  by  conveying  the  purest  pre- 
cepts in  the  most  impressive  language,  and 
illustrating  them  by  examples  which  strike 
the  imagination  with  all  the  force  of  real- 
ity. As  they  had  in  this  country  no  exam- 
ple, so  they  have  as  yet  had  no  rival ;  nor 
until  a  genius  shall  arise  that  shall  unite 
in  himself,  in  an  equal  degree,  the  various 
endowments  by  which  their  author  was 
distinguished,  is  it  likley  they  ever  will. 
— RoscoE,  William,  1824-47,  ed..  The 
Works  of  Alexander  Pope,  vol.  iv,  p.  170. 

Warton  preferred  "Windsor  Forest"  and 
"Eloisa"  to  the  "Moral  Essays"  because 
they  belonged  to  a  higher  kind  of  poetry. 
Posterity  likes  the  "Moral  Essays"  better 
because  they  are  better  of  their  kind. 
They  were  the  natural  fruit  of  Pope's 
genius  and  of  his  time,  while  the  others 
were  artificial.  We  can  go  to  Words- 
worth for  nature,  to  Byron  for  passion, 
and  to  a  score  of  poets  for  both,  but  Pope 
remains  unrivaled  in  his  peculiar  field.  In 
other  words,  we  value  what  is  characteris- 
tic in  the  artist ;  the  one  thing  which  he 
does  best,  the  precise  thing  which  he  can 
do  and  no  one  else  can. — Beers,  Henry 
A.,  1898,  A  History  of  English  Romanti- 
dsm  in  the  Eighteenih  Century,  p.  220. 

ESSAY  ON  MAN 

1782-34 

Let  others  now  translate ;  thy  abler  pen 
Shall  vindicate  the  ways  of  God, to  men ; 
In  Virtue's  cause  shaU  gloriously  prevail, 
When  the  bench  frowns  in  yain,  and  pnlpit« 

fail. 
Made  wise  by  thee,  whose  happy  style  con- 
veys 
The  purest  morals  in  the  softest  lavs. 

— Somerville,  Wiluam,  1732?  To  the 
Author  qfthe  Essay  on  Man. 

The  poem  of  Pope  alleviates  my  troubles 
and  encourages  me  to  be  patient? — Rous- 
seau, Jean-Jacques,  1756,  Letter  to 
Voltaire,  Aug.  18. 

If  I  had  undertaken  to  exemplify  Pope's 
felicity  of  composition  before  a  rigid  critic, 
I  should  not  select  the  ''Essay  on  Han;" 
for  it  contains  more  lines  unsuccessfully 
laboured,  more  harshness  of  diction,  more 
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thoughts  imperfectly  expressed,  more  lev- 
ity withont  elegance,  and  more  heaviness 
without  strength,  than  will  easily  be  found 
in  all  his  other  works. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Pope^  Lives  qf  the  English  Poets. 

In  the  year  1763,  being  at  London,  I 
was  carried  by  Dr.  John  Blair,  prebendary 
of  Westminster,  to  dine  at  old  Lord  Bath- 
urst's,  where  he  found  the  late  Mr.  Mallet, 
Sir  James  Porter,  &c.  The  conversation 
turning  on  Mr.  Pope,  Lord  Bathurst  told 
08  that  the  ''Essay  on  Man''  was  originally 
composed  by  Lord  Bolingbroke  in  prose, 
and  that  Mr.  Pope  did  no  more  than  put 
it  into  verse ;  that  he  had  read  Lord  Bol- 
ingbroke's  manuscript  in  his  own  hand- 
writing, and  remembered  well  that  he  was 
at  a  loss  whether  most  to  admire  the  ele- 
gance of  Lord  Bolingbroke's  prose  or  the 
beauty  of  Mr.  Pope's  verse.  When  I^ord 
Bathurst  told  this,  Mr.  Mallet  bade  me 
attend,  and  remember  this  remarkable 
piece  of  information,  as  by  the  course  of 
nature  I  might  survive  his  Lordship  and 
be  a  witness  of  his  having  said  so.  — Blair, 
Hugh,  1779,  Letter  to  Boswell,- Sept.  21. 

Pope  has  shown  how  high  poetry  can 
soar  on  the  wings  of  philosophy.  ^-Mar- 
MONTEL,  Jean  Pranqois,  1787,  EUments 
de  LitUrature. 

Dr.  Joseph  Warton,  talking  last  night 
at  Sir  Joshua  Reynold's  of  Pope's  ''Essay 
on  Man,"  said  that  much  of  his  system 
was  borrowed  from  King's  book  on  the 
"Origin  of  Evil. ' '  This  was  first  published 
in  Dublin,  in  Latin,  in  1704,  and  translated 
into  English  by  Bishop  Law,  in  1731,  not 
very  long  before  the  "Essay  on  Man"  was 
written.  Dr.  Warton  mentioned  that  Lord 
Lyttleton  told  him  that  he  lived  much 
with  Popeat  that  time,  and  that  Pope  was 
then  undoubtedly  a  Free-thinker ;  though 
he  afterwards  either  changed  his  opinion 
or  thought  it  prudent  to  adopt  Warbur- 
ton's  explanation  and  comment,  who  saw 
his  meaning  as  he  chose  to  express  it, 
"better  than  he  did  himself. ' '  Dr.  War- 
ton  forbore  to  state  this  in  his  "Essay 
on  Pope. "  — Malone,  Edmond,  1789,  Jan. 
18,  I^e  by  Prior,  p.  149. 

Various  and  discordant  have  been  the 
opinions  of  critics  and  commentators 
respecting  this  celebrated  performance. 
That  it  possesses  a  distinguished  share  of 
poetic  excellence  none,  however,  have  yet 
ventured  to  deny.  M.  Voltaire  goes  so 
far  as  to  aflSnn,  that  to  this  Essay  Pope 


stands  indebted  for  that  pre-eminence 
which  he  ascribes  to  him,  when  compared 
with  his  illustrious  predecessor  Dryden. 
But  that  Pope  is  actually  entitled  to  this 
claim  of  superiority  is,  at  least,  very  prob- 
lematical; and  if  it  was  allowed,  the 
"Rape  of  the  Lock,"  the  "Epistle  of 
Eloise,"  the  "Eclogue  of  the  Messiah," 
and  some  other  pieced  that  might  be  men- 
tioned, would  generally  be  considered  as 
affording  a  better  foundation  for  this  claim 
to  rest  upon  than  the  "Essay  on  Man," 
in  which  poetry  holds  a  subordinate  place ;  ^ 
and  in  which  it  is  merely  employed,  though 
with  the  happiest  success,  to  embellish' 
and  illustrate  the  most  abstruse  lessons  of  I 
philosophy.  ...  It  is  well  known  ^ 
that  the  general  plan  of  this  Essay  was 
originally  framed  by  Lord  Bolingbroke, 
and  it  is  universally  believed  that  Pope 
was  ignorant  of  the  ultimate,  and  indeed 
the  obvious  tendency  of  his  own  argu- 
ments.— Belsham,  W.,  1799,  Essays  Phil- 
osophical and  Moral,  Historical  and  Liter- 
ary, vol.  I,  pp.  346,  347. 

The  author  of  the  "Essay  on  Man," 
from  a  want  of  precision  in  his  metaphys- 
ical ideas,  has  unconsciously  fallen  into 
various  expressions,  equally  inconsistent 
with  each  other  and  with  his  own  avowed 
opinions.— Stewart,  Dugald,  1815-21, 
First  Preliminary  Dissertation,  Encyclo- 
pcedia  Britannica. 

The  "Essay  on  Man"  is  not  Pope's  best 
work.  ...  All  that  he  says,  "the 
very  words,  and  to  the  self -same  tune, " 
would  prove  just  as  well  that  whatever  is 
is  wrong,  as  that  whatever  is  is  right, — 
Hazutt,  Wiluam,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
English  Poets,  Lecture  iv. 

Bolingbroke  had  himself  sufficient  vigor 
of  imagination  and  brilliancy  of  style  to 
have  written  a  prose  essay  which  might 
engage  the  attention  of  persons  fond  of 
moral  and  philosophical  speculation ;  but 
by  judiciously  borrowing  the  Muse  of 
Pope,  he  has  diffused  his  sentiments  on 
these  topics  through  all  classes  and  ages 
of  English  literature;  has  made  them 
familiar  to  our  early  and  our  mature  con- 
ceptions ;  and  stamped  them  in  indelible 
characters  on  the  language  of  the  country. 
This  conversion  of  a  dry  and  argumenta- 
tive subject  into  a  splendid  and  popular 
one,  is  a  miracle  of  the  poetic  art ;  and 
an  inquiry  into  the  means  by  which  it  has 
been  effected  will  probably  go  far  into  the 
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elucidation  of  that  essential  character  of 
poetical  composition  which  distinguishes 
it  from  prose. — Aikix,  John,  1820,  Obser- 
vations on  Pope's  Essay  on  Man. 

The  success  of  this  enterprise  was  aston- 
ishing. Be  the  philosophy  what  and  whose 
it  may,  the  poem  revived  to  the  latest 
age  of  poetry  the  phenomenon  of  the 
first,  when  precept  and  maxim  were  mod- 
ulated into  verse,  that  they  might  write 
themselves  in  every  brain,  and  live  upon 
every  tongue.  The  spirit  and  sweetness 
of  the  verse,  the  lucid  and  vivid  expres- 
sions, the  pregnant  brevity  of  the  mean- 
ings, the  marrying  of  ardent  and  lofty 
poetical  imaginings  to  moral  sentiments 
and  reflections,  of  which  every  bosom  is 
the  birth-home,  the  pious  will  of  the  argu- 
ment, which  humbles  the  proud  and  rebel- 
lious human  intellect  under  the  absolute 
rectitude  and  benevolence  of  the  Deity — 
nor,  least  of  all,  the  pleasure  of  receiving 
easily,  as  in  a  familiar  speech,  thoughts 
that  were  high,  and  might  he  abstruse, 
that,  at  all  events,  wore  a  profound  and 
philosophical  air — with  strokes  interven- 
ing of  a  now  playful,  now  piercing,  but 
always  adroit  wit — and  with  touches,  here 
and'  tnere  strewn  between,  of  natural 
painting,  and  of  apt  unsought  pathos — 
these  numerous  and  excellent  qualifica- 
tions met  upon  the  subject  of  all  subjects 
nearest  to  all — MAN — speedily  made  the 
first  great,  original,  serious  writing  of 
Pope  a  text-book  and  a  manual  for  its 
branch  of  ethico-theosophy,  in  every 
house  where  there  were  books  in  England. 
These  powerful  excellences  of  this  great 
poem  did  more.  They  inwove  its  terse, 
vigorous,  clear,  significant,  wise,  loving, 
noble,  beautiful,  and  musical  sentences — 
east,  west,  north,  south, — with  all  memo- 
ries, the  mature  and  the  immature — even 
as  in  that  old  brave  day  of  the.  world  or 
ever  books  were. — Wilson,  John,  1845. 
Dryden  and  Pope,  Blackwood's  Magazine. 

If  the  question  were  asked,  What  ought 
to  have  been  the  best  among  Pope's 
poems?  most  people  would  answer,  the 
•'Essay  on  Man."  If  the  question  were 
asked,  what  is  the  worst?  all  people  of 
judgment  WQuld  say,  the**  Essay  on  Man." 
Whilst  yet  in  its  rudiments,  this  poem 
claimed  the  first  place  by  the  promise  of 
its  subject;  when  finished,  by  the  utter 
failure  of  its  execution,  it  fell  into  the 
last.  — De  Quincey,    Thomas,    1848-58, 


The  Poetry  ofPope^  Works,  erf.  Masson,  voL 
XI,  p.  86. 

The  **  Essay  on  Man"  has  been  supposed 
to  derive  all  its  worth  from  the  doctrines 
which  Bolingbroke  has  contributed  to  it. 
Might  it  not  be  much  more  fairly  described 
as  a  stately  mausoleum  in  which  these  doc- 
trines have  been  saved  from  putrefaction  ? 
They  are  not  more  vague  and  declamatory 
in  their  rhymed  than  in  their  prdse  form, 
but  far  more  distinct  and  pointed.  The 
folds  of  affectation  and  conceit  in  which 
they  were  wrapped  have  in  great  measure 
been  stripped  off  from  them.  We  now 
see  what  there  was  in  them  which  accorded 
with  the  temper  of  the  age,  what  had  a 
suitableness  to  the  poet's  own  temper  and 
circumstances,  what  had  a  permanent 
worth.— Maurice,  Frederick  Denison, 
1862,  Moral  and  Metaphysical  Philosophy, 
vol.  II,  p.  452. 

Everywhere,  in  the  pulpit,  in  the  coffee- 
houses, in  every  pamphlet,  argument  on 
the  origin  of  evil,  on  the  goodness  of  God, 
and  the  constitution  of  the  world  was  rife. 
Into  the  prevailing  topic  of  polite  conver- 
sation Bolingbroke,  who  returned  from 
exile  in  1723,  was  drawn  by  the  bent  of 
his  native  genius.  Pope  followed  the 
example  and  impulse  of  his  friend's  more 
poweiful  mind.  Thus  much  there  was  of 
special  suggestion.  But  the  arguments 
or  topics  to  the  poem  are  to  be  traced  to 
books  in  much  vogue  at  the  time;  to 
Shaftesbury's  "Characteristics"  (1711), 
King  on  the  ** Origin  of  Evil"  (1702),  and 
particularly  to  Leibnitz,  **Essais  de  Theo- 
dicee"  (1710).— Pattison,  Mark.  1869, 
erf..  The  Essay  on  Man,  Introduction. 

A  great  poem  should  be  a  natural 
growth  from  one  root,  with  all  the  grace- 
ful proportions  of  nature :  Pope  in  the 
Essay  has  packed  together,  as  his  editor 
allows,  a  number  of  incongruous  doctrines ; 
there  is  no  central  thought,'  no  even  unity 
of  feelings,  to  connect  them.'  His  art 
no  doubt  is  great ;  but  it  is  the  art  which 
begins  by  elaborating  the  parts,  and  after- 
wards endeavours  to  fit  them  together 
by  diligently  plastering  over  the  inter- 
stices; the  art  of  a  Milton  works  from 
within  outwards,  fusing  all  the  materials 
into  one  solid  mass  by  its  own  central 
heat. — Mayor,  J.  B.,  1870,  Pope's  Essay 
on  Man,  Contemporary  Review,  vol.  14, 
p.  124. 

Every  word  is  effective :  every  passage 
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must  be  read  slowly ;  every  epithet  is  an 
epitome ;  a  more  condeDsed  style  was  never 
written.— Tainb,H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Ldterature^  tr.  Van  Laun^  vol.  ii, 
6jb.  iii,  cA.  vii,  p.  210. 

It  is  a  droll  illustration  of  the  inconsist- 
encies of  human  nature,  a  more  profound 
satire  than  Pope  himself  ever  wrote,  that 
his  fame  should  chiefly  rest  upon  the 
''Essay  pn  Manl "  It  has  been  praised  and 
admired  by  men  of  the  most  opposite 
beliefs,  and  men  of  no  belief  at  all.  Bish- 
ops and  free-thinkers  have  met  here  on  a 
common  ground  of  sympathetic  approval. 
And,  indeed,  there  is  no  particular  faith 
in  it.  It  is  a  droll  medley  of  inconsistent 
'  opinions.  It .  proves  only  two  things 
beyond  a  question,  —that  Pope  was  not  a 
great  thinker ;  and  that  wherever  he  found 
a  thought,  no  matter  what,  he  could 
express  it  so  tersely,  so  clearly,  and  with 
SQch  smoothness  of  versification  as  to  give 
it  an  everlasting  currency. — Lowell, 
James  Russell,  1871-90,  Pope,  Prose 
Works^  Riverside  erf.,  vol,  IV,  p.  415. 

This  philosophy  in  verse  speaks  much 
of  God  and  virtue,  but  it  is  decidedly  a 
philosophy  of  egotism. — Scherr,  J.,  1874, 
A  History  ofBhiglish  Literature,  p.  144. 

Pope,  as  the  mouthpiece  of  Spinoza  or 
of  Hobbes,  might  have  written  an  impress- 
ive poem,  if  he  had  not  attained  to  the 
level  of  Lucretius.  But  the  age  was  not 
favourable  to  consistency  and  thorough- 
ness. The  ''Essay  on  Man"  remains  rad- 
ically unsatisfactory  considered  as  a 
whole,  though  there  are  many  brief  pas- 
sages mark^  by  Pope's  special  felicity  of 
touch ;  many  in  which  the  moral  sentiment 
IB  true  and  tender,  and  many  in  which  he 
forgets  for  a  moment  the  danger  of  open 
heterodoxy,  and  utters  with  genuine  force 
some  of  the  deeper  sentiments  which 
haunt  us  in  this  mysterious  universe. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1876,  History  of  English 
Thought  in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  ii, 
p.  352. 

The  tedious  and  stilted  effort. — Black, 
WiLLiAif,  1879,  Goldsmith  (English  Men 
(f  Letters),  p.  74. 

The  noblest  of  his  works,  the  most 
influential,  and  the  surest  guarantee  of 
his  immortality. — Welsh,  Alfred  H., 
1883,  Development  of  English  Literature 
Md  Language,  vol.  n,  p.  115. 

It  is  bare  justice  to  say  that  those  who 
accuse  him  of  inerely  superficial  thinking 
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raise  a  suspicion  that  they  themselves 
have  been  guilty  of  hasty  and  careless 
reading.  Nor  can  they  justify  their 
charge  by  the  plea  that  Pope  simply  ver- 
sified the  thought  of  Bolingbroke.  What 
is  the  explanation  of  the  fact  that  to-day, 
though  Pope  is  not  read  as  he  ought  to 
be  read,  the  readers  of  the  * '  Essay  on 
Man"  are  numbered  by  thousands,  while 
readers  of  Bolingbroke, — one  of  the  most 
brilliant  writers  of  English  prose — are 
numbered  by  units?  No  explanation  is 
possible  but  this, — that  Pope,  though  he 
may  not  have  originated  the  intellectual 
substance  of  the  ''Essay''  has  given  to  it 
the  finally  satisfying  expression ;  and  this 
he  could  not  have  done  by  merely  trans- 
lating it  from  prose  into  verse,  but  only 
by  thinking  it,  as  it  were,  over  again,  for 
no  one  can  rightly  utter  the  thought  that 
he  has  not  made  his  own. — Noble,  James 
AsHCROFT,  1892,  The  Sonnet  in  England 
and  Other  Essays,  p.  145. 

His  attempt  to  ''vindicate  the  ways  of 
God  to  man"  is  confused  and  contradict- 
ory, and  no  modern  reader, "perplexed 
with  the  mystery  of  existence,  is  likely  to 
gain  aid  from  Pope.  Nominally  a  Roman 
Catholic,  and  in  reality  a  deist,  apart  from 
poetry  he  does  not  seem  to  have  had 
strong  convictions  on  any  subject,  and 
was  content  to  be  swayed  by  the  opinions 
current  in  society.  In  undertaking  to 
write  an  ethical  work  like  the  "Essay" 
his  ambition  was  greater  than  his  strength, 
yet  if  Pope's  philosophy  does  not  "find" 
us,  to  use  Coleridge's  phrase,  it  did  appeal 
to  a  large  number  of  minds  in  his  own  day, 
and  had  not  lost  its  popularity  at  a  later 
period.  The  poem  has  been  frequently 
translated  into  French,  into  Italian,  and 
into  German ;  it  was  pronounced  by  Vol- 
taire to  be  the  most  useful  and  sublime 
didactic  poem  ever  written  in  any  lan- 
guage ;  it  was  admired  by  Kant  and  quoted 
in  his  lectures ;  and  it  received  high  praise 
from  the  Scotch  philosopher,  Dugald 
Stewart.  The  charm  of  poetical  expres- 
sion is  lost  or  nearly  lost  in  translations, 
and  while  the  sense  may  be  retained  the 
aroma  of  the  verse  is  gone.  The  popular- 
ity of  the  "Essay"  abroad  is  therefore 
not  easily  to  be  accounted  for,  unless  we 
accept  the  theory  that  the  shallow  creed 
on  which  it  is  based  suited  an  age  less 
earnest  than  our  own. — Dennis,  John, 
1894,  The  Age  of  Pope,  p.  52. 
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The  ''Essay  on  Man"  did  more  to  spread 
English  deism  in  France  than  all  the 
works  of  Shaftesbury.  At  bottom  the 
doctrine  is  Shaftesbury's,  but  it  is  shorn 
of  his  aggressiveness,  purified  from  all 
leaven  of  scepticism  and  pantheism,  ren- 
dered more  vague  and  indefinite,  and  there- 
fore more  poetical. — ^Texte,  Joseph, 
1895-99,  Jean-Jacques  Rousseau  and  the 
Cosmopolitan  Spirh  in  Literature,  tr. 
Matthews,  p.  117. 

IMITATIONS  OF  HORACE 
1787 

I  have  perused  the  last  lampoon  of  your 
ingenious  friend,  and  am  not  surprised 
you  did  not  find  me  out  under  the  name  of 
Sappho,  because  there  is  nothing  I  ever 
heard  in  our  characters  and  circumstances 
to  make  a  parallel;  but  as  the  town 
(except  you,  who  know  better),  generally 
suppose  Pope  means  me,  whenever  he 
mentions  that  name,  I  cannot  help  tak- 
ing notice  of  the  horrible  malice  he 
bears  against  the  lady  signified  by  that 
name,  which  appears  to  1^  irritated  by 
supposing  her  writer  of  the  Verses  to  the 
Imitator  of  Horace. — Montagu,  Lady 
Mary  Wortley,  1735,  Letter  to  Arbuth- 
not,  Jan.  3. 

His  imitations  of  Horace  equal  their 
archetypes  in  elegance,  and  often  surpass 
them  in  energy  and  fire. — Beattie,  James, 
1776-9,  Essays,  p.  19,  note. 

His  imitations  of  Horace  are  so  pecul- 
iarly happy,  that  one  is  at  a  loss,  whether 
most  to  admire  the  original  or  the  copy ; 
and  they  are  among  the  few  imitations 
extant,  that  have  all  the  grace  and  ease 
of  an  original. — Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lee- 
tures  on  Rhetoric  and  Belks-Lettres,  ed. 
Mills,  Lecture  xl. 

Few  portions  of  the  poetry  of  Pope  have 
been  more  popular  than  these  "Imitations 
of  Horace, "  with  their  accompanying  Pro- 
logue and  Epilogue.  Though  the  satire 
be  often  too  severe,  and  too  much  tinged 
with  party  rancour,  or  private  spleen,  the 
allusions  are  so  apt,  and  the  parallel  pas- 
sages so  happy,  that  every  reader  must 
feel  gratified  in  comparing  the  two  poets, 
and  in  remarking  the  exquisite  art  and 
address  of  the  English  satirist,  who  has 
never  in  any  instance  servilely  copied  his 
original,  but  has  merely  pursued  the  train 
of  thought  which  Horace  had  suggested ; 
and  in  so  doing  has  ably  filled  up  the  out- 
line which  is  sometimes  but  faintly  traced 


on  the  page  of  the  Roman  classic.  The 
Prologue  and  Epilogue,  especially  the  lat- 
ter, are  still  more  poignant  and  keen  than 
the  Imitations,  to  which,  perhaps,  they 
were  at  first,  with  no  great  propriety, 
annexed.— Drake,  Nathan,  1804,  Essays 
Illustrative  (f  the  Toiler,  Spectator  and 
Guardian,  vol.  ni,  p.  103. 

They  are  sometimes  nearer  to,  and 
sometimes  recede  from, — in  some  points 
fall  below,  and  in  others  rise  above, — the 
original;  and  hence  the  materials  are 
afforded  for  an  interesting  comparison 
between  the  characteristic  aims  and 
endowments  of  the  two  satirists. — 
Arnold,  Thomas,  1868-75,  Chaucer  to 
Wordsworth,  p.  303. 

In  these  Pope's  verse  is  as  perfect  as  it 
is  anywhere,  and  his  subject  is  borrowed, 
not  from  his  commonplace  book,  but  from 
his  own  experiences.  He  wants  the  care- 
less ease,  the  variety,  the  unemphatic 
grace  of  Horace,  it  is  true.  But  he  has 
many  of  the  qualities  of  his  master,  and 
it  is  probable  that  only  when  men  weary 
of  hearing  how  Horace  strolled  down  the 
Sacred  Way  and  met  an  intolerable  Bore 
— only  then,  or  perhaps  a  little  earlier, 
will  they  cease  to  hearken  how  Alexander 
Pope  bade  John  Searle  bar  the  door  at 
Twickenham  against  the  inroads  of  Bedlam 
and  Parnassus.  — Dobson,  Austin,  1888, 
Alexander  Pope,  Scribnefs  Magazine^  vol. 
3,  p.  547. 

LETTERS 

I  have  read  the  collection  of  letters  you 
mention  and  was  delighted  with  nothing 
more  than  that  air  of  sincerity,  those  pro- 
fessions of  esteem  and  respect,  and  that 
deference  paid  to  his  friend's  judgment 
in  poetry  which  I  have  sometimes  seen 
expressed  to  others,  and  I  doubt  not  with 
the  same  cordial  affection.  If  they  are 
read  in  that  light,  they  will  be  very  enter- 
taining and  useful  in  the  present  age; 
but  in  the  next,  Cicero,  Pliny,  and  Voiture 
may  regain  their  reputation. — Pentox, 
EuJAH,  1726,  Letter  to  Broome,  Sept. 

If  I  could  receive  letters  from  you  and 
Mr.  Pope  as  you  had  leisure,  I  would 
never  come  in  town  as  long  as  I  live.  In 
that  way  of  conversing  I  should  have  all 
the  pleasure  that  I  can  possibly  propose, 
without  the  disappointment  when  Mr. 
Pope  falls  asleep,  nor  the  dread  of 
your    taking    leave    because    you    are 


ALEXANDER  POPE 


179 


weary.— Marlborough,  Sarah  Jennings, 
Duchess.  1742,  Letter  to  Lord  MarchmorU, 
March  15. 

There  cannot  be  a  stronger  proof  of  his 
being  capable  of  any  action  for  the  sake 
of  gain  than  publishing  his  literary  cor- 
respondence, which  lays  open  such  a  mix- 
ture of  dulness  and  iniquity,  that  one 
would  imagine  it  visible  even  to  his  most 
passionate  admirers. — Montagu,  Lady 
Mary  Wortley,  1752,  Letter  to  the  Count- 
ess of  Bvie^  June  23. 

In  all  his  letters,  as  well  as  in  those  of 
Swift,  there  runs  a  strain  of  pride,  as  if 
the  world  talked  of  nothing  but  them- 
selves.— Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1762,  Life 
of  Richard  Nash. 

It  is  a  mercy  to  have  no  character  to 
maintain.  Your  predecessor,  Mr.  Pope, 
laboured  his  Letters  as  much  as  the 
"Essay  on  Man ;"  and,  as  they  were  writ- 
ten to  everybody,  they  do  not  look  as  if 
they  had  been  written  to  anybody. — Wal- 
pole,  Horace,  1777,  Letter  to  Rev.  Wil- 
liam Mason,  March  13,  Letters,  erf.  Gun- 
ninghaniy  vol.  vi,  p.  422. 

A  taint  of  affectation,  more  or  less 
strong,  runs  through  the  whole  of  Pope's 
Letters :  those  to  the  ladies,  particularly, 
are  stuffed  with  miserable  and  frigid 
attempts  to  be  gay  and  gallant. — Green, 
Thomas,  1779-1810,  Diary  of  a  Lover  of 
Literature,  p.  65. 

Pope's  private  correspondence  .... 
filled  the  nation  with  praises  of  his 
candour,  tenderness,  and  benevolence, 
the  purity  of  his  purposes,  and  the 
fidelity  of  his  friendship.  —  Johnson, 
Saml^el,  1779-81,  Pope,  Lives  of  the 
English  Poets. 

I  found  this  consequence  attending,  or 
likely  to  attend  the  eulogium  you  bestowed, 
—if  my  friend  thought  me  witty  before, 
he  shall  think  me  ten  times  more  witty 
hereafter ;  where  I  joked  once,  I  will  joke 
five  times,  and  for  one  sensible  remark 
I  will  send  him  a  dozen.  Now  this  foolish 
vanity  would  have  spoiled  me  quite,  and 
would  have  made  me  as  disgusting  a  let- 
ter-writer as  Pope,  who  seems  to  have 
thought  that  unless  a  sentence  was  well- 
tamed,  and  every  period  pointed  with  some 
conceit,  it  was  not  worth  the  carriage. 
Accordingly  he  is  to  me,  except  in  very 
few  instances,  the  most  disagreeable  maker 
of  epistles  that  I  ever  met  with. — Cowper, 
WnjJAM,  1780,  To  Unwin,  June  8. 


Pope  very  frequently  imitated  Voiture. 
.  .  .  The  object  was  to  say  what 
meant  little,  with  the  utmost  novelty  in 
the  mode,  and  with  the  most  ingenious  com- 
pliment to  the  person  addressed ;  so  that 
he  should  admire  himself  and  admire  the 
writer.  They  are,  of  course,  very  tire- 
some after  a  short  time;  yet  their 
ingenuity  is  not  without  merit. 
Voiture  seems  to  have  fancied  that  good 
sense  spoils  a  man  of  wit.  But  he  has 
not  so  much  wit  as  esprit ;  and  his  letters 
serve  to  exemplify  the  meaning  of  that 
word.  Pope,  in  addressing  ladies,  was 
nearly  the  ape  of  Voiture.  It  was  unfor- 
tunately thought  necessary,  in  such  a  cor- 
respondence, either  to  affect  despairing 
love,  which  was  to  express  itself  with  all 
possible  gayety,  or,  where  love  was  too 
presumptuous,  as  with  the  Rambouillets, 
to  pour  out  a  torrent  of  nonsensical  flat- 
tery, which  was  to  be  rendered  tolerable 
by  far-fetched  turns  of  thought. — Hal- 
lam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the 
Literature  of  Europe,  pL  iii,  ch.  vii,  par. 
20. 

No  one  can  read  them  without  feeling 
that  they  were  written  for  more  eyes  than 
those  of  his  correspondents.  There  is  a 
laboured  smartness,  a  constant  exhibition 
of  fine  sentiment,  which  is  strained  and 
unnatural.  His  repeated  deprecation  of 
motives  of  aggrandizement  argues  ''a 
thinking  too  precisely"  on  the  very  sub- 
ject ;  and  no  man  whose  chief  ambition 
was  to  gain  a  few  friends  would  so  habit- 
ually proclaim  it.  These  tender  and  deli- 
cate aspirations  live  in  the  secret  places 
of  the  heart.  .  .  .  True  sentiment  is 
modest. — Tuckerman,  Henry  Theodore, 
1846,  Thoughts  on  the  Poets,  Third  erf., 
p.  76. 

If  any  of  my  hearers,  as  I  hope  they 
may,  should  take  a  fancy  to  look  at  Pope's 
correspondence,  let  them  pass  over  that 
first  part  of  it ;  over,  perhaps,  almost  all 
Pope's  letters  to  women ;  in  which  there 
is  a  tone  of  not  pleasant  gallantry,  and, 
amidst  a  profusion  of  compliments  and 
politenesses,  a  something  which  makes  one 
distrust  the  little  pert,  prurient  bard. 
There  is  very  little  indeed  to  say  about 
his  loves,  and  that  little  not  edifying. 
He  wrote  flames  and  raptures,  and  elab- 
orate verse  and  prose  for  Lady  Mary 
Wortley  Montagu ;  but  that  passion  prob- 
ably came  to  a  climax  in  an  impertinence 
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and  was  extinguished  by  a  box  on  the  ear, 
or  some  such  rebuff,  and  he  began  on  a 
sudden  to  hate  her  with  a  fervour  much 
more  genuine  than  that  of  his  love  had 
been.  It  was  a  feeble,  puny  grimace  of 
love,  and  paltering  with  passion.  After 
Mr.  Pope  had  sent  off  one  of  his  fine  com- 
pliments to  Lady  Mary,  he  made  a  second 
draught  from  the  rough  copy,  and  favoured 
some  other  friend  with  it.  He  was  so 
charmed  with  the  letter  of  Gay's,  that  I 
have  just  quoted,  that  he  had  copied  that 
and  amended  it,  and  sent  it  to  Lady  Mary 
as  his  own.  A  gentleman  who  writes  let- 
ters i  deux  fins,  and  after  having  poured 
out  his  heart  to  the  beloved,  serves  up  the 
same  dish  reehavgi  to  a  friend,  is  not 
very  much  in  earnest  about  his  loves,  how- 
ever much  he  may  be  in  his  piques  and 
vanities  when  his  impertinence  gets  its 
due.  But,  save  that  unlucky  part  of  the 
Pope  Correspondence,  I  do  not  know,  in 
the  range  of  our  literature,  volumes  more 
delightful.  You  live  in  them  in  the  finest 
company  in  the  world.  A  little  stately, 
perhaps;  a  little  appriti  and  conscious 
that  they  are  speaking  to  whole  genera- 
tions who  are  listening ;  but  in  the  tone 
of  their  voices — pitched,  as  no  doubt  they 
are,  beyond  the  mere  conversation  key — 
in  the  expression  of  their  thoughts,  their 
various  views  and  natures,  there  is  some- 
thing generous,  and  cheering,  and  enno- 
bling. You  are  in  the  society  of  men  who 
have  filled  the  greatest  parts  in  the  world's 
story — you  are  with  St.  John  the  states- 
man ;  Peterborough,  the  conqueror ;  Swift, 
'  the  greatest  wit  of  all  times;  Gay,  the 
kindliest  laughter — it  is  a  privilege  to  sit 
in  that  company.— Tuackeray,  William 
Makepeace,  1853,  The  English  Humour- 
ists of  the  Eighteenth  Century, 

I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  Pope's  cor- 
respondence, as  originally  published,  has 
little  of  either  the  lighter  or  the  graver 
merits  of  familiar  letters.  I  at  least 
remember  none  more  barren  of  matter, 
less  enlivened  by  wit,  or  less  explanatory 
of  the  history  of  either  the  writer  or  the 
times. — Croker,  John  Wilson,  1857, 
Elwin's  Pope,  vo/.vi,  p.  xxviii. 

Every  examination  into  the  history  of 
the  letters  was  slight  before  Mr.  Dilke 
engaged  into  the  laborious  task.  His 
familiarity  with  the  books,  pamphlets  and 
periodicals  of  the  time  could  not  be 
exceeded,  and  his  doubts  once  awakened 


he  accepted  nothing  upon  trust.  With  an 
immense  amount  of  research  and  skill  he 
proceeded  to  track  Pope  through  his  tor- 
tuous courses.  He  laid  bare  the  ramifica- 
tions of  the  plot  against  Curll,  which  was 
only  known  in  a  few  of  its  prominent  par- 
ticulars. He  detected,  what  none  of  the 
editors  and  biographers  had  perceived, 
base  manoeuvres  and  deceit  which  accom- 
panied the  publication  of  the  "Letters  to 
and  from  Dr.  Swift."  He  was  originally 
put  upon  his  investigations  by  the  manu- 
script collection  of  Pope's  letters  to  Caryll 
and  these  revealed  a  new  set  of  frauds 
in  the  evidence  they  supplied  of  letters 
converted  into  a  fictitious  correspondence. 
His  inclination  was  to  favour  Pope  when- 
ever there  was  an  opening  for  a  liberal 
interpretation,  and  it  was  not  from  hos- 
tility that  he  exposed  the  net-work  of 
fraud,  and  brought  out  the  dark  traits  of 
a  dishonourable  disposition  with  new  and 
terrible  force.  He  printed  his  discover- 
ies in  the  AtheruBum,  and  after  studying 
the  facts  afresh  by  the  light  of  his 
essays,  I  am  compelled  to  adopt  his  con- 
clusions. The  evidence,  upon  which  they 
rest  is  often  circumstantial  and  intricate, 
and  cannot  be  followed  to  the  end  without 
steady  attention,  and  some  trial  of 
patience.— Elwin,  Whitwell,  1871,  erf.. 
The  Works  (f  Alexander  Pope,  vol.  i, 
Introduction,  p.  xxvii. 

Pope,  in  fact,  was  evidently  ashamed  of 
the  attitude  which  he  had  so  unnaturally 
adopted  to  his  correspondent.  The  first 
man  of  letters  of  his  day  could  not  bear 
to  reveal  the  full  degree  in  which  he  had 
fawned  upon  the  decayed  dramatist,  whose 
inferiority  to  himself  was  now  plainly 
recognized.  He  altered  the  whole  tone  of 
the  correspondence  by  omission,  and  still 
worse  by  addition.  He  did  not  publish  a 
letter  in  which  Wycherley  gently  remon- 
strates with  his  young  admirer  for  excess- 
ive adulation;  he  omitted  from  his  own 
letters  the  phrase  which  had  provoked  the 
remonstrance ;  and,  with  more  daring  fal- 
sification, he  manufactured  an  imaginary 
letter  to  Wycherley  out  of  a  letter  really 
addressed  to  his  friend  Caryll.  In  this 
letter  Pope  had  himself  addressed  to 
Caryll  a  remonstrance  similar  to  that 
which  he  had  received  from  Wycherley. 
When  published  as  a  letter  to  Wycherley, 
it  gives  the  impression  that  Pope,  at  the 
age  of  seventeen,  was  already  rejecting 
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exceasive  compliments  addressed  to  him 
by  his  experienced  friend.  By  these 
audacious  perversions  of  the  truth,  Pope 
is  enabled  to  heighten  his  youthful  inde- 
pendence, and  to  represent  himself  as 
already  exhibiting  a  graceful  superiority 
to  the  reception  or  the  offering  of  incense ; 
while  he  thus  precisely  inverts  the  relation 
which  really  existed  between  himself  and 
his  correspondent. — Stephen,  Leslie, 
1880,  Akxander  Pope  {Ehiglish  Men  (f 
Letters),  p.  17. 

GENERAL 

I  am  always  highly  delighted  with  the 
discovery  of  any  rising  genius  among  my 
countrymen.  For  this  reason  I  have  read 
over,  with  great  pleasure,  the  late  mis- 
cellany published  by  Mr.  Pope,  in  which 
there  are  many  excellent  compositions  of 
that  ingenious  gentleman. — Addison, 
Joseph,  1712,  The  Spectator,  No.  523, 
Oct.  30. 

When  Pope's  harmonious  Mnse  with  pleas- 
ure roves, 
Amidst  the  plains,  the  murmuring  streams, 

and  groves. 
Attentive  Echo  pleased  to  hear  his  songs, 
Thro'  the  glad  shade  each  warbling  note  pro- 
longs; 
His  various  numbers  charm  our  ravish'd  ears, 
His  steady  judgment  far  out-shoots  his  years, 
And  early  in  the  youth  the  god  appears. 

—Gay,  John,  1714,  To  Bernard  Lintot, 
Miscdlaneous  Poems. 

Bat  in  his  other  works  what  beauties  shine, 
While  sweetest  music  dwells  on  every  line! 
These  he  admired,  on  these  he  stamped  his 

praise, 
And  bade  them,  live  to  brighten  future  days. 

—Cooke,   Thomas,   1725,  Battk  of  the 
Poets,/.  15. 

'TLb  true,  if  finest  notes  alone  could  show 

(Tuned  justly  high  or  regularly  low) 

That  we  should  fame  to  these  mere  vocals 

give, 
P6pe  more  than  we  can  offer  should  receive ; 
For  when  some  gliding  river  is  in  his  theme, 
His  lines  run  smoother  than  the  smoothest 


—Stanhope,  H.,  1728,  Progress  cf  DuL- 
neu. 

Durgen's  sweet  Pen,  we  know,  the  World 

admires, 
He's  bless'dwith  a  kind  Muse  that  never 

tires; 
Skill'd  in  all  antient  Tongues,  and  modem 

Arts, 
A  prodigy  in  Person,  and  in  Parts; 
A  half-bfed  Deity,  made  up  of  Thought, 


A  something,  but   no  mortal  Man  knows 

what; 
A  living  ChaoSt  whose  proliflck  Brain, 
Does  e'ery  thing  in  miniature  contain ; 
Has  Wit  at  Will,  and  is,  without  dispute, 
A   wondrous   Oreature,    neither   Man    nor 

Brute; 
Who,  to  delight  himself,  and  vex  the  Town, 
Spent  twice   three   Tears  in  writing  one 

Lampoon; 
And,  if  no  Rival  does  his  Scheme  defeat, 
Will  waste  six  more  to  make  the  work  com- 

pleat; 
A  task,  that  when  it'sflnish'd,  must  command 
Laudative  Poems  from  each  skilful  Hand, 
Especially  each  poor  nfiglected  Muse, 
His  gen'rous  Satyr  does  so  kindly  use. 
Forgetful  of  the  hard  unhappy  f^te 
Of  Poets  more  sublime,  and  Wits  more  great, 
Than  those  that  wrong  the  Mem'ry  of  the 

Dead, 
And  stifle  Conscience  for  the  sake  of  Bread, 
Slander  the  living,  with  a  spightful  Pen, 
And  prostitute  the  Fame  of  worthy  Men. 
So  the  proud  Git,  possess'd  of  an  Estate, 
For  nothing  good,  tho'  worshipfully  Great, 
Triumphs  o'er  Dealers  of  a  low  Degree, 
More  honest,  tho'  less  prosperous  than  he. 

— Ward,  Edward,  1729,  Durgen,  or,  a 
Plain  Satyr  upon  a  Pompous  Satyrist. 

In  Pope  I  cannot  read  a  line. 
But  with  a  sigh  I  wish  it  mine ; 
When  he  can  in  one  couplet  fix 
More  sense  than  I  can  do  in  six; 
It  gives  me  sucta  a  jealous  fit, 
I  cry,  **Pox  take  him  and  his  wijbl  " 

—Swift,  Jonathan,  1731,  On  the  Death 
of  Dr.  Swift. 

Pope  and  Boileau  are  certainly  the  two 
best  poets  of  all  the  moderns.  They  both 
write  extremely  well ;  but  I  should  prefer 
Pope  to  Boileau,  because  he  excels  in  what 
is  most  material  in  the  character  of  a  poet. 
Boileau  writes  more  correctly,  and  better 
than  Pope ;  but  Pope  thinks  more  nobly, 
and  has  much  more  of  the  true  spirit  of 
poetry  than  Boileau. — Rabisay,  Chev- 
alier, 1732-33,  Spenc^s  Anecdotes,  erf. 
Singer,  p.  99. 

He  is,  in  my  opinion,  the  most  elegant, 
the  most  correct  poet ;  and  at  the  same 
time  the  most  harmonious  (a  circumstance 
which  redounds  very  much  to  the  honour 
of  this  muse)  that  England  ever  gave 
birth  to.  He  has  mellowed  the  harsh 
sounds  of  the  English  trumpet  to  the  soft 
accents  of  the  flute.  His  compositions 
may  be  easily  translated,  because  they  are 
vastly  clear  and  perspicuous ;  besides,  most 
of  his  subjects  are  general,  and  relative 


182 


ALEXANDER  POPE 


to  all  nations. -^Voltaire,  PRANgois 
Marie  Arouet,  1732  ?  Letters  Omceming 
the  English  Nation,  p.  170. 

—•'Don't  yon  really  think  so.  Sir?"— I 
think,  madam,  that  he  writes  verses  very 
well. — **Yes,  he  writes  verses  so  well, 
that  he  is  in  danger  of  bringing  even  good 
verse  into  disrepute !  from  his  all  tune  and 
no  meaning." — Montagu,  Lady  Mary 
WORTLEY,  1740-41,  Spence's  Anecdotes, 
ed.  Singer,  p.  178. 

Mr.  Pope,  as  you  with  equal  keenness 
and  propriety  express  it,  is  gone  out.  I 
told  a  friend  of  his,  who  sent  me  the  first 
news  of  it,  that  I  was  very  sorry  for  his 
death,  because  I  doubted  whether  he 
would  live  to  recover  the  accident. 
Indeed  it  gives  me  no  surprize  to  find  you 
thinking  he  was  in  the  wane  of  his  popu- 
larity. It  arose,  originally,  but  from 
meditated  little  personal  assiduities,  and 
a  certain  bladdery  swell  of  management. 
He  did  not  blush  to  have  the  cunning  to 
blow  himself  up,  by  help  of  dull,  uncon- 
sciousness instruments,  whenever  he  would 
seem  to  sail  as  if  his  own  wind  moved  him. 
In  fact,  if  anything  was  fine,  or  truly 
powerful,  in  Mr.  Pope,  it  was  chiefly  cen- 
tered in  expression ;  and  that  rarely,  when 
not  grafted  on  some  other  writer's  pre- 
conceptions. His  own  sentiments  were  low 
and  narrow,  because  always  interested; 
darkly  tobched,  because  conceived  imper- 
fectly ;  and  sour  and  acrid,  because  writ  in 
envy.  He  had  a  turn  for  verse  without  a 
soul  for  poetry.  He  stuck  himself  into 
his  subjects,  and  his  muse  partook  his 
maladies;  which,  with  a  kind  of  peevish 
and  vindictive  consciousness,  maligned  the 
healthy  and  the  satisfied. — Hill,  Aaron, 
1744,  Letter  to  Samiiel  Richardson. 

This  great  man  is  allowed  to  have  been 
one  of  the  first  rank  amongst  the  poets  of 
our  nation,  and  to  acknowledge  the  supe- 
riority of  none  but  Shakespear,  Milton, 
and  Dryden.  With  the  two  former,  it  is 
unnatural  to  compare  him,  as  their  prov- 
ince in  writing  is  so  very  different. 
Pope  has  never  attempted  the  drama,  nor 
published  an  Epic  Poem,  in  which  these  two 
distinguished  genius's  have  so  wonder- 
fully succeeded.  Though  Pope's  genius 
was  great,  it  was  yet  of  so  different  a  cast 
from  Shakespear's  and  Milton's,  that  no 
comparison  can  be  justly  formed.  But  if 
this  may  be  said  of  the  former  two,  it  will 
by  no  means  hold  with  respect  to  the 


latter,  for  between  him  and  Dryden,  there 
is  a  great  similarity  of  writing,  and  a  very 
striking  coincidence  of  genius. — Gibber, 
Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  ag  the  Poets,  vol. 
v,  p.  247. 

I  revere  the  memory  of  Pope,  I  respect 
and  honour  his  abilities;  but  I  do  not 
think  him  at  the  head  of  his  profession. 
In  other  words,  in  that  species  of  poetry 
wherein  Pope  excelled,  he  is  superior  to 
all  mankind :  and  I  only  say  that  this  spe- 
cies of  poetry  is  not  the  most  excellent 
one  of  theart.— Warton,  Joseph,  1756, 
Essay  on  the  Genius  and  Writings  of  Pope, 
Pr^ace. 

Pope,  the  prince  of  lyric  poetry,  unri- 
valled in  satire,  ethicks,  and  polished  ver- 
sification.—Smollett,  Tobias  George, 
1757-58,  Hisimf  of  England. 

Had  Milton  never  wrote,  Pope  would 
have  been  less  to  blame ;  but  when  in  Mil- 
ton's genius.  Homer,  as  it  were,  personally 
rose  to  forbid  Britons  doing  him  that 
ignoble  wrong,  it  is  less  pardonable,  by 
that  effeminate  decoration,  to  put  Achilles 
in  petticoats  a  second  time.  How  much 
nobler  had  it  been,  if  his  numbers  had 
rolled  on  in  full  flow,  thro'  the  various 
modulations  of  masculine  melody,  into 
those  grandeurs  of  solemn  sound  which 
are  indispensably  demanded  by  the  native 
dignity  of  heroic  song !  How  much  nobler 
if  he  had  resisted  the  temptations  of  that 
Gothic  demon  which  modem  poesy,  tast- 
ing, became  mortal !  .  .  .  Harmony, 
as  well  as  eloquence,  is  essential  to  poesy : 
and  a  murder  of  his  music  is  putting  half 
Homer  to  death.  ''Blank"  is  a  term  of 
diminution;  what  we  mean  by  *' blank 
verse"  is  verse,  unf alien,  uncursed ;  verse 
reclaimed,  re-inthroned  in  the  true  lan- 
guage of  the  gods ;  who  never  thundered, 
nor  suffered  their  Homer  to  thunder,  in 
rhyme.— Young,  Edward,  1759,  Conjec- 
tures on  Original  Composition,  p.  565. 

His  great,  will  not  say  greatest,  merit 
lay  in  what  we  call  the  mechanic  of  poetry. 
— Lessing,  Gotthold  Ephraim,  1759, 
Briefe  die  neiuste  Litteratur  betreffend,  II, 
Bri^. 

In  polish 'd  nambers  and  majestic  sound, 
Where  shall  thy  rival,  Pope!  be  ever  found? 
But  whilst  each  line  with  equal  beauty  flows, 
E'en  excellence,  unvaried,  tedious  grows. 
Nature  through  all  her  works,  in  great  degree, 
Borrows  a  blessing  from  variety. 
Music  itself  her  needful  aid  requires 
To  rouse  the  soul,  and  wake  our  dying  fires. 
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Still  in  one  key,  the  nightingale  would  tease  ; 
Still  in  one  key,  not  Brent  would  always 
please. 

—Churchill,  Charles,  1761,  Hie  Apdr 
ogy,  Poems,  erf.  TookSy  vol,  i,  p,  76. 

Pope's  talent  lay  remarkably  in  what 
one  may  naturally  enough  term  the  con- 
densation of  thoughts.  I  think  no  Eng- 
lish poet  ever  brought  so  much  sense  into 
the  same  number  of  lines  with  equal 
smoothness,  ease,  and  poetical  beauty. 
Let  him  who  doubts  of  this  peruse  the 
**  Essay  on  Man"  with  attention. — Shen- 
STOXE,  WiLUAM,  1763  ?  Essays  on  Men 
and  Manners. 

If  the  opinion  of  those  critics  be  true, 
who  hold  that  the  highest  regions  of  Par- 
nassus are  appropriated  to  pathos  and 
sublimity,  Dryden  must  after  all  confess, 
that  he  has  never  ascended  so  far  as  his 
illustrious  imitator :  there  being  nothing 
in  the  writings  of  the  first  so  pathetic  as 
the  **Epistle  of  Eloisa,"  or  the  **Elegy  on 
the  Unfortunate  Lady  ;*'  nor  so  uniformly 
sublime  as  the  "E^y  on  Man,"  or  the 
' 'Pastoral  of  the  Messiah."  This  last  is 
indeed  but  a  selection  and  imitation  of 
choice  passages ;  but  it  bespeaks  a  power 
of  imitation,  and  a  taste  in  selection,  that 
Dryden  does  not  seem  to  have  possessed. 
To  all  which  may  I  not  be  permitted  to 
add,  what  I  think  I  could  prove,  that  the 
pathos  of  Homer  is  frequently  improved J)y 
Pope,  and  that  of  Virgil  very  frequently 
debased  by  Dryden?— Beattie,  James, 
mQ-9,  Essays,  p.  18,  note. 

In  the  last  Review,  I  mean  in  the  last  but 
one,  I  saw  Johnson's  critique  upon  Prior 
and  Pope.  I  am  bound  to  acquiesce  in  his 
opinion  of  the  latter,  because  it  has  always 
been  my  own.  I  could  never  agree  with 
those  who  preferred  him  to  Dryden ;  nor 
with  others  (I  have  known  such,  and  per- 
sons of  taste  and  discernment  too),  who 
could  not  allow  him  to  be  a  poet  at  all. 
He  was  certainly  a  mechanical  maker  of 
verses,  and  in  every  line  he  ever  wrote, 
we  see  indubitable  marks  of  the  most  inde- 
fatigable industry  and  labour.  Writers 
who  find  it  necessary  to  make  such  stren- 
uous and  painful  exertions,  are  generally 
as  phlegmatic  as  they  are  correct;  but 
Pope  was,  in  this  respect,  exempted  from 
the  common  lot  of  authors  of  that  class. 
With  the  unwearied  application  of  a  plod- 
ding Flemish  painter,  who  draws  a  shrimp 
with  the  most  minute  exactness,  he  had 


all  the  genius  of  one  of  the  first  masters. 
Never,  I  believe,  were  such  talents  and 
such  drudgery  united.  But  I  admire  Dry- 
den most,  who  has  succeeded  by  mere  dint 
of  genius,  and  in  spite  of  a  laziness  and 
carelessness  almost  peculiar  to  himself. 
His  faults  are  numberless,  but  so  are  his 
beauties.  His  faults  are  those  of  a  great 
man,  and  his  beauties  are  such  (at  least 
sometimes),  as  Pope  with  all  his  touching 
and  retouching  could  never  equal. — Cow- 
PER,  William,  1782,  Letter  to  Rev.  Wil- 
liam  Unwin,  Jan.  5. 

Then  Pope,  as  harmony  itself  exact, 

In  verse  well  disciplined,  complete,  compact. 

Gave  virtue  and  morality  a  grace. 

That,  quite  eclipsing  pleasure's  painted  face, 

Levied  a  tax  of  wonder  and  applause, 

E'en  on  the  fools  that  trampled  on  their  laws. 

But  he  (his  musical  finesse  was  such, 

So  nice  his  ear,  so  delicate  his  touch) 

Made  poetry  a  mere  mechanic  art ; 

And  every  warbler  has  his  tune  by  heart. 

— CowPER,  William,  1782,  Table  Talk. 

Pope's  works  are  superabundant  with 
superfluous  and  unmeaning  verbage;  his 
translations  are  even  replete  with  tautol- 
ogy, a  fault  which  is  to  refinement  as  mid- 
night is  to  noon  day.  What  is  truly  sur- 
prizing is,  that  the  fourth  book  of  the 
''Duniciad,''  his  last  publication,  is  more 
fulf  of  redundancy  and  incorrectness  than 
his  Pastorals,  which  are  his  first. — Pink- 
ERTON,  John  (Robert  Heron),  1785,  Let- 
ters  of  Literature,  p.  64. 

All  that  was  wanting  to  his  illustrious 
predecessor  found  its  consummation  in  the 
genius,  knowledge,  correct  sense,  and 
condensation  of  thought  and  expression, 
which  distinguish  this  poet. — Mathias, 
Thomas  James,  1798,  The  Pursuits  of  Lit- 
erature, Eighth  ed.,  p.  36. 

The  fourteenth  chapter  of  Scriblerus, 
it  is  true,  possesses  humour,  but  the  Sec- 
ond Satire  from  Horace  has  nothing  to 
palliate  its  grossness.  It  were  much  to 
be  wished  also  that  every  future  editor 
would  expel  not  only  these  offensive  pages, 
but  the  Imitations  likewise  of  Chaucer  and 
Spenser,  neither  of  which  have  a  particle 
of  merit,  and  the  last  impresses  an  idea 
of  the  genius  of  the  poet  totally  void  of  all 
verisimilitude.— Drake,  Nathan,  1810, 
Essays,  lUv^strative  of  the  Rambler,  Adven- 
turer and  Idler,  vol.  ii,  p.  143. 

Shall  I  venture  to  own  to  you,  that  in 
mental  power,  I  give  him  only  the  third 
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place  among  the  wits  of  his  time?  In 
talent,  that  is,  in  power  formed  and 
directed  by  habit  to  one  sort  of  exertion, 
his  place  may  be  higher.  He  had  a  greater 
talent  for  brilliant  and  sententious  verses 
than  perhaps  any  of  his  contemporaries 
had  for  any  other  kind  of  literary  excel- 
lence. I  really  think  that  his  great  merit 
is  the  same  with  that  of  a  writer  of  max- 
ims. His  observations  on  life  are  both 
sensible  and  fine,  bnt  they  are  seldom  his 
own;  they  have  not  the  truth  of  imme- 
diate experience ;  and  in  his  maxims,  like 
those  of  his  brethem,  the  truth  is  always 
in  part  sacrificed  to  the  brilliancy ;  some 
part  of  the  jewel  is  cut  away  in  polishing. 
A  talent  very  inferior  to  a  man's  general 
power  of  mind,  especially  when  joined  to 
mannerism,  strikes  me  as  a  sort  of  knack. 
Estimated  by  the  two  great  faculties  of 
the  human  mind,  his  place  must  be  where 
I  have  assigned  it.  Swift  was  as  much 
above  him  in  understanding,  as  Addison  in 
imagination,  — not  to  mention  taste.  Both 
Swift  and  Addison  were  more  classical 
writers ;  that  is,  their  writings  approach 
more  near  to  the  models  of  beauty  in  their 
respective  kinds. — Mackintosh,  Sir 
James,  1811,  Diary,  Memoirs  ecf..  Mack- 
ijUoshy  vol.  II,  p.  101. 

The  poetic  fame  of  Pope,  however,  has 
been  the  bane  of  religion ;  for  independ- 
ent of  the  seductive  lustre  which  he  has 
given  to  the  daemonology  of  Homer,  and 
the  unblushing  deism  of  his  ''Essay  on 
Man,"  pure  heathenism,  in  spite  of  a  few 
solitary  truths  introduced  for  the  sake  of 
the  rhyme,  ever  feeds  his  lamp  and  scents 
his  works,  which  paganise  the  taste  of 
thousands.— BoGUE,  David,  and  Bennett, 
James,  1812,  History  (f  Dissenters,  from 
the  Revolution  in  1688,  to  the  year  1808. 

Bnt  ever  since  Pope  spoiled  the  ears  of  the 

town 
With  his  cuckoo-song  verses,  half  np  and 

half  down. 

—Hunt,  Leigh,  1814-15,  Feast  qf  the 
Poets. 

We  shall  not  enter  into  the  question 
whether  Pope  had  most  taste  or  genius. 
Perhaps  he  was  destined  by  nature  for 
bold  invention;  but  in  fact  he  has,  in 
general,  imitated  with  taste.  The  same 
thing  may  be  said  of  Horace,  Vida,  and 
Boileau.  Pope,  like  them,  was  a  critic  as 
well  as  a  poet.  It  is  a  curious  observation 
that  no  poet  of  the  first  rank  has  ever 


spoken  of  the  mechanism  of  his  art.  while 
poets  of  inferior  station  have  laboriously 
displayed  its  rules  in  verse. — FoscoLO, 
Ugo,  1818,  Dante,  Edinburgh  Review,  vol. 
29,  p.  467. 

The  question,  whether  Pope  was  a  poet, 
has  hardly  yet  been  settled,  and  is  hardly 
worth  settling ;  for,  if  he  was  not  a  great 
poet,  he  must  have  been  a  great  prose- 
writer,  that  is,  he  was  a  great  writer  of 
some  sort.  He  was  a  man  of  exquisite 
faculties,  and  of  the  most  refined  taste ; 
and  as  he  chose  verse  (the  most  obvious 
distinction  of  poetry)  as  the  vehicle  to 
express  his  ideas,  he  has  generally  passed 
for  a  poet,  and  a  good  one.  If,  indeed, 
by  a  great  poet,  we  mean  one  who  gives 
the  utmost  grandeur  to  our  conceptions  of 
nature,  or  the  utmost  force  to  the  passions 
of  the  heart.  Pope  was  not  in  this  sense  a 
great  poet ;  for  the  bent,  the  character- 
istic power  of  his  mind,  lay  the  clear  con- 
trary way.— Hazutt,  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Poets,  Lecture  iv. 

Pope  is  a  satirist,  and  a  moralist,  and  a 
wit,  and  a  critic,  and  a  fine  writer,  much 
more  than  he  is  a  poet.  He  has  all  the 
delicacies  and  proprieties  and  felicities  of 
diction — but  he  has  not  a  great  deal  of 
fancy,  and  scarcely  ever  touches  any  of 
the  greater  passions.  He  is  much  the 
best,  we  think,  of  the  classical  Continental 
school ;  but  he  is  not  to  be  compared  with 
the  masters — nor  with  the  pupils — of  that 
Old  English  one  from  which  there  had  been 
80  lamentable  an  apostasy.  There  are  no 
pictures  of  nature  or  of  simple  emotion  in 
all  his  writings.  He  is  the  poet  of  town 
life,  and  of  high  life,  and  of  literary  life ; 
and  seems  so  much  afraid  of  incurring  rid- 
icule by  the  display  of  natural  feeling  or 
unregulated  fancy,  that  it  is  difficult  not 
to  imagine  that  he  would  have  thought 
such  ridicule  very  well  directed. — Jef- 
frey, Francis,  1819-44,  Contributions  to 
the  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  2,  p.  292. 

Pope  gave  our  heroic  couplet  its  strict- 
est melc^y  and  tersest  expression. 
D'on  mot  mis  en  sa  place  il  enseigne  le  pon- 
voir. 

If  his  contemporaries  forgot  other  poets 
in  admiring  him,  let  him  not  be  robbed  of 
his  just  fame  on  pretence  that  a  part  of 
it  was  superfluous.  The  public  ear  was 
long  fatigued  with  repetitions  of  his  man- 
ner ;  but  if  we  place  ourselves  in  the  sit- 
uation of  those  to  whom  his  brilliancy. 
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snccinctnesSy  and  animation  were  wholly 
new,  we  cannot  wonder  at  their  being  cap- 
tivated to  the  fondest  admiration.  .  .  . 
Bat  let  OS  look  to  the  spirit  that  points 
his  antithesis,  and  to  the  rapid  precision  of 
his  thoughts,  and  we  shall  forgive  him  for 
being  too  antithetic  and  sententious. 
.  .  .  That  Pope  was  neither  so  insensi- 
ble to  the  beauties  of  nature,  nor  so  indis- 
tinct in  describing  them  as  to  forfeit  the 
character  of  a  genuine  poet,  is  what  I 
mean  to  urge,  without  exaggerating  his 
picturesqueness.  But  before  speaking  of 
that  quality  in  his  writings,  I  would  beg 
leave  to  observe,  in  the  first  place,  that 
the  faculty  by  which  a  poet  luminously 
describes  objects  of  art  is  essentially  the 
same  faculty  which  enables  him  to  be 
a  faithful  describer  of  simple  nature; 
in  the  second  place,  that  nature  and  art 
are  to  a  greater  degree  relative  terms  in 
poetical  description  than  is  generally  recol- 
lected ;  and,  thirdly,  that  artificial  objects 
and  manners  are  of  so  much  importance  in 
fiction,  as  to  make  the  exquisite  descrip- 
tion of  them  no  less  characteristic  of  gen- 
ius than  the  description  of  simple  physical 
appearances.  The  poet  is  ' 'creation's 
heir." — Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  An 
Essay  on  English  Poetry. 

I  have  loved  and  honoured  the  fame  and 
name  of  that  illustrious  and  unrivalled 
man,  far  more  than  my  own  paltry 
renown,  and  the  trashy  gingle  of  the  crowd 
of  '^ schools''  and  upstarts,  who  pretend 
to  rival,  or  even  surpass  him.  .  .  . 
The  most  perfect  of  our  poets  and  the 
purest  of  our  moralists.  ...  He  is  the 
moral  poet  of  all  civilisation,  and  as  such, 
let  us  hope  that  he  will  one  day  be  the 
national  poet  of  mankind.  He  is  the  only 
poet  that  never  shocks;  the  only  'poet 
whose  fatUtkssness  has  been  made  his 
reproach. — Byron,  Lord,  1821,  On 
Bowles's  Strictures  on  the  Life  and  Writ- 
ings of  Pope. 

When  he  left  his  own  laurel  circus 
at  Twickenham,  he  was  lifted  into  his 
chariot  or  his  barge ;  and  with  weak  eyes, 
and  tottering  strength,  it  is  physically 
impossible  he  could  be  a  descriptive  bard. 
Where  description  has  been  introduced 
among  his  poems,  as  far  as  his  observa- 
tion could  go,  he  excelled;  more  could 
not  be  expected.  In  the  descriptions  of 
the  cloister,  the  scenes  surrounding  the 
melancholy  convent,  as  far  as  could  be 


gained  by  books,  suggested  by  imagina- 
tion, he  was  eminently  successful;  but 
even  here,  perhaps,  he  only  proved  that  he 
could  not  go  far.— Bowles,  William 
Lisle,  1821,  Two  Letters  to  the  Right 
Honourable  Lord  Byron. 

Neither  time,  nor  distance,  nor  grief, 
nor  age  can  ever  diminish  my  veneration 
for  him,  who  is  the  great  moral  poet  of  all 
times,  of  all  climes,  of  all  feelings,  and 
of  all  stages  of  existence.  The  delight  of 
my  boyhood,  the  study  of  my  manhood, 
perhaps  (if  allowed  to  me  to  attain  it)  he 
may  be  the  consolation  of  my  age.  His 
poetry  is  the  Book  of  Life.  Without 
canting,  and  yet  without  neglecting  reli- 
gion, he  has  assembled  all  that  a  good  and 
great  man  can  gather  together  of  moral 
wisdom  clothed  in  consummate  beauty. — 
Byron,  Lord,  1821,  A  Second  Letter  on 
Bowles's  Strictures  on  the  Life  and  Writ- 
ings of  Pope. 

It  really  seems  to  us  absurd,  and  some- 
what conceited  to  inquire  at  this  time  of 
day,  if  Pope  be  really  a  poet.  If  the  wise 
men  of  Europe  had  not  been  grossly 
deceived  for  the  last  hundred  years,  (a 
pretty  fair  term  of  time  to  settle  the  pre- 
tensions of  an  author),  he  is  one  of  the 
most  eminent.  It,  after  all,  amounts  to 
a  mere  verbal  dispute ;  whether  our  defini- 
tion of  a  poet  is  the  same  that  it  was  a 
century  ago ;  as  relates  to  ourselves,  we 
see  no  reason  to  doubt  it.  We  study  and 
admire  the  same  great  models  that  were 
then  admired;  we  acknowledge  in  Pope 
the  sprightliness  of  an  elegant  fancy, 
graceful  dignity  of  sentiment,  a  wit 
unceasing  yet  never  tiring,  satire  playful 
yet  severe,  an  accurate  taste,  a  senten- 
tiousness  of  expression  neither  weakened 
by  affectation,  nor  clouded  by  ambiguity, 
and  an  uniform  polish  of  language  never 
rivalled.  .  /  .  .  It  is  not  by  an  indis- 
criminate commendation  of  Pope,  that  we 
may  hope  to  preserve  his  poetical  charac- 
ter Jrqm  the  unmerited  contempt,  into 
whicMx  has  fallen  of  late  years ;  chiefly 
occasioned  by  the  example  of  a  few  capti- 
vating but  lawless  writers.  We  must 
meet  him  on  his  own  ground,  which  is 
surely  too  high  to  demand  the  aid  of 
extravagant  eulogium;  acknowledge  his 
deficiencies,  that  we  may  be  more  readily 
credited  in  speaking  of  his  merits ;  hold 
him  up  to  imitation  as  a  perspicuous,  ele- 
gant, and  correct  writer,  abounding  in  wit 
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and  fancy  but  not  sublime;  natural  but 
not  tender.— Prescott,  Wiluam  H.,  1821, 
ByrorCs  Letter  on  Pope,  North  American 
RevieWy  vol.  13,  pp.  468,  470. 

Who  can  be  **at  fault"  with  any 
edition,  where  the  text  is  pure,  and  the 
annotations  are  brief  and  apposite? 
There  is  only  one  feeling,  while  discours- 
ing of  this  incomparable  poet,  which  I 
trust  it  may  be  permitted  me  to  avow; 
that  is,  that,  in  the  present  age  of  prying 
research  into  the  documents  left  of  the 
illustrious  dead,  no  officious  zeal,  mis- 
guided vanity,  or  base  love  of  lucre,  will 
lead  to  the  publicity  of  every  thing  yet 
existing,  unrecorded,  of  the  muse  of  Pope : 
a  name,  which  should  be  ever  connected 
with  all  our  better  feelings  of  admiration 
and  gratitude. — Dibdin,  Thomas  Prog- 
NALL,  1824,  The  Library  Companion^  p. 
730. 

Pope  exhibits  more  of  the  accuser  than 
the  Judge.  Petty  interests,  and  personal 
malice,  instead  of  a  love  of  justice,  and  a 
hatred  of  vice,  appear  to  be  the  powers 
which  nerve  his  arm.  The  victim  is  sure 
to  fall  beneath  his  blow,  but  the  deed, 
however  righteous,  inspires  us  with  no 
very  affectionate  feelings  for  his  execu- 
tioner.— Neele,  Henry,  1827-29,  Lect- 
ures on  Ekglish  Poetry,  p.  175. 

These  three  writers,  Thomson,  Collins, 
and  Dyer,  had  more  poetic  imagination 
than  any  of  their  contemporaries,  unless 
we  reckon  Chatterton  as  of  that  age.  I 
do  not  name  Pope,  for  he  stands  alone,  as 
a  man  must  highly  gifted ;  but  unluckily 
he  took  the  plain  when  the  heights  were 
within  his  reach.— Wordsworth,  Wil- 
uam, 1829,  Letters,  Memoirs  by  C.  Words- 
worth, ed.  Reed,  vol.  n,  p.  217. 

Pope  formed  his  style  on  that  of  Dryden. 
He  has  less  enthusiasm,  less  majesty,  less 
force  of  thought,  than  his  great  model, 
but  he  has  more  delicacy  of  feeling,  more 
refinement  and  more  correctness.  If  he 
never  soars  to  the  height  which  Dryden 
reached  when  ''the  full  burst  of  inspiration 
came,"  he  never  sinks  so  low  as  his  mas- 
ter ofttimes  fell.  While  soothed  by  the 
exquisitely  sweet,  but  somewhat  monoto- 
nous couplets  of  Pope,  we  occasionally 
long  for  the  bolder  and  more  varied  music 
of  Dryden's  lines.— Dyce,  Alexander, 
1831-51,  Memoir  of  Pope. 

Nothing  in  the  English  language  can  be 


more  perfect  than  the  terseness,  elegance, 
and  condensation  of  Pope's  sentiments,  dic- 
tion, and  rhyme. — Montgomery,  James, 
1833,  Lectures  on  General  Literature^ 
Poetry,  etc.,  p.  302. 

Pope  was  hardly  the  man  to  criticise 
Milton.— Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1833,  Table  Talk,  ed.  Ashe,  Sept.  4,  p.  261. 

What  fiction  has  he  formed  to  embody 
truth  ?  Are  not  all  his  illustrations  drawn 
from  observance?  Even  his  beautiful 
"Eloisa"  is  no  original  invention ;  it  is  the 
conception  of  a  powerful  and  passionate 
fancy,  — not  invention.  The  genius  is  sec- 
ondary, because  it  lies  solely  in  the  lan- 
guage and  versification.  But  who  can  put 
it  in  the  same  class  with  the  inventions 
of  Dante,  Petrarch,  Ariosto,  Tasso,  Spen- 
ser, Shakspeare,  and  Milton  ?  When  Byron 
wrote  ** Manfred,''  and  *'Cain"  and 
"Heaven  and  Earth,"  he  was  a  great 
inventor :  why  therefore  does  he  affect  to 
despise  himself  for  not  following  Pope's 
model  ?  I  am  sorry  to  say,  that  this  seems 
nothing  less  than  perverse  affectation.  I 
have  taken  the  same  side  on  this  Pope- 
argument  all  my  life;  and, — strangely 
enough, — made  many  people  angry  by  it. 
Pope  is  an  unrivalled  favourite  with  the 
matter-of-fact  people ;  and  they  think  it 
an  actual  affront  to  them  to  doubt  his  pre- 
eminence.—Brydges,  Sir  Samuel  Edger- 
TON,  1834,  Autobiography,  vol.  1,  p.  127. 

In  our  own  times,  not  merely  has  the 
depreciation  of  the  unities  gained  ground, 
but  the  poets  of  the  age  of  Anne  have  been 
censured  as  carrying  too  far  the  smooth- 
ness and  correctness  of  versification. 
Pope  especially,  as  the  foremost  of  this 
class,  has  been  nibbled  at  by  men  whom, 
when  alive,  a  single  brandish  of  his  pen 
would  have  silenced  and  struck  down.  He 
has  been  denied  imagination,  variety,  true 
poetic  genius,  and  allowed  scarce  any  thing 
beyond  the  talent  of  harmonious  numbers. 
But  his  defence  has  been  promptly  under- 
taken by  gifted  hands,  and  conducted  in  a 
manner  worthy  of  himself  and  of  them. 
.  .  .  The  real  truth  seems  to  be,  that 
Pope's  was  not  the  highest  class  of  poetry, 
but  that  in  the  second  class  he  deserves  to 
hold  the  very  highest  rank.  It  may  also 
be  observed,  that  this  class,  though  infe- 
rior in  the  scale  of  merit,  is  perhaps  more 
generally  and  permanently  pleasing  than 
any  other. — Stanhope,  Philip  Henry 
Earl  (Lord  Mahon)^  1836-58,  History  (f 
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England  from  the  PecLce  of  Utrecht  to  the 
Peace  qf  Versailks,  1713-1783,  vol.  n,  p. 
218. 

It  is  no  use  to  decide  the  disputed  ques- 
tion as  to  whether  he  were  a  poet  or  not, 
in  the  strict  sense  of  the  term;  in  any 
case,  his  was  one  of  the  finest  heads  ever 
known,  full  of  deep  sayings,  uttered  in  the 
shape  of  couplets — rhymed  couplets. — 
Carlyle,  Thomas,  1838,  Lectures  on  the 
HUtary  <^  LiteraturCy  p.  179. 

We  will  admit  to  our  reader  in  the  con- 
fessional, that,  however  convinced  in  our 
innermost  opinion  of  the  superiority  of 
Dryden's  genius,  we  have  more  pleasure 
in  reading  Pope  than  we  ever  could  enjoy 
or  imagine  under  Pope's  master.  We 
incline  to  believe  that  Dryden  being  the 
greatest  poet-power.  Pope  is  the  best  poet- 
manual;  and  that  whatever  Dryden  has 
done — we  do  not  say  conceived,  we  do  not 
say  suggested,  but  done — Pope  has  done 
that  thing  better.  For  translations,  we 
hold  up  Pope's  Homer  against  Dryden's 
Virgil  and  the  world.  Both  translations 
are  utterly  and  equally  contrary  to  the 
^antique,  both  bad  with  the  same  sort  of 
excellence ;  but  Pope's  faults  are  Dryden's 
faults,  while  Dryden's  are  not  Pope's. 
We  say  the  like  of  the  poems  from  Chau- 
cer; we  say  the  like  of  the  philosophic 
and  satirical  poems :  the  art  of  reasoning 
in  verse  is  admirably  attained  by  either 
poet  but  practised  with  more  grace  and 
point  by  the  later  one.  To  be  sure,  there 
is  the  ''Alexander's  Feast"  ode,  called, 
until  people  half  believed  what  they  said, 
the  greatest  ode  in  the  language!  But 
here  is,  to  make  the  stales  even  again,  the 
"Eloisa"  with  tears  on  it, — faulty  But 
tender — of  a  sensibility  *  which  glorious 
John  was  not  born  with  a  heart  for.  To 
be  sure,  it  was  not  necess^^  that  John 
Dryden  should  keep  a  Bolingbroka  to  think 
for  him :  but  to  be  sure  again,  fl'is  Icfme^ 
thing  to  be  bom  with  a  heart,  particularly 
for  a  poet.  We  recognise  besides  in  Pope, 
a  delicate  fineness  of  tact,  of  which  the 
precise  contrary  is  unpleasantly  obvious 
in  his  great  master;  Horace  Walpole's 
description  of  Selwyn,  un  bete  inspire  with 
a  restriction  of  bite  to  the  animal  sense, 
fitting  glorious  John  like  his  crown.  Now 
there  is  nothing  of  this  coarseness  of  the 
senses  about  Pope ;  the  little  pale  Queen 
Anne's  valetudinarian  had  a  nature  fine 
enough  to  stand  erect  upon  the  point  of  a 


needle  like  a  schoolman's  angel ;  and  what- 
ever he  wrote  coarsely,  he  did  not  write 
from  inward  impulse,  but  from  external 
conventionality,  from  a  bad  social  Swift- 
sympathy.  For  the  rest,  he  carries  out 
his  master's  principles  into  most  excellent 
and  delicate  perfection :  he  is  rich  in  his 
degree.  And  there  is,  indeed,  something 
charming  even  to  an  enemy's  ear  in  this 
exquisite  balancing  of  sounds  and  phrases, 
these  ''shining  rows"  of  oppositions  and 
appositions,  this  glorifying  of  common- 
places by  antithetic  processes,  this  catch- 
ing, in  the  rebound,  of  emphasis  upon 
rhyme  and  rhyme;  all,  in  short,  of  this 
Indian  jugglery  and  Indian  carving  upon 
— cherry-stones ! — Browning,  Elizabeth 
Barrett,  1842-63,  The  Book  of  the  Poets. 

Though  charity  may  find  much  in  him 
that  needs  to  be  forgiven,  though  justice 
may  even  sometimes  class  him  with  those 
moral  assassins  who  wear,  like  Cloten, 
their  daggers  in  their  mouths,  yet  still 
great  merit  cannot  be  denied  to  the  poet 
and  the  man  who  scourged  hypocrisy  and 
baseness,  at  a  time  when  baseness  paved 
the  way  to  power,  and  hypocrisy  distrib- 
uted the  spoils  of  fraud. — Whipple, 
Edwin  P.,  1845,  Wit  and  Humor,  Litera- 
ture and  LifCy  p,  101 

It  was  unlucky  for  him  (if  indeed  it  did 
not  produce  a  lucky  variety  for  the  read- 
ing world)  that  Dryden  came  immediately 
before  Kim.  Dryden,  a  robuster  nature, 
was  just  great  enough  to  mislead  Pope 
and  French  ascendency  completed  his  fate. 
Perhaps,  after  all,  nothing  better  than 
such  a  honey  and  such  a  sting  as  this 
exquisite  writer  developed,  could  have 
been  got  out  of  his  little  delicate  pungent 
nature ;  and  we  have  every  reason  to  be 
grateful  for  what  they  have  done  for  us. 
Hundreds  dt  greater  pretensions  in  poetry 

;  have  wt  attained  to  half  his  fame,  nofaid 
they  deserve  it ;  for  they  did  not  take  half 

'his  pains. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1846,  Wit  and 
Humour  J  p.  281. 

This  prince  of  poets. — Campbell,  John 
Lord,  1849,  Lives  qf  the  Chief  Justices  cf 
England,  vol,  ii,  ch.  xxx. 

The  mellifluence  of  Pope,  as  Johnson 
called  it,  has  the  defect  of  monotony. 
Fkquisite  in  the  sweet  rising  and  falling 
of  its  clauses,  it  seldom  or  never  takes 
the  ear  prisoner  by  a  musical  surprise 
If  Pope  be  the  nightingale  of  our  verse. 
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he  displays  none  of  the  irrefinila]^  and  unex- 
pected gush  of  the  songster.  He  has  no 
variations.  The  tnne  is  delicate,  bnt  not 
natural.  It  reminds  us  of  a  bird,  all  over 
brilliant,  which  pipes  its  one  lay  in  a 
golden  cage  and  has  forgotten  the  green 
wood  in  the  luxury  of  confinement.  But 
Dryden's  versification  has  the  freedom  and 
the  freshness  of  the  fields.  Pope's  modu- 
lation is  of  the  ear ;  Dryden's  of  the  sub- 
ject.— WiLLMOTT,  Robert  Aris,  1851, 
Pleasures^  Objects  and  Advantages  of  Ui- 
erature,  p.  79. 

I  admire  Pope  in  the  very  highest 
degree ;  but  I  admire  him  as  a  pyrotech- 
nic artist  for  producing  brilliant  and 
evanescent  effect  out  of  elements  that 
have  hardly  a  moment's  life  within  them. 
There  is  a  flash  and  startling  explosion, 
then  there  is  a  dazzling  coruscation,  all 
purple  and  gold ;  the  eye  aches  under  the 
suddenness  of  a  display,  that,  springing 
like  a  burning  arrow  out  of  darkness, 
rushes  back  into  darkness  with  arrowy 
speed,  and  in  a  moment  all  is  over. — De 
QuiNCEY,  Thomas,  1851,  Lord  Carlisle  on 
Pope,  Tait,  n.«.  vol.  18,  p.  311. 

No  poet  ever  enjoyed  greater  popu- 
larity, or  had  more  influence  on  the  taste 
of  his  age.  In  versification  this  was  imme- 
diate and  direct.  His  style  was  copied 
by  innumerable  imitators,  until  the  public 
ear  was  cloyed  with  the  everlasting  echo 
of  the  heroic  couplet.  In  his  own  didactic 
poems  Pope  was  too  uniform  in  his  pauses 
and  construction.  The  reader  is  apt  to  be 
fatigued  with  the'  regular  recurrence  of 
terse  and  pointed  lines,  the  balanced  verse 
and  striking  antithesis,  unless  attention 
be  closely  fixed  on  the  weighty  truths,  the 
admirable  sentiments,  and  marvellous 
felicity  of  diction  which  are  compressed 
within  these  brilliant  couplets.  But, 
besides  harmonious  versification.  Pope 
taught  correctness  and  precision  of 
thought,  and  brought  slovenly  execution 
into  irredeemable  disgrace.  Thomson 
would  not  have  thrice  corrected,  and 
almost  rewritten  his  ** Seasons,"  improv- 
ing them  on  each  revision,  if  Pope  had  not 
raised  the  standard  of  public  taste  with 
respect  to  poetical  composition.  It  has 
been  said  by  one  who  is  himself  a  true  poet. 
Professor  Aytoun,  that  Pope  founded  no 
school  of  poetry,  or  if  he  did  it  was  soon 
extinct,  driven  out  by  Percy's  ''Reliques," 
by  Cowper,  and  Bums.  The  attempt  to  rival 


Pope  on  his  own  peculiar  ground  was  hope* 
less.  —  Carruthers,  Robert,  1853-57, 
The  Life  qf  Alexander  Pope,  p,  415. 

The  taste  and  sensibilities  of  Pope, 
which  led  him  to  cultivate  the  society  of 
persons  of  fine  manners,  or  wit,  or  taste, 
or  beauty,  caused  him  to  shrink  equally 
from  that  shabby  and  boisterous  crew 
which  formed  the  rank  and  file  of  litera- 
ture in  his  time :  and  he  was  as  unjust  to 
these  men  as  they  to  him.  The  delicate 
little  creature  sickened  at  habits  and  com- 
pany which  were  quite  tolerable  torobuster 
men:  and  in  the  famous  feud  between 
Pope  and  the  Dunces,  and  without  attrib- 
uting any  peculiar  wrong  to  either,  one 
can  quite  understand  how  the  two  parties 
should  so  hate  each  other.  As  I  fancy,  it 
was  a  sort  of  necessity  that  when  Pope's 
triumph  passed,  Mr.  Addison  and  his  men 
should  look  rather  contemptuously  down 
on  it  from  their  balcony ;  so  it  was  natural 
for  Dennis  and  Tibbald,  and  Webster  and 
Gibber,  and  the  worn  and  hungry  in'essmen 
in  the  crowd  below,  to  howl  at  him  and 
assail  him.  And  Pope  was  more  savage 
to  Grub-street,  than  Grub-street  was  to 
Pope.— Thackeray,  William  Makepbagb, 
1853,  The  English  Humorists  qf  the  EigUr 
eenth  Century. 

In  Pope's  writings,  whatsoever  he  may 
not  find,  he  will  find  the  very  excellencies 
after  which  our  young  poets  strive  in  vain, 
produced  by  their  seeming  opposites* 
which  are  now  despised  and  discarded; 
naturalness  produced  by  studious  art ;  dar- 
ing sublimity  by  strict  self-restraint ;  depth 
by  clear  simplicity ;  pathos  by  easy  grace ; 
and  a  morality  iniSnitely  more  merciful,  as 
well  as  more  righteous,  than  the  one  now 
in  vogue  among  the  poetasters,  by  honest 
faith  in  God.  If  he  be  shocked  by  certain 
peculiarities  of  diction,  and  by  the  fond- 
ness for  perpetual  antithesis,  let  him 
remember,  that  what  seems  strange  to 
our  day  was  natural  and  habitual  in  his ; 
and  that,  in  the  eyes  of  our  grandchildren, 
Keats's  and  Shelley's  peculiarities  will 
seem  as  monstrous  as  Pope's  or  Johnson's 
do  in  ours.— KiNGSLEY,  Charles,  1853, 
Alacander  Smith  and  Alexander  Pope, 
Eraser*  s  Magazine,  vol.  48,  p.  455. 

Pope  our  classical  English  Satirist.  No 
controversies,  as  to  his  being  a  **poet"  or 
not,  will  ever  drive  him  from  his  place  by 
the  side  of  Horace  and  Juvenal ;  from  his 
leading  position  in  the  group  of  those 
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great  and  fine  intellects  who  have  in  vari- 
ous ages  seized  the  very  spirit  of  human 
society,  and  depicted  it  in  their  pages,  or 
corrected  its  corruptions,  by  the  force  of 
their  inspiration  from  the  sources  of  moral 
truth.  For  the  sake  of  the  finished  excel- 
lence which  proves  him  to  have  been  a 
great  man  and  a  great  artist,  we  must 
make  what  allowances  we  can  for  draw- 
backs which  it  is  impossible  to  hide  and 
useless  to  ignore. — Hannay,  James,  1854, 
Satire  and  Satirists,  p.  154. 

Pope  is  once  again  in  the  ascendant. 
For  a  moment  a  thin  filmy' shadow  passed 
over  his  name  and  fame;  but  time  has 
restored  ''all  its  original  brightness,  "and 
Pope  now  stands,  where  he  ever  will  stand, 
amongst  the  foremost  men  in  the  annals  of 
his  coimtry's  literature. — Dilkb,  Charles 
Wentworth,  1854-75,  Pope's  Writings, 
The  Papers  (fa  Oritic,  vol.  i,  p.  94. 

He  was,  some  one  we  think  has  said,  the 
sort  of  a  person  we  cannot  even  conceive 
existing  in  a  barbarous  age.  His  subject 
was  not  life  at  large,  but  fashionable  life. 
He  described  the  society  in  which  he  was 
thrown,  the  people  among  whom  he  lived ; 
his  mind  was  a  hoard  of  small  maxims,  a 
quintessence  of  petty  observations.  When 
he  described  character,  he  described  it, 
not  dramatically  nor  as  it  is  in  itself,  but 
observantly  and  from  without ;  calling  up 
in  the  mind  not  so  much  a  vivid  conception 
of  the  man — of  the  real,  corporeal,  sub- 
stantial being — as  an  idea  of  the  idea 
which  a  metaphysical  bystander  might 
re&ie  and  excruciate  concerning  him. 
Society  in  Pope  is  scarcely  a  society  of 
people,  but  of  pretty  little  atoms,  colored 
and  painted  with  hoops  or  in  coats, — a 
miniature  of  metaphysics,  a  puppet-show 
of  sylphs.  He  elucidates  the  doctrine  that 
the  tendency  of  civilized  poetry  is  towards 
an  analytic  sketch  of  the  existing  civiliza- 
tion.— Bagehot,  Walter,  1855,  William 
Cowper,  Works,  ed.  Morgan,  vol.  i,  p.  424. 

Whatever  was  his  power  of  imagination, 
of  fancy,  his  command  of  language,  or  flow 
of  verse,  his  genius  had  not  that  spiritual 
healthfulness  which  is  a  characteristic  of 
our  greatest  English  poets.  There  is, 
running  through  all  the  writings  of  Pope, 
a  large  vein  of  misanthropy.  It  was  his 
habit  to  proclaim  contempt  of  the  world, 
antipathy  to  his  fellow-beings,  except  a 
few  choice  friends,  whom  he  clung  to 
most    faithfully.— Reed,  Henry,  1855, 


Lectures    on    English   Literature,  From 
Chaucer  to  Tennyson,  p.  234. 

Thus  poetry  is  degraded  and  made  orna- 
mental. Pope  and  his  school  wrote  poetry 
fit  to  put  round  frosted  cake. — Emerson, 
Ralph  Waldo,  1856-84,  English  Traits, 
p.  242. 

Of  all  English  authors  he  [Person]  seems 
to  have  had  the  greatest  liking  for  Pope. 
He  admired,  with  all  the  world.  Pope's 
vigour  of  thought  and  accuracy  and  beauty 
of  language.  Mr.  Maltby  has  seen  the 
tears  roll  down  his  cheeks  while  he  was 
repeating  Pope's  **  Epistle  to  the  Earl  of 
Oxford,'*  prefixed  to  ParnelPs  Poems. 
Walking  with  Maltby  and  Rogers  over 
Pope's  Villa  at  Twickenham,  he  exclaimed, 
''Oh,  how  I  should  like  to  pass  the  remain- 
der of  my  days  in  a  house  which  was  the 
abode  of  a  man  so  deservedly  celebrated !' ' 
—Watson,  John  Selby,  1861,  The  Life 
of  Richard  Porson,  p.  350. 

If  he  be  not  a  universal  poet  in  the  most 
striking'  sense  now,  none  the  less  is  he 
really  a  poet,  though  belonging  to  a  less 
vehement,  less  passionate,  less  startling 
class,  in  an  embellished,  correct  and  pure 
fashion.  He  is  far  superior  to  Boileau  in 
extent  of  ideas  and  also  in  taste  for  the 
picturesque. — Sainte-Beuve,  C.  A.,  1864- 
75,  Pope  as  a  Poet,  English  Portraits, 
p.  298. 

The  time  has  gone  by  for  Pope  to  be 
ranked  among  the  master-geniuses  of  our 
literature.— Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1869,  ed.  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander 
Pope,  Iniroductory  MemMr,  p.  xlvii. 

Sententious,  acute,  brilliant,  and  felic- 
itous, the  servant  of  an  age  which  he  was 
content  to  flatter  and  to  please,  but  never 
attempted  to  elevate,  who  fixed  for  Eng- 
lish poetry  that  factitious  and  stilted 
poetic  diction  which  echoed  and  re-echoed 
by  imitators  till  it  became  ashamed  and 
vexed  at  its  own  empty  reiterations. — 
Porter,  Noah,  1870,  Books  and  Reading, 
p.  262. 

The  serene  and  just  benevolence  which 
placed  Pope,  in  his  theology,  two  centuries 
in  advance  of  his  time,  and  enabled  him 
to  sum  the  law  of  noble  life  in  two  lines 
which,  so  far  as  I  know,  are  the  most 
complete,  the  most  concise,  and  the  most 
lofty  expression  of  moral  temper  existing 
in  English  words;— 

Never  elatedt  while  one  man's  oppressed; 
Never  dejected,  while  another's  blessed. 


190 


ALEXANDER  POPE 


I  wish  you  also  to  remember  these  lines  of 
Pope,  and  to  make  yourselves  entirely  mas- 
ters of  his  system  of  ethics ;  because,  put- 
ting Shakespeare  aside  as  rather  the 
world's  than  ours,  I  hold  Pope  to  be  the 
most  perfect  representative  we  have,  since 
Chaucer,  of  the  true  English  mind ;  and  I 
think  the  "Dunciad"  is  the  most  abso- 
lutely chiselled  and  monumental  work 
*' exacted"  in  our  country.  You  will  find, 
as  you  study  Pope,  that  he  has  expressed 
for  you,  in  the  strictest  language  and 
within  the  briefest  limits,  every  law  of 
art,  of  criticism,  of  economy,  of  policy, 
and,  finally,  of  a  benevolence,  humble, 
rational,  and  resigned,  contented  with  its 
allotted  share  of  life,  and  trusting  the 
problem  of  its  salvation  to  Him  in  whose 
hands  lies  that  of  the  universe. — Ruskin, 
John,  1870,  Lectures  on  Art,  Lecture  iii. 
Whatever  may  be  said  in  his  dispraise, 
he  is  likely  to  be  quoted  as  long  as  the 
English  is  a  living  language. — Bryant, 
William  Cullen,  1870,  A  New  Library 
of  Poetry  and  Song^  Introduction. 

He  was  like  those  little  musicians,  infant 
prodigies,  who,  brought  up  at  the  piano, 
suddenly  acquire  a  marvellous  touch,  roll 
out  scales,  brilliant  shakes,  makes  the 
octavos  vault  with  an  agility  and  justice 
which  drive  off  the  stage  the  most  famous 
artists.  ...  In  fine,  his  great  cause 
for  writing  was  literary  vanity ;  he  wished 
to  be  admired,  and  nothing  more ,  his  life 
was  that  of  a  coquette  studying  herself  in 
a  glass,  bedecking  herself,  smirking,  paying 
compliments  to  herself,  yet  declaring  that 
compliments  weary  her,  that  painting  the 
face  makes  her  dirty,  and  that  she  has  a 
horror  of  affectation.  Pope  has  no  dash, 
no  naturalness  or  manliness ;  no  more  ideas 
than  passions ;  at  least  such  ideas  as  a  man 
feels  it  necessary  to  write,  and  in  connec- 
tion with  which  we  lose  thought  of  words. 
Religious  controversy  and  party  quarrels 
resound  about  him ;  he  studiously  avoids 
them;  amidst  all  these  shocks  his  chief 
care  is  to  preserve  his  writing  desk ;  he  is 
a  very  lukewarm  Catholic,  all  but  a  deist, 
not  well  aware  of  what  deism  means ;  and 
on  this  point  he  borrows  from  Bolingbroke 
ideas  whose  scope  he  cannot  see,  but 
which  he  thinks  suitable  to  be  put  into 
verse.  ...  I  wish  I  could  admire 
Pope's  works  of  imagination,  but  I  can- 
not. In  vain  I  read  the  testimony  of  his  con- 
temporaries, and  even  that  of  the  modems. 


and  repeat  to  myself  that  in  his  time 
he  was  the  prince  of  poets. — ^Taine,  H. 
A.,  1871,  History  of  English  Literature,  tr. 
Van  Launy  vol.  il,  bk.  iii,  ch.  vii,  pp.  196, 
198,  199. 

As  truly  as  Shakespeare  is  the  poet  of 
man,  as  God  made  him,  dealing  with  great 
passions  and  innate  motives,  so  truly  is 
Pope  the  poet  of  society,  the  delineator 
of  maimers,  the  exposer  of  those  motives 
which  may  be  called  oc^trecf,  whose  spring 
is  in  institutions  and  habits  of  purely 
worldly  origin. — Low^ell,  James  Rus- 
sell, 1871-90,  Pope,  Prose  Works,  River- 
side ed.,  vol.  IV,  p.  31. 

He  is  in  a  peculiar  degree  the  mirror  of 
the  social  passions  and  sentiments,  the 
modes  and  tone  of  his  day.  To  compre- 
hend how  much  this  is  so,  we  have  only  to 
suppose  the  ten  volumes  of  Pope's  works 
annihilated.  What  chasm  would  be 
created  by  the  act  of  destruction !  But  in 
what?  Not  a  single  discovery,  or  truth, 
or  thought,  or  idea,  or  character,  or 
image,  which  counts  among  the  treasured 
possessions  of  human  intelligence,  would 
be  thereby  lost.  But  in  the  history  of 
English  literature  and  life  what  a  gap 
would  be  occasioned !  There  is  no  other 
book  in  the  language,  the  loss  of  which 
would  obliterate  so  much  personal  anec- 
dote, so  much  scandal,  if  you  will,  but  also 
so  much  true  and  firm  drawing  of  charac- 
ter and  personal  relations,  such  felicitous 
touches  of  manners  and  contemporary 
tone.—PATTisox,  Mark,  1872-89,  Pope 
and  his  Editors^  Essays,  ed.  Nettleship,  vol. 
u,  p.  351 

Dryden  was  his  great  model.  Perhaps 
his  highest  excellence  lies  in  the  same 
direction  as  that  of  Dryden  lay, — in  the 
power  of  sketching  characters.  He,  too, 
was  a  skillful  portrait-painter ;  but  his  style 
is  very  different  from  Dryden's.  In  one 
instance  he  has  ventured  to  challenge  com- 
parison with  his  master,  in  his  picture  of 
Villiers  of  Zimri,  forlorn  and  dying.  A 
careful  juxtaposition  of  the  two  master- 
pieces will  well  illustrate  the  afiinities  and 
the  differences  of  their  authors. — Hales, 
John  W.,  1872,  Longer  English  Poems,  p. 
289. 

Pope  said  that  the  proper  study  of  man- 
kind was  Man.  But  he  approached  that 
study  from  the  side  of  the  intellect  alone. 
It  was  by  the  criticism  of  the  understand- 
ing, not  by  the  emotion  of  the  heart  that 
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he  worked  on  his  subject.  The  result  was 
cold  speculation  and  brilliant  satire,  and 
in  neither  of  those  tempers  is  any  one  fit 
to  write  fairly  or  nobly  about  the  whole 
of  Human  Nature ;  though  he  is  fitted  to 
write  about  that  which  Man  does,  or  Man 
has,  up  to  a  certain  point.  The  surface 
of  the  *' study  of  mankind''  is  touched  it 
may  be  in  all  its  points,  but  the  writer 
does  not  penetrate  into  its  depths.  It  is 
just  the  difference  between  Ben  Jonson 
and  Shakespeare:  the  one  not  seriously 
caring  for  his  characters,  but  only  how 
he  may  develop  them ;  the  other  loving, 
pitying,  being  personally  indignant  with 
his  characters:  so  that  in  the  one  we 
study  not  men,  but  the  humours  of  men ; 
m  the  other  we  study  men,  nay  mankind. 
The  one  creates  images  of  men  and  dresses 
them  and  makes  them  play  their  part  by 
strings  upon  his  stage :  the  other  creates 
living  men,  and  bids  them  act,  and  sits  by 
watching  them  with  passion.  There  is 
the  same  kind  of  difference  between  Pope's 
study  of  man  and  that  study  of  him  to 
which  Wordsworth,  Shelley,  and  Byron 
have  accustomed  us. — Brooke,  Stopford 
A,,  1874,  Theology  in  the  English  Poets, 
p.  20. 

His  writings  resemble  those  fireworks 
which,  after  they  have  fallen  to  the 
ground  and  been  apparently  quenched, 
suddenly  break  out  again  into  sputtering 
explosions.  The  waters  of  a  literary  rev- 
olution have  passed  over  him  without  put- 
ting him  out.  Though  much  of  his  poetry 
has  ceased  to  interest  us,  so  many  of  his 
brilliant  couplets  still  survive  that  prob- 
ably no  dead  writer,  with  the  solitary 
exception  of  Shakespeare,  is  more  fre- 
quently quoted  at  the  present  day.  It  is 
in  vain  that  he  is  abused,  ridiculed,  and 
often  declared  to  be  no  poet  at  all. — 
Stephen,  Lesue,  1874,  Hours  in  a 
Library^  vol.  I,  p.  90. 

Pope's  English  is  not  only  correct,  it  is 
also,  as  Dryden's  is,  modem.  There  is 
no  substantial  difference  between  it  and 
the  English  of  the  present  day,  except  that 
Pope  is  more  exact  than  most  modem 
authors  in  the  use  of  words.  ...  It 
is  Pope's  modernness  as  well  as  correct- 
ness, that  makes  him  so  valuable  a  model 
for  the  student  of  modem  English.  I 
know  few  better  or  more  valuable  lessons 
in  the  choice  of  English  words  than,  after 
reading  a  passage  of  Pope,  to  shut  the 


book  and  to  have  the  verses  repeated  with 
blanks  here  and  there  for  the  students  to 
fill  Up.  By  comparing  one's  failures  with 
the  original,  one  learns  to  appreciate  the 
unerring  exactitude  with  which  Pope  elab- 
orated every  couplet  till  it  reached  abso- 
lute perfection.  Pope  is  one  of  the  few 
poets  whose  lines  cannot  be  misquoted 
with  impunity. — Abbott,  Edwin  A.,  1875, 
A  Concordance  to  the  Works  of  Alexander 
Pope,  Introduction,  pp.  iv,  v. 

The  Poet  of  the  Understanding. — Ros- 
SETTi,  William  Michael,  1878,  lAves  of 
Fanums  Poets,  p,  132. 

Loyal  as  he  was  to  his  friends,  he  was 
yet  more  loyal  to  his  verse.  His  vanity 
never  led  him  to  literary  self-sufficiency ; 
no  artist  ever  showed  a  tmer  lowliness 
before  the  ideal  of  his  art ;  no  poet  ever 
corrected  so  much,  or  so  invariably  bet- 
tered his  work  by  each  correction.  One 
of  his  finest  characteristics,  indeed,  was 
his  high  sense  of  literary  dignity.  From 
the  first  he  carried  on  the  work  of  Dryden 
by  claiming  a  worth  and  independence  for 
literature;  and  he  broke  with  disdain 
through  the  traditions  of  patronage  which 
had  degraded  men  of  letters  into  hangers- 
on  of  the  great. — Green,  John  Richard, 
1880,  History  of  the  English  People,  vol. 
IV,  p.  208. 

And  not  only  is  Pope's  style  still  popu- 
lar in  the  truest  sense  of  the  word,  but  it 
forms  the  foundation  on  which  have  been 
built  many  of  the  most  popular  poems  in 
the  language.  There  is  scarcely  a  dis- 
tinguished poet  in  the  eighteenth  century 
who  does  not  owe  something  of  his  style 
to  Pope.  However  much  they  may  differ 
from  him  and  from  each  other.  Gray,  Col- 
lins, Johnson,  Goldsmith,  and  Crabbe  all 
do  silent  homage  to  his  genius ;  and  if  it 
had  not  been  for  the  exactness  and  pro- 
priety of  metrical  expression  which  Pope 
erected  as  a  standard,  it  may  well  be 
doubted  whether  we  should  have  enjoyed 
the  beauty  of  form  which  we  find  in  the 
*' Elegy  in  the  CJountry  Churchyard"  or  the 
*'Ode  to  Evening;"  the  striking  moral 
manner  that  arrests  the  imagination  in 
the  **  Vanity  of  Human  Wishes"  or  the 
** Deserted  Village;"  or  the  dramatic 
force  of  the  character  painting  in  the 
* '  Borough. ' '  Added  to  which,  the  author 
of  **Childe  Harold,"  the  greatest  master 
of  idiomatic  poetical  English  that  this 
century  has    seen,   was   never    wearied 
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in  proclaiminfi:  his  admiration  for  the  gen- 
ius of  Pope,  and  the  extent  of  his  own 
obligations  to  him.— Courthope,  WftjJAM 
John,  1881,  ed.  The  Works  (f  Alexander 
Pope,  Introduction  to  the  Moral  Essays  and 
Satires,  voU  ill,  p.  xxxvi. 

He  felt  what  Cowper  calls  the  '^  musical 
finesse"  of  Pope,  and  admired  single  lines 
and  couplets  very  much ;  but  he  found  the 
'^ regular  da  da,  da  da"  of  his  heroic  metre 
monotonous.     He  quoted 

"What  dire  offense  from  amorous  cauBes 
springs." 

''Amrus  causiz  springs,"  horrible!  I 
would  sooner  die  than  write  such  a  line ! ! 
—Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord,  1883,  Some 
Criticisms  on  Poets,  Memoir  by  his  Son,  vol. 
II,  p.  286. 

When  he  arrived  at  the  age  of  discre- 
tion, which  was  at  an  early  period,  for 
he  was  alert  and  precocious,  he  made 
Dryden  his  master.  He  was  thought  to 
have  bettered  the  music  of  Dryden  in  his 
more  polished  numbers,  and  he  certainly 
carried  the  art  of  writing  the  heroic  coup- 
let (as  he  and  his  contemporaries  under- 
stood it)  to  the  highest  perfection.  The 
bent  of  his  mind  was  not  poetical,  but 
reflective  and  didactic.  He  was  witty, 
sarcastic,  merciless, — qualities  that  are 
inconsistent  with  a  great  genius,  or  a  good 
heart.  It  was  his  misfortune  to  have  a 
crooked  mind  in  a  crooked  body,  and  to 
learn  from  woman  nothing  but  the  exer- 
cise of  her  foibles. — Stoddard,  Richard 
Henry,  1883,  ed.  English  Verse,  Trans- 
lations, Introduction,  p.  xxx. 

It  rouses  the  blood,  it  kindles  the  heart, 
to  remember  what  an  indomitable  force 
of  heroic  spirit,  and  sleepless  always  as 
fire,  was  inclosed  in  the  pitiful  body  of  the 
misshapen  weakling  whose  whole  life  was 
spent  in  fighting  the  good  fight  of  sense 
against  folly,  of  light  against  darkness, 
of  human  speech  against  brute  silence,  of 
truth  and  reason  and  manhood  against  all 
the  banded  bestialities  of  all  dunces  and 
all  dastards,  all  blackguardly  blockheads 
and  all  blockheaded  blackguards,  who  then 
as  now  were  misbegotten  by  malignity  on 
dullness.  We  are  easily  tempted  and  nat- 
urally apt  to  set  against  the  high  qualities 
of  such  warriors  on  the  side  of  all  men 
worthy  of  their  help,  by  way  of  counter- 
poise to  their  glory  and  subtraction  from 
our  own  debt  of  gratitude  and  esteem, 
the  fierceness  of  their  habitual  mood  and 


the  foulness  of  their  occasional  missiles. 
We  are  less  apt,  possibly,  to  remember 
the  conditions  of  their  life-long  fight. — 
Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1886, 
Miscellanies,  p.  34. 

"But  Pope,  poor  D ^1,  lied  from  Hand  to 

Month ; 
Affected,  hypocritical,  and  vain, 
A  Book  in  Breeches,  and  a  Fop  in  Grain ; 
A  Fox  that  fonnd  not  the  high  Clusters  soar, 
The  Fanfaron  of  Vice  beyond  his  power, 
Pope  yet  possessed"— (the  Praise  will  make 

yon  start)— 
**Mean,   morbid,  vain,  he   yet  possessed  a 

Heart! 
And  still  we  marvel  at  the  Man,  and  still 
Admire  his  Finish,  and  applaud  his  Skill: 
Though,  as  that  fabled  Barque,  a  phantom 

Form, 
Eternal   strains,  nor   rounds   the   Gape   of 

Storm, 
Even  so  Pope  strove,  nor  ever  crossed  the 

Line 
That  from  the  Noble  separates  the  Fine!  " 

—Lang,  Andrew,  1886,  Letters  to  Dead 
Authors. 

I  do  not  know,  after  all,  that  Pope  is 
greatly  esteemed  in  the  present  day.  He 
was,  like  many  poets,  vain  and  ill-tem- 
pered. Moreover,  he  had  the  fault  com- 
mon to  so  many  of  his  day — he  did  not 
know  when  to  leave  off.  If  Pope  had  not 
sung  to  such  interminable  length  he  would 
be  more  tolerable. — Sterry,  J.,  Ashby-, 
1888,  London  Letter,  The  Book  Buyer,  vol. 
5,7?.  338. 

Satirist  after  satirist  has  chirped  like 
a  wren  from  the  head  of  Pope;  where 
are  they  now  ?  Where  is  the  great,  the 
terrific,  the  cloud-compelling  Churchill? 
Meanwhile,  in  the  midst  of  a  generation 
persistently  turned  away  from  all  his  ideas 
and  all  his  models,  the  clear  voice  of  Pope 
still  rings  from  the  arena  of  Queen  Anne. 
— GossE,  Edmund,  1889,  What  is  a  Great 
Poet?  Questions  at  Issue,  p.  105. 

Everyone  knows  that  Byron  loved  and 
defended  Pope,  and  looked  upon  Pope  as  an 
impeccable  master;  and  Pope  deserved 
the  recognition  of  Byron.  For  lucidity, 
for  sharpness  and  brilliance  of  phrase,  for 
delicate  force  and  effect,  it  is  hard  to  sur- 
pass the  finest  work  of  Pope.  But  grad- 
ually men  came  to  see  that  Pope's  ** Essay 
on  Man"  was  not  the  last  possibility  of 
English  poetry. —Dawson,  W.  J.,  1890, 
The  Makers  of  Modem  Ehiglish,  Introduc- 
tion, p.  2. 
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Pope's  place  in  English  poetry  may 
be  taken  now  as  settled.  He  stands 
high  and  stands  finnly  in  the  second 
class:  that  is,  in  the  class  just  below 
Shakespeare  and  Milton  and  a  very  few 
others.  He  has  been  extravagantly  cen- 
sured and  extravagantly  praised.  Byron 
at  one  time  maintained  that  he  was 
the  greatest  English  poet,  and  many 
vehement  arguments  have  been  used  to 
prove  that  he  was  not  a  poet  at  all.  One 
English  critic  believed  he  had  settled  the 
question  for  ever  when  he  described  Pope 
as  "a  musical  rocking-horse."  Again 
and  again  the  world  has  been  told  that 
Pope  has  disappeared  from  the  sky  of  lit- 
erature, but  the  world  looks  up,  and 
behold,  there  is  the  star  shining  just  as 
before. — McCarthy,  Justin,  1890,  A 
Hidory  qf  the  Four  Georges,  vol.  u, 
p,  262. 

The  mention  of  Pope  reminds  me  that 
be  is  the  traditional  exemplar  of  the  didac- 
tic heresy,  so  much  so  that  the  question 
is  still  mooted  whether  he  was  a  poet  at 
all.  As  to  this,  one  can  give  only  his  own 
impression,  and  my  adverse  view  has  some- 
what changed, — possibly  because  we  grow 
more  sententious  with  advancing  years. 
Considering  the  man  with  his  time,  I  think 
Pope  was  a  poet ;  one  whose  wit  and  rea- 
son exceeded  his  lyrical  feeling,  but  still 
a  poet  of  no  mean  degree.  A^uredly  he 
was  a  force  in  his  century,  and  one  not 
even  then  wholly  spent.  His  didacticism 
was  inherent  in  the  stiff,  vicious,  Gallic 
drum-beat  of  his  artificial  style — so  falsely 
called  "classical,"  so  opposed  to  the  true 
and  live  method  of  the  antique — rather 
than  in  his  genius  and  quality.  It  is 
unpossible  that  one  with  so  marked  a 
poetic  temperament,  and  using  verse 
withal  as  almost  his  sole  mode  of  expres- 
sion, should  not  have  been  a  poet.  In  the 
manner  of  his  time,  how  far  above  his 
rivals! — Stedman,  Edmund  Clarence, 
1892,  The  Nature  and  Elements  qf  Poetry, 
p.  213. 

If  the  poetry  of  Pope  has  not  the  vogue 
it  once  had,  the  fame  of  the  most  brilliant 
of  poets  is  secure.  He  may  not  have  the 
homage  of  the  multitude,  but  he  will  have 
in  every  generation,  as  long  as  our  lan- 
guage laste  the  homage  of  all  who  can  dis- 
cern. He  stands  indeed  with  Horace, 
Juvenal,  and  Dryden  at  the  head  of  a 
great  department  of  poetry — the  poetry 
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of    ethics    and    satire. — Collins,  John 
Churton,  1893,  Jonathan  Swift,  p.  266. 

He  was  able  only  to  play  on  one  instru- 
ment, the  heroic  couplet.  When  he 
attempted  any  other  form  of  verse  the 
result,  if  not  total  failure,  was  mediocrity. 
...  The  fine  wine  of  his  poetry  was 
rarely  free  from  bitterness  in  the  cup. 
.  .  .  In  poetry  Pope  takes  a  first 
place  in  the  second  order  of  poets.  The 
deficiencies  which  forbid  his  entrance  into 
the  first  rank  are  obvious.  He  cannot 
sing,  he  has  no  ear  for  the  subtlest  melo- 
dies of  verse,  he  is  not  a  creative  poet, 
and  has  few  of  the  spirit-stirring  thoughts 
which  the  noblest  poets  scatter  through 
their  pages  with  apparent  unconsciousness. 
There  are  no  depths  in  Pope  and  there  are 
no  heights;  he  has  neither  eye  for  the 
beauties  of  Nature,  nor  ear  for  her  har- 
monies, and  a  primrose  was  no  more  to  him 
than  it  was  to  Peter  Bell.  These  are 
defects  indeed,  but  nothing  is  more  unfair 
says  a  great  French  critic  than  to  judge 
notable  minds  solely  by  their  defects,  and 
in  spite  of  them  Pope's  position  is  so 
unassailable  that  the  critic  must  take  a 
contracted  view  of  the  poet's  art  who 
questions  his  right  to  the  title.  His 
merits  are  of  a  kind  not  likely  to  be 
affected  by  time ;  a  lively  fancy,  a  power 
of  satire  almost  unrivalled,  and  a  skill  in 
using  words  so  consummate  that  there  is 
no  poet,  excepting  Shakespeare,  who  has 
left  his  mark  upon  the  language  so 
strongly.  The  loss  to  us  if  Pope's  verse 
were  to  become  extinct  cannot  readily  be 
measured.  He  has  said  in  the  best  words 
what  we  all  know  and  feel,  but  cannot 
express,  and  has  made  that  classical  which 
in  weaker  hands  would  be  commonplace. 
His  sensibility  to  the  claims  of  his  art  is 
exquisite,  the  adaptation  of  his  style  to 
his  subject  shows  the  hand  of  a  master, 
and  if  these  are  not  the  highest  gifts  of  a 
poet,  they  are  gifts  to  which  none  but  a 
poet  can  lay  claim. —Dennis,  John,  1894, 
The  Age  of  Pope,  pp.  40,  41,  63. 

It  appears  to  me  that,  in  spite  of  the 
occasional  stains  which  disfigure  his  pages 
— stains  attributable  rather  to  the  age  than 
to  the  man — we  must  regard  him  as  one 
of  the  most  effective  powers  for  good  in 
English  literature.  In  that  great  conflict 
which  is  waged  through  the  ages  between 
God  and  the  enemies  of  God,  Pope  fought 
strenuously,  however  ignorantly,  on  the 
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right  side.  It  is  true  that  his  hold  upon 
Christian  doctrines  was  feeble  and  ill- 
assured,  but  it  is  also  true,  as  one  of  the 
most  recent  and  assuredly  not  one  of  the 
least  able  of  his  critics  has  pointed  out, 
that  the  influence  of  Catholic  teaching 
may  be  clearly  traced  in  many  of  his 
poems.  And  it  is  quite  certain  that  his 
sympathies  were  with  the  defenders  of 
Christianity,  which,  however  imperfect 
his  apprehension  of  it,  he  regarded  as  the 
complement  and  perfection  of  the  Theism 
taught  by  Nature  herself.  No  one  can 
doubt  his  earnest  sincerity  when  he 
proclaims  in  his  magnificent  verse  that 
august  verities  of  natural  Religion,  the 
Commanding  sanctities  of  Natural  Moral- 
ity. And  his  exposition  is  the  more  pen- 
etrative with  a  certain  class  of  minds — a 
large  class,  too — because  it  is  delivered, 
not  by  a  professed  metaphysician,  not 
by  an  accredited  divine,  but  by  a  man 
of  the  world  who,  as  he  himself  said  of 
Horace,  ''without  method  talks  us  into 
sense."— Lilly,  William  Samuel,  1894- 
97,  Essays  and  Speeches^  p.  21. 

Pope,  the  very  high-priest  of  English 
Classicism,  accepts  Classic  standards  only 
to  ignore  them  at  will. — Wylie,  Laura 
Johnson,  1894,  Evolution  of  English  Grit' 
icisTfif  p.  66. 

With  regard  to  the  form  of  his  didactic 
poetry  there  is  not  room  for  two  opinions 
as  to  its  excellence.  The  lines  have  been 
polished  and  refined  until  they  are  posi- 
tively brilliant ;  their  lustre  may  be  some- 
what metalic,  but  it  is  unmistakably  real 
and  effective.  The  expression  has  been 
pruned  till  it  is  the  ideal  of  succinct  epi- 
grammatic utterance;  indeed,  one  could 
adduce  cases  where  compression  has  been 
so  eagerly  sought  that  grammar  and  even 
sense  have  been  sacrificed. — Wiluams, 
A.  M.,  1895,  Pope,  The  Gentleman's  Mag- 
azine, vol.  279,  p.  370. 

I  know  that  this  poet  works  in  harness, 
and  has  not  the  free  movement  of  one  who 
gallops  under  a  loose  rein ;  the  couplets 
fetter  him ;  may  be  they  cramp  him ;  but 
there  is  a  blithe,  strong  resonance  of  true 
metal,  in  the  clinking  chains  that  bind 
him.  No,  I  do  not  think  that  Pope  is  to 
be  laughed  out  of  court,  in  our  day,  or  in 
any  day,  because  he  labored  at  form  and 
polish,  or  because  he  loved  so  much  the 
tingle  of  a  rhyme ;  I  think  there  was  some- 
thing else  that  tingled  in  a  good  deal  that 


he  wrote  and  will  continue  to  tingle  so 
long  as  Wit  is  known  by  its  own  name. — 
Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1895,  English 
Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  Qiieen  Anne 
and  the  Georges,  p.  37. 

If  we  are  to  deny  the  name  of  poet  siw- 
pliciter  to  the  master  of  a  versification  at 
once  so  consummate  and  to  a  great  extent 
so  novel,  to  the  author  of  such  really 
magnificent  examples  of  their  own  kind  of 
verse  as  the  character  of  Atticus  and  the 
conclusion  of  the  **Dunciad,"  to  the  man 
who,  for  nearly  an  entire  century,  gave 
more  poetic  pleasure  to  a  greater  number 
of  his  own  countrymen  than  any  other 
writer— then  talk  about  poetry  becomes  a 
mere  logomachy.— Saintsbury,  George, 
1895,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  iv, 
p.  575. 

To  the  exuberance  of  the  passions,  Vol- 
taire, like  Pope,  opposes  restraint  of  social 
obligations.  But  this  restraint  is  lax  and 
feeble,  and  Pope  still  remains  one  of  the 
inaugurators  of  the  movement  which  led 
the  age  of  Rousseau  to  magnify  passion, 
regarded  as  the  true  end  of  man.  Further, 
he  never  had  anything  but  pity  for  that 
philosophy  of  the  humble-minded  which 
pretends  ''to  chasten  men  under  the  pre- 
tence of  exalting  him. "  For  Pope  the 
passionate  man  alone  is  complete.  He 
venerates  passion  as  the  ruling  power  in 
man,  not  so  much  because  it  is  moral,  as 
because  it  is  beautiful  and  renders  man 
more  great.  That  is  as  much  as  to  say 
that  in  certain  pages  of  the  ''Essay  on 
Man"  there  is,  as  it  were,  a  foretaste  of 
Rousseau.  Above  all,  the  author  makes 
a  complacent  parade  of  that  vague  and 
maudlin  spirit  of  benevolence  so  dear  to 
the  whole  period.  If  Pope  does  not  actu- 
ally cause  our  tears  to  flow,  he  at  least 
excites  a  certain  tender  feeling  and  a  cer- 
tain melting  mood,  which  he  regards  as 
creditable  to  man.  Sensitiveness,  if  it  is 
not  virtue,  is  at  least  the  beginning  of 
virtue.— Texte,  Joseph,  1895-99,  Jean- 
Jacques  Rousseau  and  the  Cosmopolitan 
Spirit  in  Literature,  tr.  Matthews,  p.  117, 

Keenly  alive  to  the  foibles  of  his  time, 
and  with  powers  of  observation  carefully 
trained  by  practice.  Pope  failed  as  an 
essayist  for  lack  of  sympathetic  humour 
and  of  ability  to  conceal  his  art. — Lobban, 
J.  H.,  1896,  English  Essays,  Introduction, 

p.  XXXV. 

I  admire  not  a  little  of  Gray,  and  a  good 


ALEXANDER  POPE 


195 


deal  of  Pope.  The  felicity  of  Pope's  lan- 
guage and  the  energy  seem  to  be  the  out- 
come of  a  vivid  imagination.  .  .  . 
He  will  be  read  till  the  world,  with  its 
insatiable  maw,  will  have  got  from  him 
all  that  it  wants  to  get — all  that  he  has 
to  give. — Locker-Lampson,  Frederick, 
1896,  My  Conftdences,  pp.  177,  329. 

On  the  whole,  it  is  as  a  satirist  we  must 
think  of  him,  and  the  second  greatest  in 
the  language.  The  gods  are  in  pairs, 
male  and  female ;  and  if  Dryden  was  the 
Mars  of  English  satire.  Pope  was  the 
Venus — a  very  eighteenth  century  Venus, 
quite  as  conspicuous  for  malice  as  for  ele- 
gance^  If  a  woman's  satire  were  informed 
with  genius,  and  cultivated  to  the  utmost 
perfection  of  form  by  lifelong  and  exclu- 
sive literary  practice,  one  imagines  it 
would  be  much  like  Pope's.  His  style 
seems  to  me  feminine  in  what  it  lacks ; 
the  absence  of  any  geniality,  any  softening 
humour  to  abate  ite  mortal  thrust.  It  is 
feminine  in  what  it  has,  the  malice,  the 
cruel  dexterity,  the  delicate  needle  point 
which  hardly  betrays  its  light  and  swift 
entry,  yet  stings  like  a  bee.  Even  in  his 
coarseness — as  in  the  "Dunciad" — Pope 
appears  to  me  female.  It  is  the  coarse- 
ness of  the  fine  ladies  of  that  material 
time,  the  Lady  Maries  and  the  rest  of 
them.  Dryden  is  a  rough  and  thick- 
natured  man,  cudgelling  his  adversaries 
with  coarse  speech  in  the  heat  of  brawl 
and  the  bluntness  of  his  sensibilities;  a 
country  squire,  who  is  apt  at  times  to  use 
the  heavy  end  of  his  cutting  whip ;  but 
when  Pope  is  coarse  he  is  coarse  with 
effort,  he  goes  out  of  his  way  to  be  nasty, 
in  the  evident  endeavour  to  imitate  a  man. 
It  is  a  girl  airing  the  slang  of  her  school- 
boy brother.  The  one  thing,  perhaps, 
wUch  differentiates  him  from  a  woman, 
and  makes  it  possible  to  read  his  verse 
with  a  certain  pleasure,  without  that  sense 
of  unrelieved  cruelty  which  repels  one  in 
much  female  satire,  is  his  artist's  delight 
in  the  exercise  of  his  power. — Thompson, 
Fbancis,  1897,  Academy  Portraits,  The 
Academyy  vd.  52»  p.  14. 

For  more  than  thirty  years  Pope  was 
80  completely  the  center  of  political  atten- 
tion in  England  that  he  may  almost  be 
said  to  have  comprised  the  poetry  of  his 
time.  There  is  no  second  instance  of  an 
^iglish  poet  preserving  for  so  long  a 
period  a  sapremacy  comparable  to  his.    It 


is  possible  to  defend  the  position  that  one 
or  two  other  versemen  of  the  age  did  some 
particular  thing  better  than  Pope,  though 
even  this  requires  argument;  but  it  is 
quite  certain  that  he  alone  excelled  over 
a  wide  range  of  subjects.  The  fact  of 
Pope's  poetical  ubiquity,  however,  is  ren- 
dered much  less  miraculous  by  the  con- 
sideration that  if  he  triumphed  over  the 
entire  field,  the  area  of  that  field  was 
extremely  restricted. — GossE,  Edmund, 
1897,  Stuni  History  qf  Modem  English 
Literature^  p.  207. 

Pope's  success  with  the  couplet  in  didac- 
tic verse  is  due  to  the  fact  that  he  never 
had  any  consecutive  thought  to  express. 
Thinking  in  jets,  he  naturally  wrote  in 
couplets,  and  his  verse  falls  apart  into 
brilliant  epigrams  and  maxims. — Winches- 
ter, C.  T.,  1899,  Some  Principles  ofLUer- 
ary  OrUieism,  p.  265. 

His  malignities  in  criticism  are  intro- 
ductory to  the  magisterial  method  of. 
Johnson  and  the  literary  personalities  of 
Southey  and  Gifford.  The  canons  of  his 
school  made  **  poetry  prosaic"  and  under- 
mined the  scientific  comparative  method 
of  criticism  in  process  of  construction 
during  the  previous  century.  But  his 
power  shows  also  in  his  contribution  to 
literary  ethics ;  the  establishment  of  inde- 
pendent authorship  and  the  consequent 
destruction  of  the  habit  of  dedications. 
After  him  the  influence  of  patronage 
waned  steadily,  till  with  Johnson  it 
expired.  Thereafter,  the  public  and  the 
publisher  became  arbiters  of  fate  in  mat- 
ters both  creative  and  critical. — Gayley, 
Charles  Mills  and  Scott,  Fred  Newton, 
1899,  -471  Introduction,  to  the  Methods 
and  Materials  of  Literary  Criticism,  p. 
409. 

In  his  life  we  find  much  to  admire  and 
much  to  condemn;  but  we  cannot  deny 
him  the  tribute  of  greatness.  .  .  '. 
As  a  poet,  it  is  too  much  to  claim  that 
his  verses  attained  the  highest  imagin- 
ative flights,  such  as  we  find  in  Shake- 
speare and  Tennyson.  He  was  not  swayed 
by  the  fine  frenzy,  the  overmastering  con- 
victions, and  the  tormenting  passions 
that  irresistibly  force  an  utterance.  He 
conformed  his  writings  to  a  conventional 
form.  He  sought  above  all,  in  imitation 
of  classical  models,  correctness  of  style. 
—Painter,  P.  V.  N.,  1899,  A  History  o/ 
English  Literature,  pp.  240,  257. 
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of  St.  Patrick's,  23  Feb.  1713.  Friendship  with  Esther  Johnson  ("Stella")  begun, 
1700.  Friendship  with  Esther  Vanhomrigh  ("Vanessa")  begun,  1710;  she  died, 
1723.  Contributed  to  "London,"  1734.  Mind  began  to  give  away,  1737.  Died,  in 
Dublin,  19  Oct.  1745.  Buried  in  St.  Patrick's  C!athedral.  Works:  "A  Discourse  of 
the  Contests  .  .  .  between  the  Nobles  and  the  Commons,  etc."  (anon),  1701; 
"A  Tale  of  a  Tub"  (anon.),  1704;  "Predictions"  (under  pseud. :  "Isaac  Bickerstaff"), 
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to  the  Members  of  the  October  Club"  (anon.),  1712;  "Letter  to  the  Lord  High  Treas- 
urer," 1712;  "A  Proposal  for  Correcting  .  .  .the  English  Tongue,"  1721; 
"Some  Reasons  to  prove  that  no  person  is  obliged,  by  his  principles  as  a  Whig,  to 
oppose  Her  Majesty"  (anon.),  1712;  "The  Publick  Spirit  of  the  Whigs"  (anon.), 
1714;  "A  Preface  to  the  B — p  of  S — r — m's.  Introduction''  (under  pseud. 
"Gregory  Misosarum"),  1713;  "The  Conduct  of  the  Purse  of  Ireland,"  1714; 
"Essays,"  1714;  "The  Art  of  Punning,"  1719;  "Proposal  for  the  Universal  Use  of 
Irish  Manufacturers"  (anon.),  1720;  "Defence  of  English  Commodities,"  1720; 
"Rightof  Precedence"  (anon.),  1720;  "The  Wonderful  Wonder  of  Wonders"  (anon.) 
[1720?] ;  "Letter  of  Advice  to  a  Young  Poet,"  1721 ;  "Letter  to  a  Gentleman  lately 
entered  into  Holy  Orders, "  1721;  "The  Journal"  (anon.),  1722;  "Letter  from  a  Lady 
of  Quality"  (anon.),  1724;  Two  Letters  under  pseud.  "M.  B.  Drapier,"  1724 
"Gulliver's  Travels"  (anon.),  1726;  "Cadenus  and  Vanessa"  (anon.),  1726;  "The 
Intelligencer"  (with  Sheridan),  1729;  "The  Journal  of  a  Modern  Lady"  (anon.),  1729 
"Proposal  for  Preventing  the  Children  of  the  Poor  from  Being  a  Burthen,  etc' 
(anon.),  1730;  "The  Presbyterians'  plea  .  .  .  examined"  (anon.),  1731 
"The  Advantages  proposed  by  repealing  the  Sacramental  Test,  etc.,"  1732;  "On 
Poetry"  (anon.),  1733;  "Scheme  for  a  Hospital  for  Incurables"  (anon.),  1733 
"Poems  on  Several  Occasions,"  1734;  "Proposals  for  erecting  a  Protestant  Nunnery 
in  the  City  of  Dublin"  (anon.),  1736;  "The  Beast's  Confession  to  the  Priest,"  1738 
"Complete  Collection  of  Genteel  and  Ingenious  Conversation"  (under  pseud.  "Simon 
Wagstaff "),  1738 ;  "  An  Imitation  of  the  Sixth  Satire  of  the  Second  Book  of  Horace, ' 
1738;  "Verses  on  the  Death  of  Dr.  Swift,  written  by  himself,"  1739;  "Some  Free 
Thoughts  upon  the  Present  State  of  Affairs"  (anon.,)  1741;  "Literary  Correspond- 
ence," 1741 ;  "Three  Sermons,"  1744;  "The  Difficulty  of  Knowing  One's  Self,"  1745. 
[Also  a  number  of  small  controversial  tracts,  anonymous  ballad  printed  on  single 
sheets,  etc.]  Posthumous:  "Brotherly  Love,"  1754;  "History  of  the  Four  Last 
Years  of  the  Queen,"  1758;  "Letters"  (3  vols.),  1767;  "Letters"  (6  vols.),  1761- 
69;  "Sermons"  [1790?].  He  edited  Sir  W.  Temple's  Letters,  1700;  Sir  W.  Temple's 
Works,  1720 ;  Arbuthnot  and  Pope's '  *  Miscellaneous  Works, ' '  1742.  Collected  Works : 
ed.  by  Sir  Walter  Scott  (19  vols.),  1814.  Ltfe:  by  H.  Craik,  1882;  by  J.  Churton 
Collins,  1895.— Sharp,  R.  Faequharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  qf  English  Authors, 
p.  272. 
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PERSONAL 

Hie  depositum  est  cof'pus 

JONATHAN  SWIFT,  S.  T.  D. 

HvJM8  Ecclesics  Cathedralis 

Decani 

Ubi  sctva  indignatio 

UUerius 
Cor  lascerare  nequit. 

Abi  Viator 

Et  imiiare,  ^  poteais, 

Strenuumpro  virili 

Libertatis  vindictatorem. 

Obiit  1 9^  die  mensis  OctobriSf 

A,  D.  1745.    Anyio  JEtatis  78, 

— Swift,  Jonathan,  Epitaph,  St.  Patricias 
Cathedral,  Dublin. 

Hee  has  latine  and  greek,  some  french, 
writes  a  very  good  and  current  hand,  is 
very  honest  and  diligent. — Temple,  Sir 
WiLUAM,  1690,  Letter  to  Sir  Robert  South- 
well, May  29. 

Now,  I  know  a  learned  man  at  this  time, 
an  orator  in  the  Latin,  a  walking  Index 
of  books,  who  has  all  the  libraries  in 
Europe  in  his  head,  from  the  Vatican  at 
Rome  to  the  learned  collection  of  Doctor 
Salmon  at  Fleet  Ditch ;  but  he  is  a  cynic 
in  behaviour,  a  fury  in  temper,  unpolite 
in  conversation,  abusive  in  language,  and 
ungovernable  in  passion.  Is  this  to  be 
learned?  Then  may  I  still  be  illiterate. 
— DeFoe,  Daniel,  1704-13,  The  Review. 

Swift  came  into  the  coffee-house,  and 
had  a  bow  from  everybody  but  me.  When 
I  came  to  the  antechamber  to  wait  before 
prayers  Dr.  Swift  was  the  principal  man 
of  talk  and  business,  and  acted  as  Minister 
of  Requests.  He  was  soliciting  the  Earl 
of  Arran  to  speak  to  his  brother,  the 
Duke  of  Ormond,  to  get  a  chaplain's 
place  established  in  the  garrison  of  Hull 
for  Mr.  Fiddes,  a  clergyman  in  that  neigh- 
bourhood, who  had  lately  been  in  jail,  and 
published  sermons  to  pay  fees.  He  was 
I^omising  Mr.  Thorold  to  undertake  with 
my  Lord  Treasurer  that  according  to  his 
petition  he  should  obtain  a  salary  of  2002 
per  annum,  as  minister  of  the  English 
Church  at  Rotterdson.  He  stopped  F. 
Gwynne,  Esq.,  going  in  with  the  red  bag 
to  the  Queen,  and  told  him  aloud  he  had 
something  to  say  to  him  from  my  Lord 
Treasurer.  He  talked  with  the  son  of  Dr. 
Davenant  to  be  sent  abroad,  and  took  out 
his  pocket-book  and  wrote  down  several 
things  as  memoranda  to  do  for  him.  He 
turned  to  the  fire,  and  took  out  his  gold 
watch,  and  telling  him  the  time  of  day. 


complained  it  was  very  late.  A  gentleman 
said,  **it  was  too  fast."  **How  can  I 
help  it,"  says  the  Doctor,  '*if  the  court- 
iers give  me  a  watch  that  won't  go  right  ?" 
Then  he  instructed  a  young  nobleman  that 
the  best  poet  in  England  was  Mr.  Pope  (a 
Papist),  who  had  begun  a  translation  of 
Homer  into  English  verse  for  which,  he 
said,  he  must  have  them  all  subscribe. 
**For,"  says  he,  **the  author  shall  not 
begin  to  print  till  I  have  a  thousand  guineas 
for  him."  Lord  Treasurer,  after  leaving 
the  Queen,  came  through  the  room,  beck- 
oning Dr.  Swift  to  follow  him ;  both  went 
off  just  before  prayers. — Kennett, White, 
Bishop  of  Peterborough,  1713,  Diary. 

I  could  never  impute  your  silence  to 
want  of  friendship  in  one  whose  goodness 
to  me  has  always  been  abundantly  more 
than  I  could  deserve.  And  I  do  assure 
you,  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  there 
is  not  a  person  living  I  have  a  greater 
friendship  for  than  yourself,  and  shall 
have  to  the  end  of  my  life. — Masham, 
Lady,  1723,  Letter  to  Swift. 

Dr.  Swift  has  an  odd  blunt  way,  that  is 
mistaken,  by  strangers,  for  ill-nature.— 
'Tis  so  odd  that  there's  no  describing  it 
but  by  facts. — I'll  tell  you  one  that  just 
comes  into  my  head.  One  evening  Gay 
and  I  went  to  see  him :  you  know  how  in- 
timately we  were  all  acquainted.  On  our 
coming  in;  ** Hey-day,  gentlemen,"  says 
the  Doctor,  ''what's  the  meaning  of  this 
visit?  How  come  you  to  leave  all  the 
great  lords,  that  you  are  so  fond  of,  to 
come  hither  to  see  a  poor  Dean?" — Be- 
cause we  would  rather  see  you  than  any 
of  them. — **  Ay,  any  one  that  did  not  know 
you  so  well  as  I  do,  might  believe  you. 
But,  since  you  are  come,  I  must  get  some 
supper  for  you,  I  suppose?" — No,  Doc- 
tor, we  have  supped  already. — ''Supped 
already !  that's  impossible :  why,  'tis  not 
eight  o'clock  yet." — Indeed  we  have. — 
** That's  very  strange :  but  if  you  had  not 
supped,  I  must  have  got  something  for 
you. — Let  me  see,  what  should  I  have  had  ? 
a  couple  of  lobsters?  ay,  that  would  have 
done  very  well ; — two  shillings :  tarts ;  a 
shilling.  But  you  will  drink  a  glass  of 
wine  with  me,  though  you  supped  so  much 
before  your  usual  time,  only  to  spare  ray 
pocket?" — No,  we  had  rather  talk  with 
you,  than  drink  with  you. — **But  if  you 
had  supped  with  me,  as  in  all  reason  you 
ought  to  have  done,  you  must  have  drank 
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with  me. — A  bottle  of  wine ;  two  shillings. 
— Two  and  two,  is  four ;  and  one  is  five : 
just  two  and  sixpence  a  piece.  There, 
Pope,  there's  half-acrown  for  you; 
and  there's  another  for  you,  sir:  for  I 
won't  save  anything  by  you  I  am  deter- 
mined." This  was  all  said  and  done  with 
his  usual  seriousness  on  such  occasions ; 
and  in  spite  of  everything  we  could  say  to 
the  contrary,  he  actually  obliged  us  to 
take  the  money. — Pope,  Alexander, 
1728-30,  Spence*8  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p. 
15. 

Violent  party-men,  who  differed  in  all 
things  besides,  agreed  in  their  turn  to 
show  particular  respect  and  friendship  to 
this  insolent  derider  of  the  worship  of  his 
country,  till  at  last  the  reputed  writer  is 
not  only  gone  off  with  impunity,  but  tri- 
umphs in  his  dignity  and  preferment. — 
Blackmore,  Sir  Richard,  1716,  Essays, 
vol.  I,  p.  217. 

The  day  before  we  came  out  of  town  we 
dined  at  Doctor  Delany's,  and  met  the 
usual  company.  The  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's 
was  there  in  very  good  humour ;  he  calls 
himself  ^^my  master, ^^  and  corrects  me 
when  I  speak  bad  English  or  do  not  pro- 
nounce my  words  distinctly.  I  wish  he 
lived  in  England,  I  should  not  only  have  a 
great  deal  of  entertainment  from  him,  but 
improvement.— Pendarves,  Mrs.,  1733, 
Life  and  Correspondence  cf  Mrs.  Delany, 
vol.  I,  p.  407. 

When  people  ask  me  how  I  governed 
Ireland,  I  say  that  I  pleased  Dr.  Swift. — 
Carteret,  Lord,  1736-7,  Letter  to  Swift, 
March  24. 

Dean  Swift  has  had  a  statute  of  lunacy 
taken  out  against  him.  His  madness  ap- 
pears chiefly  in  most  incessant  strains  of 
obscenity  and  swearing, — habits,  to  which 
the  more  sober  parts  of  his  life  were  not 
absolutely  strangers,  and  of  which  his 
writings  themselves  have  some  tincture. 
— Yorke,  Charles,  1742,  Letter  to  his 
Brother,  June. 

He  assumed  more  the  air  of  a  patron 
than  of  a  friend.  He  affected  rather  to 
dictate  than  advise.  .  .  .  His  hours 
of  walking  and  reading  never  varied.  His 
motions  were  guided  by  his  watch,  which 
was  so  constantly  held  in  his  hand,  or 
placed  before  him  on  his  table  that  he  sel- 
dom deviated  many  minutes  in  the  daily 
revolution  of  his  exercises  and  employ- 
ments.—Boyle,  John    (Lord   Orrery), 


1751-53,  Remarks  on  the  Life  and  Writ- 
ings of  Dr.  Jonathan  Swift,  pp.  29,  44. 

My  lord  when  you  consider  Swift's  sing- 
ular, peculiar,  and  most  variegated  vein 
of  wit,  always  rightly  intended  (although 
not  always  so  rightly  directed),  delightful 
in  many  instances,  and  salutary  even  where 
it  is  most  offensive;  when  you  consider 
his  strict  truth ;  his  fortitude  in  resisting 
oppression  and  arbitrary  power ;  his  fidel- 
ity in  friendship ;  his  sincere  love  and  zeal 
for  religion;  his  uprightness  in  making 
right  resolutions,  and  his  steadiness  in 
adhering  to  them ;  ...  his  invincible 
patriotism,  even  to  a  country  which  he  did 
not  love;  his  very  various,  well-devised, 
well-judged,  and  extensive  charities 
throughout  his  life,  and  his  whole  for- 
tune (to  say  nothing  of  his  wife's)  con- 
veyed to  the  same  Christian  purposes. 
.  .  .  To  conclude.  No  man  ever  de- 
served better  of  his  country  than  Swift 
did  of  his.  A  steady,  persevering,  inflex- 
ible friend;  a  wise,  a  watchful,  and  a 
faithful  counsellor,  under  many  severe 
trials  and  bitter  persecutions,  to  the  man- 
ifest hazards  both  of  his  liberty  and  for- 
tune. He  lived  a  blessing,  he  died  a  ben- 
efactor, and  his  name  will  ever  live  an 
honour,  to  Ireland.— Delany,  Patrick, 
1754,  Observations  on  Lord  Orrery's  Re- 
marks on  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Dr. 
Jonathan  Swift,  p.  291. 

I  know  the  Dean  well,  though  I  never 
was  within-side  of  his  house,  because  I 
could  not  flatter,  cringe,  or  meanly  humour 
the  extravagances  of  any  man.  .  .  .  I  had 
him  often  to  myself  in  his  rides  and  walks, 
and  have  studied  his  soul  when  he  little 
thought  what  I  was  about.  As  I  lodged 
for  ^  year  within  a  few  doors  of  him,  I 
knew  his  time  of  going  out  to  a  minute, 
and  generally  nick^  the  opportunity.  He 
was  fond  of  company  on  these  occasions, 
and  glad  to  have  any  rational  man  to  talk 
to ;  for  whatever  was  the  meaning  of  it, 
he  rarely  had  any  of  his  friends  attending 
him  at  his  exercises.  .  .  .  What  gave 
me  the  easier  access  to  him  was  my  being 
tolerably  well  acquainted  with  our  politics 
and  history,  and  knowing  many  places, 

&c.,  of    his    beloved   England 

We  talked  generally  of  factions  and  reli- 
gion, states,  revolutions,  leaders  and  par- 
ties :  sometimes  we  had  other  subjects. 
Who  I  was  he  never  knew.  Nor  did  I 
seem  to  know  be  was  Dean  for  a  long  time, 
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not  till  one  Sunday  evening  that  his  verger 
put  me  into  his  seat  at  St.  Patrick's  pray- 
ers, without  my  knowing  the  Doctor  sat 
there.  .  .  .  The  Dean  was  proud  be- 
yond all  other  mortals  that  I  have  seen, 
and  quite  another  man  when  he  was  known. 
— Amory,  Thomas,  1755,  Memoirs  of  Sev- 
eral Ladies  cf  Great  Britain,  Preface, 

He  could  not  endure  to  be  treated  with 
any  sort  of  familiarity,  or  that  any  man 
living,  his  three  or  four  acquaintances 
with  whom  he  corresponded  to  the  last 
only  excepted,  should  rank  himself  in  the 
number  of  his  friends. — Swift,  Deane, 
1755,  An  Essay  upon  the  Life,  Writings 
and  Character  of  Dr.  Jonathan  Swift,  p. 
361. 

I  remember  as  I  and  others  were  taking 
with  him  an  evening  walk,  about  a  mile 
from  Dublin,  he  stopped  short ;  we  passed 
on ;  but  perceiving  he  did  not  follow  us, 
I  went  biack,  and  found  him  fixed  as  a 
statue,  and  earnestly  gazing  upward  at  a 
noble  elm,  which  in  its  uppermost  branches 
was  much  withered  and  decayed.  Pointing 
at  it,  he  said,  **I  shall  be  like  that  tree, 
and  shall  die  at  the  top." — Young,  Ed- 
ward, 1759,  Letter  to  Richardson. 

The  person  of  Swift  had  not  many  rec- 
ommendations. He  had  a  kind  of  muddy 
complexion,  which,  though  he  washed 
himself  with  Oriental  scrupulosity,  did 
not  look  clear.  He  had  a  countenance 
sour  and  severe,  which  he  seldom  softened 
by  any  appearance  of  gaiety.  He  stub- 
bornly resisted  any  tendency  to  laughter. 
.  .  .  His  beneficence  was  not  graced 
with  tenderness  of  civility;  he  relieved 
without  pity,  and  assisted  without  kind- 
ness ;  so  that  those  who  were  fed,  by  him 
could  hardly  love  him.  ...  Of  Swift's 
general  habits  of  thinking,  if  his  letters  can 
be  supposed  to  afford  any  evidence,  he  was 
not  a  man  to  be  either  loved  or  envied. 
He  seems  to  have  wasted  life  in  discon- 
tent, by  the  rage  of  neglected  pride,  and 
the  bmguishment  of  unsatisfied  desire. 
He  is  querulous  and  fastidious,  arrogant 
and  malignant ;  he  scarcely  speaks  of  him- 
self bat  with  indignant  lamentations,  or  of 
others  but  with  insolent  superiority  when 
he  is  gay,  and  with  angry  contempt  when 
he  is  gloomy.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779- 
81,  Jonathan  Surift^  Lives  qf  the  English 
Pods. 

Swift  was  a  wild-beast,  who  worried 
and  baited  and  worried  all  mankind  almost. 


because  his  intolerable  arrogance,  vanity, 
pride,  and  ambition  were  disappointed. — 
Walpole,  Horace,  1780,  To  Sir  Horace 
Mann,  Letters,  ed.  Ounningham,  vol.  vii, 
p.  311. 

Though  the  greatness  of  Swift's  talents 
was  known  to  many  in  private  life,  and  his 
company  and  conversation  much  sought 
after  and  admired,  yet  was  his  name  hith- 
erto little  known  in  the  republic  letters. 
The  only  pieces  which  he  had  then  pub- 
lished, were  ''The  Battle  of  the  Books,"  and 
''The  Ck)ntests  and  Dissentions  in  Athens 
and  Rome, ' '  and  both  without  a  name.  Nor 
was  he  personally  known  to  any  of  the  wits 
of  the  age,  excepting  Mr.  Congreve,  and 
one  or  two  more,  with  whom  he  had  con- 
tracted an  acquaintance  at  Sir  William 
Temple's.  The  knot  of  wits  used  at  this 
time  to  assemble  at  Button's  coffee-house : 
and  I  had  a  singular  account  of  Swift's 
first  appearance  there  from  Ambrose 
Philips,  who  was  one  of  Mr.  Addison's  lit- 
tle senate.  He  said  that  they  had  for  sev- 
eral successive  days  observed  a  strange 
clergyman  come  into  the  coffeehouse,  who 
seemed  utterly  unacauainted  with  any  of 
those  who  frequented  it ;  and  whose  cus- 
tom it  was  to  lay  his  hat  down  on  a  table, 
and  walk  backward  and  forward  at  a  good 
pace  for  half  an  hour  or  an  hour,  without 
speaking  to  any  mortal,  or  seeming  in  the 
least  to  attend  to  anything  that  was  going 
forward  there.  He  then  used  to  take  up 
his  hat,  pay  his  money  at  the  bar,  and 
walk  away  without  opening  his  lips. 
After  having  observed  this  singular  be- 
haviour for  some  time,  they  concluded  him 
to  be  out  of  his  senses ;  and  the  name  that 
he  went  by  among  them,  was  that  of  ''the 
mad  parson. "  This  made  them  more  than 
usually  attentive  to  his  motions ;  and  one 
evening,  as  Mr.  Addison  and  the  rest  were 
observing  him,  they  saw  him  cast  his  eyes 
several  times  on  a  gentleman  in  boots,  who 
seemed  to  be  just  come  out  of  the 
country,  and  at  last  advanced  towards 
him  as  intending  to  address  him.  They 
were  all  eager  to  hear  what  this  dumb 
mad  parson  had  to  say,  and  immediately 
quitted  their  seats  to  get  near  him. 
Swift  went  up  to  the  country  gentleman, 
and  in  a  very  abrupt  manner,  without  any 
previous  salute,  asked  him,  "Pray,  sir,  do 
you  remember  any  good  weather  in  the 
world?"  The  country  gentleman,  after 
staring  a  little  at  the  singularity  of  his 
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manner,  and  the  oddity  of  the  question, 
answered,  ''Yes,  sir,  I  thank  Gk)d  I  re- 
member a  great  deal  of  good  weather  in 
my  time." — "That  is  more,"  said  Swift, 
''than  I  can  say;  I  never  remember  any 
weather  that  was  not  too  hot,  or  too  cold ; 
too  wet  or  too  dry;  but  however  God 
Almighty  contrives  it,  at  the  end  of  the 
year  'tis  all  very  well. ' '  Upon  saying  this, 
he  took  up  his  hat,  and  without  uttering  a 
syllable  more,  or  taking  the  least  notice 
of  any  one,  walked  out  of  the  coffeehouse ; 
leaving  all  those  who  had  been  spectators 
of  this  odd  scene  staring  after  him,  and 
still  more  confirmed  in  the  opinion  of  his 
being  mad. — Sheridan,  Thomas,  1784, 
Life  cfDean  Swift. 

There  remains  a  conjecture  which  can 
only  be  intimated,  but  which,  if  correct, 
will  explain  much  of  Swift's  peculiar  con- 
duct in  his  intercourse  with  the  female 
sex.  During  that  period  of  life  when  the 
passions  are  most  violent.  Swift  boasts  of 
his  "cold  temper."  Since  that  time,  the 
continual  recurrence  of  a  distressing  ver- 
tigo was  gradually  undermining  his  health. 
It  seems,  in  these  circumstances,  probable, 
that  the  continence  which  he  observed, 
may  have  been  owing  to  physical,  as  well 
as  moral  causes.  Were  such  the  case,  he 
might  seek  the  society  of  Vanessa,  with- 
out the  apprehension  of  exciting  passions, 
to  which  he  was  himself  insensible ;  and 
his  separation  from  Stella,  after  marriage, 
might  be  a  matter  equally  of  choice,  or 
of  necessity.  This  much,  at  least,  is  cer- 
tain, that  if,  according  to  a  saying  which 
Swift  highly  approved,  desire  produces 
love  in  man,  we  cannot  find  any  one  line 
in  Swift's  writings  or  correspondence,  in- 
timating his  having  felt  such  a  source  of 
passion;  nor  indeed  is  there  a  single  anec- 
dote of  his  life  recorded,  which  indicates 
his  having  submitted  to  what  he  irrever- 
ently terms  "that  ridiculous  passion  which 
has  no  beingbut  in  playbooks  or  romances." 
In  youth  he  sought  female  society  merely 
as  a  relaxation  from  unpleasant  thoughts. 
.  .  .  Swift  was  in  person  tall,  strong 
and  well  made,  of  a  dark  complexion, 
but  with  blue  eyes,  black  and  bushy 
eyebrows,  nose  somewhat .  aquiline,  and 
features  which  remarkably  expressed  the 
stem,  haughty,  and  dauntless  turn  of  his 
mind.  He  was  never  known  to  laugh,  and 
his  smiles  are  happily  characterized  by  the 
well-known  lines  of  Shakspeare.    Indeed, 


the  whole  description  of  Cassius  might 

be  applied  to  Swift : 

He  reads  much, 
He  is  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men. — 
Seldom  he  smiles,  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort, 
As  if  he  mock*d  himself,  and  soomed  his 

spirit 
That  could  be  moved  to  smile  at  anything. 

His  manners  in  society  were,  in  his  better 
days,  free,  lively,  and  engaging,  not  de- 
void of  peculiarities,  but  bending  them  so 
well  to  circumstances,  that  his  company 
was  universally  courted.  When  age  and 
infirmity  had  impaired  the  elasticity  of  his 
spirits  and  the  equality  of  his  temper  his 
conversation  was  still  valued,  not  only  on 
account  of  the  extended  and  various  ac- 
quaintance with  life  and  manners,  of  which 
it  displayed  an  inexhaustible  fund,  but 
also  for  the  shrewd  and  satirical  humour 
which  seasoned  his  observations  and  anec- 
dotes.—Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1814,  Mem- 
oirs (fJoTuUhan  Swift. 

His  character  seems  to  have  been  rad- 
ically overbearing  and  tyrannical; — for 
though,  like  other  tyrants,  he  could  stoop 
low  enough  where  his  interests  required 
it,  it  was  his  delight  to  exact  an  implicit 
compliance  with  his  humours  and  fancies, 
and  to  impose  upon  all  around  him  the  task 
of  observing  and  accommodating  them- 
selves to  his  habits,  without  the  slightest 
regard  to  their  convenience  or  comfort. 
.  .  .  Bom  almost  a  beggar,  and  neither 
very  industrious  nor  very  engaging  in  his 
early  habits,  he  attained,  almost  with  his 
first  efforts,  the  very  height  of  distinction, 
and  was  awarded  by  appointments,  which 
placed  him  in  a  state  of  independence  and 
respectability  for  life.  He  was  honoured 
with  the  acquaintance  of  all  that  was  dis- 
tinguished for  rank,  literature,  or  reputa- 
tion ; — and,  if  not  very  generally  beloved, 
was,  what  he  probably  valued  far  more, 
admired  and  feared  by  most  of  those  with 
whom  he  was  acquainted.  When  his  party 
was  overthrown,  neither  his  person  nor 
his  fortune  suffered ; — but  he  was  indulged, 
through  the  whole  of  his  life,  in  a  licence 
of  scurrility  and  abuse,  which  has  never 
been  permitted  to  any  other  writer, — and 
possessed  the  exclusive  and  devoted  affec- 
tion of  the  only  two  women  to  whom  he 
wished  to  appear  interesting.  In  this  his- 
tory^ we  confess  we  see  but  little  apology 
for  discontent  and  lamentation; — and  in 
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his  condiLcty  there  is  assuredly  still  less 
for  misanthropy.  —  Jeffrey,  Francis 
Lord,  1816,  The  Works  of  Jonathan  Swift, 
Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  27,  pp.  24,  43. 

He  moves  laughter,  but  never  joins  in 
it.  He  appears  in  his  works  such  as  he 
appeared  in  society.  All  the  company  are 
convulsed  with  merriment,  while  the  dean, 
the  author  of  all  the  mirth ;  preserves  an 
invincible  gravity,  and  even  sourness  of 
aspect ;  and  gives  utterance  to  the  most 
eccentric  and  ludicrous  fancies,  with  the  air 
of  a  man  reading  the  commination-service. 
— Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1843, 
Life  and  Writings  of  Addison,  Edinburgh 
Review ;  OrUical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

The  disease  under  which  he  laboured  so 
long,  and  which  we  have  ventured  to  term 
'* cerebral  congestion,"  might,  from  the 
symptoms,  be  styled  by  some  pathologists 
''epileptic  vertigo,^  such  as  that  described 
by  Esquirol — an  affection  to  which,  it  is 
well  known,  many  men  of  strong  intellect 
have  been  subject.  For  the  last  few  years 
of  his  embittered  existence,  from  his 
seventy-fifth  to  his  seventy-eight  year, 
his  disease  partook  so  much  of  the  nature 
of  senile  decay,  or  the  dementia  of  old 
age,  that  it  is  difficult,  with  the  materials 
now  at  conmiand,  to  define  by  any  precise 
medical  term  his  actual  state. — Wilde, 
Sir  Wuaaam  R.,  1845,  On  the  Closing 
Years  of  SwifVs  Ufe. 

Prom  Laracor,  Swift's  remove  was  to 
Dublin,  where  he  spent  the  remainder  of 
his  life.  Here  the  deanery  has  been  quite 
removed,  and  a  modern  house  occupies  its 
place.  The  old  Cathedral  of  St.  Patrick 
is  a  great  object  connected  with  his  mem- 
ory here.  Though  wearing  a  very  ancient 
look,  St.  Patrick's  was  rebuilt  after  its 
destruction  in  1362,  and  its  present  spire 
was  added  only  in  1750.  In  size  and  pro- 
portion the  cathedral  is  fine.  It  is  three 
hundred  feet  long,  and  eighty  broad.  It 
can  not  boast  much  of  its  architecture,  but 
contains  several  monuments  of  distin- 
guished men ;  among  them,  those  of  Swift 
and  Curran.  These  two  are  busts.  Aloft 
in  the  nave  hang  the  banners  of  the 
Knights  of  St.  Patrick ;  and  again,  in  the 
choir,  hang  newly-emblazoned  banners  of 
the  knights;  and  over  the  stalls  which 
belong  to  the  knights  are  fixed  gilt  hel- 
mets, and  by  each  stall  hangs  the  knight's 
sword.  The  whole  fabric  is  now  undergoing 
repair,  and  not  before  it  was  needed. 


Of  course,  the  monuments  of  highest  in- 
terest here  are  those  of  Swift  and  Stella. 
These  occupy  two  contiguous  pillars  on 
the  south  side  of  the  nave.  They  consist 
of  two  plain  slabs  of  marble,  in  memory 
of  the  dean  and  Mrs.  Johnson — Stella. 
The  inscription  on  the  dean's  slab  is  ex- 
pressive ''of  that  habit  of  mind  which  his 
own  disappointments  and  the  oppressions 
of  his  country  had  produced."  It  was 
written  by  himself.— Ho witt,  Wiluam, 
1846,  Homes  and  Haunts  of  the  Most  Emi- 
nentlBritish  Poets,  vol.  l,  p.  230. 

Would  you  have  liked  to  be  a  friend  of 
the  great  Dean?  ...  If  you  had 
been  his  inferior  in  parts  (and  that,  with 
a  great  respect  for  all  persons  present,  I 
fear  is  only  very  likely),  his  equal  in  mere 
social  station,  he  would  have  bullied, 
scorned,  and  insulted  you ;  if,  undeterred 
by  his  great  reputation,  you  had  met  him 
like  a  man,  he  would  have  quailed  before 
you,  and  not  had  the  pluck  to  reply,  and 
gone  home,  and  years  after  written  a  foul 
epigram  about  you — watched  for  you  in  a 
sewer,  and  come  out  to  assail  you  with  a 
coward's  blow  and  a  dirty  bludgeon.  If 
you  had  been  a  lord  with  a  blue  riband, 
who  flattered  his  vanity,  or  could  help  his 
ambition,  he  would  have  been  the  most 
delightful  company  in  the  world.  He 
would  have  been  so  manly,  so  sarcastic,  so 
bright,  odd,  and  original,  that  you  might 
think  he  had  no  object  in  view  but  the  in- 
dulgence of  his  humour,  and  that  he  was 
the  most  reckless,  simple  creature  in  the 
world.  How  he  would  have  torn  your 
enemies  to  pieces  for  you !  and  made  fun 
of  the  opposition !  His  servility  was  so 
boisterous  that  it  looked  like  independ- 
ence ;  he  would  have  done  your  errands, 
but  with  the  air  of  patronizing  you,  and 
after  fighting  your  battles  masked  in  the 
street  or  the  press,  would  have  kept  on 
his  hat  before  your  wife  and  daughters  in 
the  drawing-room,  content  to  take  that 
sort  of  pay  for  his  tremendous  services  as 
a  bravo. — Thackeray,  William  Make- 
peace, 1853,  The  English  Humourists  of  the 
Eighteenth  Century. 

He  was  bom  in  Ireland,  but  would  have 
thought  himself  insulted  if  he  had  been 
called  an  Irishman.  .  .  .  Was  at 
heart  the  haughtiest,  the  most  aspiring, 
the  most  vindictive,  the  most  despotic  of 
men. — Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington, 
1855,  History  qf  England,  eh.  xix. 
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That  eccentric  and  scarcely  intelligible 
man,  whose  conduct  even  when  kind  always 
differed  from  that  of  others  in  the  mode 
of  displaying  it. —Prior,  Sir  James,  1860, 
Life  of  Edrrumd  Malane^  Editor  of  Shake- 
speare,  p.  118. 

A  man  strangely  compounded  of  con- 
trary extremes,  uniting  many  natures 
within  his  own.  ...  A  strenuous 
and  even  merciless  defender  of  the  Church 
as  by  law  established,  he  sometimes 
brought  discredit  upon  his  profession,  and 
upon  the  institution  he  so  much  revered, 
by  the  freedom  of  his  behaviour  and  the 
recklessness  of  his  wit.  A  vehement  lover 
of  liberty,  he  was  guilty  of  no  compassion 
for  hostile  scribblers,  whose  arrest  and 
punishment  he  often  urged  on  the  Tory 
leaders;  while  be  constantly  inveighed 
against  any  relaxation  of  the  disabilities 
that  shut  out  Dissenters  from  offices 
under  the  Crown.  A  friend  to  the  prin- 
ciples of  the  Revolution  in  the  State,  he 
cleaved  to  the  principles  of  the  reaction 
in  the  Church;  Somers  was  his  friend, 
while  Sacheverell  seemed  his  exemplar. 
A  man  of  piquant  and  at  times  charming 
manner,  of  social  sensibilities,  enjoying 
company,  tolerant  of  foibles,  he  was 
nevertheless  a  stem  censor  and  an  unspar- 
ing censurer  of  the  race»  which  he  hated 
and  contemned.  A  despiser  of  mankind, 
incessantly  aflame  with  rage  against  the 
cruelties  of  the  dominant  and  the  coward- 
ice of  the  subject,  he  was  full  of  good 
works,  such  as  only  the  truest  and  largest 
benevolence  could  dictate.  A  student  of 
economy,  parsimonious  to  a  fault  in  private 
affairs,  in  philanthropic  and  literary  re- 
lations he  was  a  very  Maecenas  for  his 
generous  munificence;  and  many  men 
owed  their  fortune  to  one  who  neither 
3ued  nor  intrigued  for  himself.  An  ar- 
dent admirer  and  tender  friend  of  not  a 
few  women,  he  disappointed  the  love  of 
two  who  were  deeply  and  fatally  devoted 
to  him,  and  heartily  despised  the  sex.  A 
marvel  of  cold  purity  in  his  personal  life, 
in  his  poems  and  satires  he  rushed  repeat- 
edly into  grossness  and  downright  filthi- 
ness  worthy  only  of  a  man  who  had  passed 
the  stage  in  vice  at  which  sexual  pleas- 
ures cease  to  give  the  desired  satisfaction 
to  the  appetites.  A  coward  in  many 
trivial  matters  of  daily  incident — dread- 
ing smallpox  and  other  such  mischances 
of  our  civilisation — in  his  public  life  be 


was  fearless,  when  freedom  of  speech 
brought  him  face  to  face  with  an  enraged 
and  tyrannical  law.  ...  A  lover  of 
anonymity,  a  courtier  of  obscurity,  a 
despiser  of  pretence,  a  hater  of  show,  his 
genius  made  him  the  familiar  of  Princes, 
the  friend  and  counsellor  of  Ministers,  the 
pride  of  a  whole  country,  the  peculiar 
trust  and  boast  of  the  poor  within  its 
borders.  In  two  things  alone  was  he 
throughout  consistent:  in  the  thorough 
and  even  offensive  personal  independence, 
into  which  the  unhappy  experience  of  his 
youth  but  too  harshly  trained  him ;  and  in 
the  unextinguishable  love  of  liberty,  the 
incorruptible  patriotism,  that  guided  his 
political  career  from  the  first  to  the  last. 
— PuRVES,  D.  Laing,  1868,  The  Works  of 
Jonathan  Sivift,  Life,  pp.  38,  39. 

When  one  thinks  of  the  man,  the  ser- 
mons of  Dean  Swift,  although  in  them- 
selves excellent,  seem  to  be  a  mockery, 
and  we  can  fancy  them  written  by  the 
author  of  a  **Tale  of  a  Tub"  with  a  grin 
of  derision  on  his  face. — Forsyth,  Wil- 
UAM,  1871,  The  Novels  and  Novelists  of  the 
Eighteenth  Century,  p,  22. 

He  seemed  to  look  upon  himself  as  a 
superior  being,  exempt  from  the  necessity 
of  ceremony,  entitled  to  homage,  caring 
neither  for  sex,  rank,  nor  fame,  whose 
business  is  to  protect  and  destroy,  dis- 
tributing favours,  insults,  and  pardons. 
.  .  .  If  ever  a  soul  was  saturated  with 
the  joy  of  tearing,  outraging,  and  destroy- 
ing, it  was  his.  Excess  of  scorn,  impla- 
cable irony,  crushing  logic,  the  cruel  smile 
of  the  foeman,  who  sees  beforehand  the 
mortal  spot  in  which  he  will  strike  his 
enemy,  advances  towards  him,  tortures 
him  deliberately,  eagerly,  with  enjoyment, 
— such  were  the  feelings  which  had  leav- 
ened him,  and  which  broke  from  him  with 
such  harshness  that  he  hindered  his  own 
career ;  and  that  of  so  many  high  places 
for  which  he  stretched  out  his  hands,  there 
remained  for  him  only  a  deanery  in  poor 
Ireland.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History 
of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol. 
II,  bk.  iii,  ch.  v,  pp.  118,  121. 

The  portrait  of  him  now  painted  by 
Jervas  confirms  the  general  statement  at 
the  time,  that  his  personal  appearance 
was  very  attractive.  Features  regular 
yet  striking,  forehead  high  and  temples 
broad  and  massive,  heavy-lidded  blue  eyes, 
to  which  his  dark  complexion  and  bushy 
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black  eyebrows  gave  unusnal  capacity  for 
sternness  as  well  as  brilliance,  a  nose 
slightly  aquiline,  mouth  resolute  with  full- 
closed  lips,  a  handsome  dimpled  double 
chin,  and  over  all  the  face  the  kind  of 
pride  not  grown  of  superciliousness  or 
scorn,  but  of  an  easy,  confident,  calm 
superiority.  Of  the  dullness  which  Pope 
saw  sometimes  overshadow  the  counte- 
nance of  his  friend,  of  the  insolence  which 
Young  declares  was  habitual  to  it,  of  the 
harsh,  unrelenting  severity  which  it  as- 
sumes in  Bindon's  picture  at  the  deanery, 
there  is  no  trace  at  present.  By  one  who 
loved  him  he  was  said  to  have  a  look  of 
uncommon  archness  in  eyes  quite  azure  as 
the  heavens ;  and  he  was  himself  told  by 
one  who  did  not  love  him  less,  that  he  had 
a  look  so  awful  it  struck  the  gazer  dumb ; 
but  only  the  first  is  in  Jervas's  picture, 
the  years  that  are  to  bring  the  last  being 
still  to  come. — Forster,  John,  1875, 
The  Life  of  Jonathan  Svrifl,  vol.  I,  p.  240. 

Jonathan  Swift  remains  what  he  was  a 
century  ago,  the  sphinx  of  English  litera- 
ture. Prominent^n  his  own  line,  as  prob- 
ably no  other  author  ever  was  before ;  the 
observed  of  all,  as  the  bosom  friend  of  the 
leading  wits  and  statesmen  of  the  most 
classic  modem  age ;  the  most  illustrious 
polemic  that  the  modern  world  has  ever 
seen,  he  yet  stands  to  this  day,  the  great- 
est mystery  among  distinguished  men  of 
letters.  Even  the  secret  of  Junius,  yields, 
in  importance  and  interest,  to  that  which 
attaches  to  the  name  of  the  Dean  of  St. 
Patrick's.  Gifted  with  the  capacity  to 
entrance  the  intellect  of  men,  and  inthrall 
the  passions  of  women,  he  seems  to  have 
been  at  home  in  ridiculing  the  former,  and 
bringing  down  the  love  of  the  latter  to 
despair.  Who,  on  regarding  the  portrait 
of  him  left  by  Jervas,  which  exhibits  a 
noble  and  placid  expanse  of  brow,  serene 
eyes,  and  a  mouth  not  noticeable  for  its 
bitterness  or  agitation,  could  imagine  that 
one  of  the  most  restless  spirits  which  ever 
inhabited  a  human  breast  found  lodgment 
there? — Smtth,  George  Barnett,  1876, 
Dean  Swift^  The  IfUernational  Review,  vol. 
Z,p.  306. 

We  confess  to  a  kindness  for  Swift. 
We  are  not  blind  to  his  faults,  but  to  our 
thinking  they  are  amply  redeemed  by  two 
valuable  traits  in  his  character— namely, 
tt»  courage  he  had  of  his  opinions,  and 
the  unswerving  honesty  with  which  he 


clung  to  them.  In  those  characteristics 
we  may  perhaps  find  the  clue  to  the  hith- 
erto apparent  cruelty  with  which  Swift 
dwelt  with  the  affections  of  two  such  lov- 
able women  as  Esther  Johnson,  otherwise 
Stella,  and  Esther  Vanhomrigh,  alias 
Vanessa.  .  .  .  Henceforth  Swift's  life 
is  like  that  serenade  which  Don  Juan,  dis- 
guised, sings  under  a  balcony,  a  melan- 
choly and  piteous  song,  breathing  sorrow, 
distress,  misjudged  love,  but  the  accom- 
paniment to  which  is  lively,  strident,  stac- 
cato ;  still  the  song  struggles  on,  wailing, 
making  itself  heard  above  the  false  instru- 
ment, whose  mocking  tones  want  to  turn 
it  into  derision,  and  seems  to  jeer  at  being 
obliged  to  go  so  slowly  and  mournfully. 
Nay,  in  a  measure  Swift  becomes  Don 
Juan  himself,  with  whom  the  marble 
statue,  just  returned  from  the  graves  of 
Vanessa  and  Stella,  sits  down  to  supper. 
The  Dean  remains  calm,  collected,  for 
some  time,  but  the  statue  asks  his  hand ; 
and  when  with  an  assumed  indifference  he 
has  given  it,  the  man  is  seized  with  a  mor- 
tal chill,  and  falls  into  convulsions.  They 
get  more  frequent,  and  at  last  send  him 
raving  mad,  the  intervals  of  frenzy  leav- 
ing him  a  mere  pitiable  idiot.  He  is  like 
the  man  who  boasted  of  being  inaccessible 
to  superstitious  fear,  and  dreading  noth- 
ing. One  night  his  friends  placed  a  skel- 
eton in  his  bed,  then  went  into  an  adjacent 
apartment  to  watch  the  effect.  They  heard 
nothing ;  but  the  following  morning,  when 
they  entered  the  room,  they  found  him 
seated  playing  with  the  bones.  He  had 
lost  his  reason.  Swift  had  been  insensi- 
ble to  all  the  softer  feelings.  Memory 
placed  their  skeleton  in  his  bed,  he  played 
with  the  bones  for  more  than  three  years, 
unconscious  of  what  passed  around  him. 
Upon  the  19th  of  October,  1745,  God  mer- 
cifully removed  the  terrible  spectacle,  and 
released  the  sufferer  from  his  misery,  deg- 
radation, and  shame. — V  and  an,  Albert 
D.,  1878,  Amours  of  Great  Men,  vol.  n, 
pp.  94,  159. 

Here  was  a  man  endued  with  an  intel- 
lect pellucid  as  well  as  brilliant ;  who  could 
not  only  conceive  but  see  also — with  some 
fine  instincts  too ;  whom  fortune  did  not 
flout;  whom  circumstances  fairly  served ; 
but  who,  from  first  to  last,  was  miserable 
himself,  who  made  others  miserable,  and 
who  deserved  misery.  ...  He  was 
a  man  whose  mind  was  never  fixed  on  high 
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things,  bat  was  striving  always  after 
something  which,  little  as  it  might  be, 
and  successful  as  he  was,  should  always 
be  out  of  his  reach.  It  had  been  his  mis- 
fortune to  become  a  clergyman,  because 
the  way  to  church  preferment  seemed  to 
be  the  readiest.  He  became,  as  we  all 
know,  a  dean — but  never  a  bishop,  and 
was  therefore  wretched. — Trollope, 
Anthony,  1879,  Tliackeray  (English  Men 
of  Letters),  pp.  155,  156. 

However  Jonathan  Swift's  biographers 
may  explain  or  apologize  for  him,  I  have 
never  yet  seen  a  woman  who  did  not  feel 
for  his  character  both -contempt  and  detes- 
tation. A  man  who  could  deliberately  and 
for  years  outrage  the  feelings  and  lacerate 
the  hearts  of  two  women  whose  worse  weak- 
ness was  in  the  fact  that  they  devotedly 
loved  him,  can  be  looked  at  in  no  amiable 
light  by  any  woman  with  any  chivalry  for 
her  sex.— Richardson,  AbbySage,  1882, 
ed.  Old  Love  Letters,  p.  36. 

No  man  had  stronger  affections  than 
Swift ;  no  man  suffered  more  agony  when 
they  were  wounded ;  but  in  his  agony  he 
would  commit  what  to  most  men  would 
seem  the  treason  of  cursing  the  affections 
instead  of  simply  lamenting  the  injury,  or 
holding  the  affection  itself  to  be  its  own 
sufficient  reward.  The  intense  personal- 
ity of  the  man  reveals  itself  alternately  as 
selfishness  and  as  ''altruism."  He  grap- 
pled to  his  heart  those  whom  he  really 
loved  ''as  with  hoops  of  steel ;"  so  firmly 
that  they  became  a  part  of  himself ;  and 
that  he  considered  himself  at  liberty  to 
regard  his  love  of  friends  as  he  might  re- 
gard a  love  of  wine,  as  something  to  be 
regretted  when  it  was  too  strong  for  his 
own  happiness.  The  attraction  was  in- 
tense, but  implied  the  absorption  of  the 
weaker  nature  into  his  own.  His  friend 
ships  were  rather  annexations  than  allian- 
ces. .  .  .  Swift  showed  a  complete 
absence  of  the  ordinary  touchiness  of 
authors.  His  indifference  to  literary  fame 
as  to  its  pecuniary  rewards  was  conspicu- 
ous. He  was  too  proud,  as  he  truly  said, 
to  be  vain.  His  sense  of  dignity  re- 
strained him  from  petty  sensibility.  When 
a  clergyman  regretted  some  emendations 
which  had  been  hastily  suggested  by  him- 
self and  accepted  by  Swift,  Swift  replied 
that  it  mattered  little,  and  that  he  would 
not  give  grounds,  by  adhering  to  his  own 
opinion,  for  an  imputation  of  vanity.    If 


Swift  was  egotistical,  there  was  nothing 
petty  even  in  his  egotism. — Stephen, 
Lesue,  1882,  Swift  (English  Men  of  Let- 
ters), pp.  31,  58. 

The  last  indignity  was  reserved  for  our 
own  century  and  for  philosophers  in  the 
Flying  Island  of  the  British  Association. 
In  1835,  in  making  alterations  under  the 
aisle  of  St.  Patrick's  Cathedral,  the  coffins 
of  Swift  and  Stella  were  found  side  by 
side.  The  British  Association  was  hold- 
ing its  meeting  in  Dublin,  and,  as  the 
genius  of  irony  would  have  it,  phrenology 
was  then  the  fashion.  Doubtless  with  the 
permission  of  Swift's  successor  at  that 
day  in  the  deanery  of  the  Cathedral,  two 
dainty  toys  were  provided  for  the  peram- 
bulating professors  and  their  fair  enter- 
tainers. The  skulls  of  Swift  and  of  Esther 
Johnson  went  the  rounds  of  the  drawing- 
rooms  ;  they  were  patted  and  poised  and 
peeped  at;  pretty,  sentimental  speeches 
and  ponderous  scientific  phrases  flew  to 
right  and  left ;  here  hung  "only  a  woman's 
hair,"  and  there  the  condyloid  processes 
projected  into  the  foramen  magnum  of 
the  occipital  bone.  The  bumps  of  venera- 
tion and  amativeness  were  measured,  and 
it  was  ascertained  that  wit  was  small. 
Drawings  and  casts  were  made.  Finally 
when  all  the  pretty  speeches  had  run  dry ; 
and  the  spectacles  were  all  taken  off,  and 
wisdom  had  departed  from  the  land!,  the 
desecrated  bones  were  restored  to  darkness, 
to  be  once  more  discovered  within  a  few 
days  past,  but  not  again  to  have  their 
nakedness  exposed  to  the  gaping  inhabi- 
tants of  Laputa.— Dowden,  Edward, 
1882,  Literature,  The  Academy,  vol.  22, 
p.  233. 

Thou  sawest  from  far  the  corae  thou  migfat*st 
not  stay, 

Most  mighty  spirit,  strong  to  love  and  hate. 

For  what  great  sin,  sinned  in  some  farmer 
state, 
Was  thy  soul  forced  to  contemplate  that  day 
Which  should  not  at  one  blow  take  life  away, 

Bat  on  each  vital  sense  shut  gate  by  gate, 

Until  thy  lord's  unfathomable  hate, 
Supreme,  relentless,  and  which  none  gainsay, 
Left  thy  great  brain  confounded  in  black 
night, 

And  wild  with  pain? 

—  Marston,  Philip  Bourke,  1883,  Jona- 
than  Swift,  Wind-Voices. 

''Cadenus.'*— "Mr.  Dean."— ''The  Eng- 
lish  Rabelais." — "This  Impious  Buffoon." 
—"Presto."— "The    Rabelais   of    Good 
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Society."— Prey,  Albert  R.,  1888,  Sctm- 
quid  and  NieknameSy  p.  469. 

If  Jonathan  Swift  had  entered  the  room 
while  the  Lecture  upon  him  was  going  for- 
ward, he  would  have  eaten  William  Make- 
peace Goliath,  white  waistcoat  and  all. — 
QuiLLER-CJouCH,  A.  T.,  1891,  Adventures 
in  Critieism^  p.  95. 

No  one  who  is  acquainted  with  the  char- 
acter of  Swift,  with  his  character  as  it 
appears  in  his  own  writings,  as  it  has  been 
illustrated  in  innumerable  anecdotes,  and 
as  it  has  been  delineated  by  those  who 
were  familiar  with  him,  can  fail  to  see 
that  he  belonged  to  the  kings  of  human- 
kind. Like  Innocent  III,  and  like  Chat- 
ham, he  was  one  of  those  men  to  whom 
the  world  pays  instinctive  homage. 
Everything  about  him  indicated  superior- 
ity. His  will  was  a  will  of  adamant ;  his 
intellect  was  an  intellect  the  power  and 
keenness  of  which  impressed  or  awed  every 
one  who  approached  him.  And  to  that 
will  and  to  that  intellect  was  joined  a 
temper  singularly  stem,  daunltess,  and 
haughty.  .  .  .  Into  a  particular  ac- 
count of  Swift's  last  years  it  would  be 
almost  agony  to  enter.  Nothing  in  the 
recorded  history  of  humanity,  nothing 
that  the  imagination  of  man  has  conceived, 
can  transcend  in  horror  and  pathos  the 
accounts  which  have  come  down  to  us  of 
the  closing  scenes  of  his  life.  His  memory 
was  gone,  his  reason  was  gone ;  he  recog- 
nised no  friend;  he  was  below  his  own 
Struldbrugs.  Day  after  day  he  paced  his 
chamber,  as  a  wild  beast  paces  its  cage, 
taking  his  food  as  he  walked,  but  refusing 
to  touch  it  as  long  as  any  one  remained  in 
the  room.  During  the  autumn  of  1742 
Us  state  was  horrible  and  pitiable  beyond 
expression.  At  last,  after  suffering  un- 
speakable tortures  from  one  of  the  most 
agonising  maladies  known  to  surgery,  he 
8^  into  the  torpor  of  imbecility.  By 
the  mercy  of  Providence  it  generally  hap- 
pens that  man  so  degraded  is  unconscious 
of  his  degradation.  But  this  mercy  was 
withheld  from  Swift.  On  one  occasion  he 
was  found  gazing  at  his  image  in  a  pier- 
glass  and  muttering  piteously  over  and 
over  again,  *  *  Poor  old  man !' '  On  another 
he  exclaimed,  frequenlty  repeating  it,  ''I 
am  what  I  am."  "He  never  talked  non- 
sense, "  says  Deane  Swift,  ''nor  said  a  fool- 
iah  thing."  In  this  deplorable  condition 
he  continued  for  two  years,  and  then 


maintained  unbroken  silence  till  death 
released  him  from  calamity. — Collins, 
John  Churton,  1893,  Jonathan  Swifts 
pp.  70,  235. 

It  was,  no  doubt,  a  case  of  what  you 
call  fatuity,  and  what  doctors  call  demen- 
tia— that  is,  loss  of  mental  power.  There 
was  no  delusion,  so  far  as  I  remember; 
but  there  was  this  peculiarity — the  ina- 
bility to  find  words  for  the  expression  of 
the  poor  remains  of  thought,  although 
phrases  did  now  and  then  find  utterance 
under  unwonted  stimulus.  It  was,  in  fact, 
a  case  of  aphasia  with  dementia,  leading 
to  the  expectation  that,  if  one  could  have 
seen  the  brain,  a  clot,  or  the  effects  or 
remains  of  a  clot,  would  have  been  found 
on  or  about  the  third  frontal  convolution. 
.  .  .  A.  There  is  sufiicient  evidence 
to  render  a  correct  diagnosis  of  Swift's 
mental  disease  possible.  B.  There  are 
records  of  numerous  cases  in  which  the 
phenomena  are  parallel.  Ci  It  is  not 
physically  possible  that  Swift's  fatuity  at 
75  originated  from  a  surfeit  of  green  fruit 
when  he  was  23.  D.  The  sane  part  of 
Swift's  life  was  not  likely  to  have  been 
affected  by  the  latent  presence  of  the  in- 
sanity.—Bucknill,  Dr.,  1893,  Letter  in 
CoUin^s  Life  of  Svrifty  Appendix^  p.  270. 

A  dim  light  was  burning  in  the  back 
room  of  a  first-floor  in  Bury  Street,  St. 
James's.  The  apartment  it  illumined  was 
not  a  spacious  one;  and  the  furniture, 
adequate  rather  than  luxurious,  had  that 
indefinable  lack  of  physiognomy  which  only 
lodging-house  furniture  seems  to  acquire. 
There  was  no  fireplace;  but  in  the  adjoin- 
ing parlour,  partly  visible  through  the 
open  door,  the  last  embers  were  dying  in 
a  grate  from  which  the  larger  pieces  of 
coal  had  been  lifted  away,  and  carefully 
ranged  in  order  on  the  hobs.  Across  the 
heavy  high-backed  chairs  in  the  bedroom 
lay  various  neatly-folded  garments,  one  of 
which  was  the  black  gown  with  pudding 
sleeves  usually  worn  in  public  by  the  eight- 
eenth-century clergyman,  while  at  the 
bottom  of  the  bed  hung  a  clerical-looking 
periwig  In  the  bed  itself,  and  leaning 
towards  a  tall  wax  candle  at  his  side 
(which,  from  a  faint  smell  of  burnt  woollen 
still  lingering  about  the  chamber,  must 
have  recently  come  into  contact  with  the 
now  tucked-back  bed-curtain),  was  a  gen- 
tleman of  forty  or  thereabouts,  writing 
in  a  very  small  hand  upon  a  very  large 
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sheet  of  paper,  folded,  for  greater  conven- 
ience, into  one  long  horizontal  slip.  He 
had  dark,  fierce-looking  eyebrows,  a 
slightly  aquiline  nose,  full-lidded  and 
rather  prominent  clear  eyes,  a  firmly-cut 
handsome  mouth,  and  a  wide,  massive 
forehead,  the  extent  of  which,  for  the 
moment,  was  abnormally  exaggerated  by 
the  fact  that,  in  the  energy  of  composi- 
tion, the  fur-lined  cap  he  had  substituted 
for  his  wig  had  been  slightly  tilted  back- 
wards. As  his  task  proceeded  his  expres- 
sion altered  from  time  to  time,  now  grow- 
ing grave  and  stem,  now  inexpressibly 
soft  and  tender.  Occasionally,  the  look 
almost  passed  into  kind  of  a  grimace,  re- 
sembling nothing  so  much  as  the  imitative 
motion  of  the  lips  which  one  makes  in 
speaking  to  a  pet  bird.  He  continued 
writing  until,  in  the  distance,  the  step  of 
the  watch-man,  first  pausing  deliberately, 
then  passing  slowly  forward  for  a  few 
paces,  was  heard  in  the  street  below. 
*Tast  twelve  o'clock!"  came  a  wheezy 
cry  at  the  window.  **Paaaa<ist  twdvwe 
o'clock'^  followed  the  writer,  dragging 
out  his  letters  so  as  to  reproduce  the 
speaker's  drawl.  .  .  .  The  personage 
thus  depicted  was  Jonathan  Swift,  Doctor 
of  Divinity,  vicar  of  Laracor  by  Trim,  in 
the  diocese  of  Meath  in  the  kingdom  of 
Ireland,  and  Prebendary  of  Dunlavin  in  St. 
Patrick's  Cathedral.— Dobson,  Austin, 
1893,  The  Journal  to  Stella,  Langmarie 
Magazine,  vol.  22,  pp.  30,  31. 

Gradually  my  eyes  became  accustomed 
to  the  subdued  light,  and  right  at  my  feet 
I  saw  a  large  brass  plate  set  in  the  floor 
and  on  it  only  this : 

SWIFT 

Died  Oct.  19,  1745 
Aged  78 

On  the  wall  near  is  a  bronze  tablet,  the 
inscription  of  which,  in  Latin,  was  dictated 
by  Swift  himself:  ''Here  lies  the  body 
of  Jonathan  Swift,  Dean  of  this  Cathedral, 
where  fierce  indignation  can  no  longer 
rend  his  heart.  Go !  wayfarer,  and  imi- 
tate, if  thou  canst,  one  who,  as  far  as  in 
him  lay,  was  an  earnest  champion  of  lib- 
erty — "  Above  this  is  a  fine  bust  of  the 
Dean  and  to  the  right  is  another  tablet : 
**  Underneath  lie  interred  the  mortal  re- 
mains of  Mrs.  Hester  Johnson,  better 
known  in  the  world  as  Stella,  under 
which  she  is  celebrated  in  the  writings  of 
Dr.  Jonathan  Swift,  Dean  of  this  Cathedral. 


She  was  a  person  of  extraordinary 
endowments  and  accomplishments,  in  body, 
mind,  and  behavior;  justly  admired  and 
respected  by  all  who  knew  her  on  account 
of  her  eminent  virtues  as  well  as  for  her 
great  natural  and  acquired  perfections." 
.  .  .  In  1835  the  graves  were  opened 
and  casts  taken  of  the  skulls.  The  top  of 
Swift's  skull  had  been  sawed  off  at  the 
autopsy,  and  a  bottle  in  which  was  a  parch- 
ment setting  forth  the  facts  was  inserted 
in  the  head  that  had  conceived  ''Gulliver's 
Travels."  I  examined  the  casts.  The 
woman's  head  is  square  and  shapely. 
Swift's  head  is  a  refutation  of  phrenology, 
being  small,  sloping,  and  ordinary.  The 
bones  of  Swift  and  Stella  were  placed  in 
one  coffin  and  now  rest  under  three  feet 
of  concrete,  beneath  the  floor  of  St.  Pat- 
rick's.—Hubbard,  Elbert,  1895,  lAttle 
Journeys,  pp.  163,  166. 

He  was  a  man,  I  think,  who  would  have 
infinitely  scorned  and  revolted  at  many  of 
the  apologies  that  have  been  made  for  him. 
.  .  .  And  in  that  great  Court  of  Jus- 
tice— which  I  am  old-fashioned  enough  to 
believe  will.one  day  be  held — where  juries 
will  not  be  packed,  and  where  truth  will 
shine,  by  its  own  light,  withstanding  all 
perversion — and  where  opportunities  and 
accomplishments  will  be  weighed  in  even 
scales  against  possible  hindrances  of  moral 
or  of  physical  makeup — there  will  show,  I 
am  inclined  to  think,  in  the  strange  individ- 
uality of  Swift,  a  glimmer  of  some  finer 
and  higher  traits  of  character  than  we 
are  accustomed  to  assign  him. — Mitchell, 
Donald  G.,  1895,  English  Lands  Letters 
and  Kings ;  Prom  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p. 
339. 

He  was  a  profoundly  sensitive  man,  yet 
he  was  also  matter-of-fact.  His  honest 
recognition  of  things  as  they  were  was 
mitigated  by  no  intervening  haze  of 
romance,  and  no  spiritual  revelation  of 
distant  hopes.  .  .  .  His  was  not  a 
temperament  to  manufacture  ideals ;  and 
the  times  had  no  ideals  to  offer.  What 
wonder  if  fierce  wrath  filled  his  great,  sad 
soul ;  if  the  worlds  of  politics,  of  society, 
of  the  great  mass  of  men,  seemed  to  him 
equally  contemptible  and  pitiful.  .  .  . 
The  social  sarcasm  of  Swift  is  unequaled 
in  fervor  of  ironic  power,  but  is  also  alone 
among  the  chief  satires  of  England  in  the 
bitterness  of  its  tone.  The  terrible  epi- 
taph which,  by    his  own  command,  was 
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placed  over  his  tomb  speaks  of  the  only 
peace  possible  to  him. — Scudder,  Vida 
D.»  1898»  Social  Ideals  in  English  Letter s^ 
p.  97. 

Probablyno  prominent  character  has  been 
more  cmelly  misjudged.  Popular  opinion 
has  been  guided  by  the  superficial  sketches 
of  Macaulay,  Thackeray,  and  Taine, 
and  has  not  stopped  to  consider  that  a 
brilliant  presentment  is  not  necessar'ly  an 
historical  portrait.  One  has  only  to  study 
Swift's  letters  to  realize  how  utterly  mis- 
taken is  the  common  view.  To  estimate 
him  merely  by  his  satires  and  political 
writings  is  to  measure  a  brain  and  leave 
out  body  and  soul.  In  his  literary  works  he 
is  all  intellect — cold,  even  cruel  intellect 
—and  the  milk  of  human  kindness  is  turned 
sour.  It  is  no  wonder  that  the  author 
of  "A  Tale  of  a  Tub"  and  •'Gulliver's 
Travels"  has  acquired  the  reputation  of 
the  bitterest  cynic  and  misanthrope  in  all 
literature.  It  is  the  merit  and  virtue  of 
the  letters  that  they  reveal  the  heart  of 
one  who  in  his  public  writings  is  mere 
head.— Poole,  Stanley  Lane  — ,  1898, 
Eighteenth  Century  Letters,  ed.  Johnson, 
Introduction^  p.  ix. 

The  two,  like  so  many  others  coupled  in 
history,  were  in  truth  of  opposed  tempera- 
ments. Prior  was  vain.  Swift  proud;. 
Swift  uncompromising.  Prior  accommo- 
dating ;  I^ior  fanciful.  Swift  imaginative. 
Swift  was  the  same  electric  force  whether 
business  or  pleasure  engaged  him.  Prior 
was  solemn  ("Dutch,"  De  Torcy  after- 
wards termed  him)  in  routine,  madcap — 
indeed  reckless — over  his  cups.  Outward 
appearance  heightened  the  contrast. 
Swift  was  of  middle  height,  inclined  to  be 
stout,  darkly  sanguine  in  complexion,  with 
arch  eyes  of  a  piercing  blue.  He  walked 
''like  lightning"  to  be  lean.  Prior  was 
taJl  and  thin,  lantern- jawed  and  cavernous. 
His  eyes  were  dreamy,  though  his  expres- 
sion was  alert.  His  visage  seemed  carved 
out  of  woodf  and  he  coughed  much  as  he 
went.  He  walked  to  be  fat.  Swift  was 
a  stoic  aflame ;  Prior,  an  epicurean  with 
dashed  ambitions.  In  Swift's  heart  of  hearts 
hid  Stella,  and  already  lurked  Vanessa ; 
in  Prior's,  Mrs.  Anne  Durham  and  the 
marionettes  of  vulgar  intrigue  whom  he 
dignified  as  ''Chloes."  Pangs  tortured 
the  one,  while  the  other  sighed  sentiment. 
Both  cried  ''Vive  la  bagatelle,"  but 
Prior's  ''bagatelle"  was  a  bubble,  Swift's 


a  bullet.  In  four  things,  however,  the 
comrades  were  united — in  devotion  to  the 
Church  interest,  in  detestation  of  demo- 
cratic clamour,  in  the  endowment  of  a 
signal  style,  and  in  personal  admiration 
for  Harley  and  St.  John.— Sichel,  Walter, 
1901,  Bolinghroke  and  His  Times,  p.  284. 

STELLA. 
This  day,  being  Sunday,  January  28, 
1727-8,  about  eight  o'clock  at  night,  a 
servant  brought  me  a  note,  with  an  ac- 
count of  the  death  of  the  truest,  most 
virtuous,  and  valuable  friend,  that  I,  or 
perhaps  any  other  person,  was  ever  blessed 
with.  She  expired  about  six  in  the  even- 
ing of  this  day ;  and  as  soon  as  I  am  left 
alone,  which  is  about  eleven  at  night,  I 
resolve,  for  my  own  satisfaction,  to  say 
something  of  her  life  and  character. 
.  .  .  She  was  sickly  from  her  childhood, 
until  about  the  age  of  fifteen ;  but  then 
grew  into  perfect  health,  and  was  looked 
upon  as  one  of  the  most  beautiful,  grace- 
ful, and  agreeable  young  women  in  Lon- 
don, only  a  little  too  fat.  Her  hair  was 
blacker  than  a  raven,  and  every  feature 
of  her  face  in  perfection.  .  .  .  Never 
was  any  of  her  sex  born  with  better  gifts 
of  the  mind,  or  who  more  improved  them  by 
reading  and  conversation.  Yet  her  mem- 
ory was  not  of  the  best,  and  was  impaired 
in  the  latter  years  of  her  life.  But  I  can- 
not call  to  mind  that  I  ever  once  heard 
her  make  a  wrong  judgment  of  persons, 
books,  or  affairs.  Her  advice  was  always 
the  best,  and  with  the  greatest  freedom, 
mixed  with  the  greatest  decency.  She 
had  a  gracefulness,  somewhat  more  than 
human,  in  every  motion,  word,  and  action. 
Never  was  so  happy  a  conjunction  of 
civility,  freedom,  easiness,  and  sincerity. 
There  seemed  to  be  a  combination  among 
all  that  knew  her,  to  treat  her  with  a  dig- 
nity much  beyond  her  rank ;  yet  people  of 
all  sorts  were  never  more  easy  than  in  her 
company.  ...  All  of  us  who'  had 
the  happiness  of  her  friendship  agree 
unanimously,  that,  in  an  afternoon  or 
evening's  conversation,  she  never  failed, 
before  we  parted,  of  delivering  the  best 
thing  that  was  said  in  the  company.  Some 
of  us  have  written  down  several  of  her 
sayings,  or  what  the  French  call  hens  mots, 
wherein  she  excelled  beyond  belief.  She 
never  mistook  the  understanding  of  others ; 
nor  ever  said  a  severe  word,  but  where 
a  much  severer  was  deserved. — Swift, 
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Jonathan,  1727-8,  The  Character  of  Mrs. 
Johnson, 

Stella  was  the  concealed  but  undoubted 
wife  of  Dr.  Swift,  and  if  my  informations 
are  right,  she  was  married  to  him  in  the 
year  1716  by  Dr.  Ash,  then  Bishop  of 
Clogher.  .  .  .  Stella  was  a  most  amia- 
ble woman  both  in  mind  and  person :  She 
had  an  elevated  understanding,  with  all 
the  delicacy,  and  softness  of  her  own  sex. 
Her  voice,  however  sweet  in  itself,  was  still 
rendered  more  harmonious  by  what  she 
said.  Her  wit  was  poignant  without 
severity:  Her  manners  were  humane, 
polite,  easy  and  unreserved. — Wherever 
she  came,  she  attracted  attention  and  es- 
teem. As  virtue  was  her  guide  in  moral- 
ity, sincerity  was  her  guide  in  religion. 
She  was  constant,  but  not  ostentatious  in 
her  devotions :  She  was  remarkably  pru- 
dent in  her  conversation ;  She  had  great 
skill  in  music;  and  was  perfectly  well 
versed  in  all  the  lesser  arts  that  employ 
a  lady's  leisure.  Her  wit  allowed  her  a 
fund  of  perpetual  cheerfulness  within 
proper  limits.  She  exactly  answered  the 
description  of  Penelope  in  Homer. 
"  A  woman,  lovliest  of  the  lovely  kind, 
In  body  perfect,  and  comjileat  in  mind." 

—Boyle,  John  (Lord  Orrery),  1751, 
Remarks  on  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Dr. 
Jonathan  Swift. 

The  general  rule,  I  think,  between  him 
and  Mrs.  Johnson  was  this:  when  the 
Doctor  was  absent  from  home  she  lived  at 
his  house ;  but  when  he  was  at  home  she 
lodged  either  somewhere  at  Trim,  or  was 
resident  at  the  house  of  Dr.  Raymond,  the 
vicar  of  Trim,  a  gentleman  of  great  hos- 
pitality, a  friend  of  Dr.  Swift,  a  man  of 
learning  and  fine  address,  with  the  advan- 
tage of  a  tall,  handsome,  and  graceful 
person. — Swnpr,  Deane,  1755,  An  Essay 
upon  the  Life^  Writings  and  Character  of 
Dr.  Jonathan  Svnft,  p.  90. 

I  was  informed  by  the  relict  of  Bishop 
Berkeley  that  her  husband  had  assured  her 
of  the  truth  of  Swift's  marriage,  as  the 
Bishop  of  Clogher,  who  had  performed  the 
ceremony,  had  himself  communicated  the 
circumstance  to  him. — Berkeley,  George 
Monck,  1789,  Inquiry  into  the  Life  qf  Dean 
Swift,  Literary  Relics. 

Immediately  subsequent  to  the  ceremony 
Swift's  state  of  mind  appears  to  have  been 
dreadful.  Delany,  (as  I  have  learned 
from  a  friend  of  his  relict),  being  pressed 


to  give  his  opinion  on  this  strange  union, 
said,  that  about  the  time  it  took  place,  he 
observed  Swift  to  be  extremely  gloomy 
and  agitated;  so  much  so  that  he  went  to 
Archbishop  King  to  mention  his  appre- 
hensions. On  entering  the  library,  Swift 
rushed  out  with  a  countenance  of  distrac- 
tion, and  passed  him  without  speaking. 
He  found  the  Archbishop  in  tears,  and 
upon  asking  the  reason,  he  said,  "You  have 
just  met  the  most  unhappy  man  on  earth ; 
but  on  the  subject  of  his  wretchedness  you 
must  never  ask  a  question."  Swift 
secluded  himself  from  society  for  some 
days.  When  he  reappeared,  his  inter- 
course with  Stella  and  Mrs.  Dingley  was 
resumed,  with  the  same  guarded  and  cau- 
tious attention  to  prevent  the  slightest 
suspicion  of  a  more  intimate  union  with 
the  former ;  as  if  such  intimacy  had  not 
now  been  legal  and  virtuous.  Stella, 
therefore,  continued  the  beloved  and  inti- 
mate friend  of  Swift,  the  regulator  of  his 
household  and  table  on  public  days, 
although  she  only  appeared  there  as  an 
ordinary  guest;  the  companion  of  his 
social  hours,  and  his  comforter  in  sick- 
ness ;  but  his  wife  only  in  name,  and  even 
that  nominal  union  a  secret  from  the 
world.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1814yMemoirs 
qf  Jonathan  Swift. 

Notwithstanding  Dr.  Delany's  senti- 
ments of  Swift's  marriage,  and  notwith- 
standing all  that  Lord  Orrery  and  others 
have  said  about  it,  there  is  no  authority 
for  it  but  a  hearsay  story,  and  that  very  ill- 
founded.  It  is  certain  that  the  Dean  told 
one  of  his  friends,  whom  he  advised  to 
marry,  that  he  himself  never  wished  to 
marry  at  the  time  he  ought  to  have  en- 
tered into  that  state ;  for  he  counted  upon 
it  as  the  happiest  condition,  especially 
towards  the  decline  of  life,  when  a  faith- 
ful, tender  friend,  is  most  wanted.  While 
he  was  talking  to  this  effect,  his  friend  ex- 
pressed his  wishes  to  have  seen  him  mar- 
ried: the  Dean  asked  why?  ** Because," 
replied  the  other,  ''I  should  have  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  your  offspring ;  all  the 
world  would  have  been  pleased  to  have 
seen  the  issue  of  such  a  genius."  The 
Dean  smiled,  and  denied  his  being  married, 
in  the  same  manner  as  before,  and  said  he 
never  saw  the  woman  he  wished  to  be 
married  to.  The  same  gentleman,  who 
was  intimate  with  Mrs.  Dingley  for  ten 
years  before    she    died,   in   1743,  took 
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occasion  to  tell  her  that  such  a  story  was 
whispered  of  her  friend  Mrs.  Johnson's  mar- 
riage with  the  Dean,  but  she  only  laughs 
at  it  as  an  idle  tale,  founded  only  on  sus- 
picion. .  .  .  Had  he  b^en  married, 
he  could  not  have  lived  in  a  state  of  sepa- 
ration from  her,  he  loved  her  so  passion- 
ately ;  for  he  admired  her  upon  every  ac- 
count that  can  make  a  woman  amiable  or 
valuable  as  a  companion  for  life.  Is  it 
possible  to  think  that  an  affectionate  hus- 
band could  first  have  written,  and  then 
have  used,  those  several  prayers,  by  a 
dying  wife  with  whom  he  never  cohabited, 
and  whose  mouth  must  have  been  filled 
with  reproaches  for  denying  her  all  con- 
jugal rights  for  a  number  of  years,  nay, 
from  the  very  period  (1716)  that  is  pre- 
tended to  be  the  time  of  the  marriage  ? — 
Mason,  William  Monck,  1820,  History 
and  ArUiquities  cfSt,  Patrick^s  Cathedral^ 
near  Dublin. 

An  eccentric,  uncouth,  disagreeable 
young  Irishman,  who  had  narrowly  escaped 
plucking  at  Dublin,  attended  Sir  William 
as  an  amanuensis,  for  twenty  pounds  a  year 
and  his  board,  dined  at  the  second  table, 
wrote  bad  verses  in  praise  of  his  employer, 
and  made  love  to  a  very  pretty  dark-eyed 
young  girl  who  waited  on  Lady  Giffard. 
Little  did  Temple  imagine  that  the  coarse 
exterior  of  his  dependant  concealed  a  gen- 
ius equally  suited  to  politics  and  to  letters ; 
—a  genius  destined  to  shake  great  king- 
doms, to  stir  the  laughter  and  the  rage  of 
millions,  and  to  leave  to  posterity  memo- 
rials which  can  perish  only  with  the  Eng- 
lish language.  Little  did  he  think  that 
the  flirtation  in  his  servants'  hall,  which 
he  perhaps  scarcely  deigned  to  make  the 
subject  of  a  jest,  was  the  beginning  of  a 
long  unprosperous  love  which  was  to  be 
as  widely  famed  as  the  passion  of  Petrarch 
or  of  Abelard.  Sir  William's  secretary 
was  Jonathan  Swift,  Lady  Giffard's  wait- 
ing-maid was  poor  Stella. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1836,  Life  and 
Writings  qf  Sir  William  Tenvpk,  Edin- 
Imrgh  Review ;  OrUieal  and  Miscellaneous 
Emys. 

Two  women  whom  he  loved  and  injured 
are  known  by  every  reader  of  books  so 
familiarly  that  if  we  had  seen  them,  or  if 
they  had  been  relatives  of  our  own,  we 
scarcely  could  have  known  them  better. 
Who  has  not  in  his  mind  an  image  of 
Stella?    Who  does  not  love  her?    Fair 
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and  tender  creature :  pure  and  affection- 
ate heart !  Boots  it  to  you  now  that  you 
have  been  at  rest  for  a  hundred  and  twenty 
years,  not  divided  in  death  from  the  cold 
heart  which  caused  yours,  whilst  it  beat, 
such  faithful  pangs  of  love  and  grief — 
boots  it  to  you  now,  that  the  whole  world 
loves  and  deplores  you?  Scarce  any  man, 
I  believe,  ever  thought  of  that  grave,  that 
did  not  cast  a  flower  of  pity  on  it,  and 
write  over  it  a  sweet  epitaph.  Gentle 
lady!— 80  lovely,  so  loving,  so  unhappy. 
You  have  had  countless  champions,  mil- 
lions of  manly  hearts  mourning  for  you. 
From  generation  to  generation  we  take  up 
the  fond  tradition  of  your  beauty;  we 
watch  and  follow  your  story,  your  bright 
morning  love  and  purity,  your  constancy, 
your  grief,  your  sweet  martyrdom.  We 
knew  your  legend  by  heart.  You  are 
one  of  the  saints  of  English  story. — 
Thackeray,  Wiluam  Makepeace,  1853, 
The  English  Humourists  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century. 

Happy  as  Swift  might  have  been,  his 
felicity  was  troubled  by  an  occurrence  on 
which,  for  a  brief  space,  the  fate  of  poor 
Stella  hung.  After  her  arrival  in  Ireland 
she  received  an  offer  of  marriage.  The 
suitor  was  a  clergyman,  a  friend  of  Swift's, 
named  Tisdale,  and  to  his  honourable  suit 
there  was  not  a  single  objection.  He  was 
a  man  of  character  and  talent.  Swift's 
heart  beat  uneasily  at  this  new  difficulty. 
The  proposal  was  made  to  him,  as  the 
guardian  of  the  blooming  Stella.  He 
must,  he  perceived,  either  lay  it  before 
her,  with  all  its  advantages,  or  offer  to 
her  himself.  Was  there  a  struggle  in  that 
selfish  remorseless  heart?  Let  us  hope 
so.  To  lose  Stella  must  have  been  terri- 
ble. She  was  then,  at  eighteen,  in  the 
full  perfection  of  a  beauty  enhanced  by 
intelligence  and  sweetness.  Her  hair, 
raven  black,  set  off  the  finest  features  and 
complexion  in  the  world ;  and  her  figure, 
with  a  girlish  tendency  to  embonpoint  was 
perfect.  Poor  fated  being !  She  was  in 
Swift's  hands,  and  his  empire  over  her 
was  strengthened,  and  for  ever,  by  this 
untoward  event.  She  consented,  however, 
it  appears  to  receive  Tisdale  as  her  suitor ; 
but  Swift,  as  her  guardian  exacted  such 
exorbitant  terms  for  Stella's  dower,  in 
case  of  widowhood,  that  Tisdale  could 
not  comply.  His  honourable  attachment 
was  unsuccessful,  and  Stella  became  the 
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enthralled  victim  of  one,  who,  whilst  he 
often  declared  he  loved  "her  better  than 
his  life  a  thousand  millions  of  times," 
took  advantage  of  her  unprotected  situa- 
tion to  interfere  with  her  best  interests. 
Swift  and  Tisdale  continued,  nominally, 
friends;  yet  the  perfidious  Jonathan  did 
not  scruple  to  amuse  his  friends  with  epi- 
grams, at  the  expense  of  one  who  had  so 
nearly  carried  away  Stella  from  her  bond- 
age; Swift  excusing  himself  by  saying 
thiat  Tisdale  went  from  house  to  house  to 
show  his  wit  upon  him. — Thomson,  Bjith- 
BRiNE  (Grace  Wharton),  1862,  T%e  lAt- 
erature  cf  Society,  vol.  ii,  p.  171. 

It  may  be  interesting  enough  to  mention 
that  in  the  year  1791  (you  will  see  that  I 
am  anything  but  young,  and  perhaps 
admire  the  memory  of  a  man  now  in  his 
eighty-eight  year),  when  I  was  fifteen, 
and  tolerably  observant  of  things  said  or 
done  before  me,  I  heard  a  then  aged  man, 
the  Rev.  Dr.  Ashe,  the  rector  of  Clonard, 
in  the  county  of  Meath,  and  the  descendant 
(lineally  or  collaterally)  of  the  Bishop  of 
Glogher  (ob.  1717),  speak  of  the  Dean's 
marriage  to  Stella  as  having  been  solem- 
nised by  the  bishop:  this  on  the  family 
tradition  of  his  lordship's  persoruil  state- 
ments.—Swift,  Edmund  Lenthall,  1865, 
Letter  to  John  Francis    Waller,  Jan.  23. 

That  Esther  Johnson  was  a  beautiful 
woman,  no  one  who  looks  upon  the  por- 
trait will  deny.  That  Swift  loved  her 
with  all  the  strength  and  tenderness  of 
such  love  as  he  could  feel  for  woman,  no 
one  can  doubt.  Let  the  agony  of  grief 
and  remorse,  which  thenceforth  made  his 
inner  life  desolate — even  when  the  popu- 
lar plaudits  were  ringing  around  him,  and 
his  voice  and  his  pen  were  controlling 
measures  and  baffling  governments — win 
our  pity,  though  they  cannot  extenuate 
his  faults. — Waller,  John  Francis, 
1865,  ed.  Gulliver's  Travels,  Life,  p.  xxxii. 

He  married  Miss  Johnson  from  duty, 
but  in  secret,  and  on  condition  that  she 
should  only  be  his  wife  in  name.  She  was 
twelve  years  dying. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  n,  bk.  iii,  ch.  v,  p.  1^. 

One  final  consideration  is  that  the  op- 
pressive and  disabling  nature  of  Swift's 
life-long  disease  has  been  greatly  under- 
rated in  the  more  severe  of  the  criticisms 
which  have  been  made  with  regard  to  his 


conduct  to  Esther  Johnston.  I  do  not 
know  that  labyrinthine  vertigo  would  nec- 
essarily incapacitate  a  man  for  the  per- 
formance of  marital  duties,  but  it  cer- 
tainly might  be  a  barrier  to  them  more 
formidable  than  unprofessional  critics  are 
likely  to  suppose  possible.  Dr.  Beddoes 
suggested  that  Swift  was  impotent  from 
youthful  dissipation,  of  which  there  is  not 
a  tithe  of  evidence.  May  not  the  great 
and  grave  disease  of  which  I  have  adduced 
such  copious  evidence  have  been  the  real 
reason  why  Swift  did  not  live  with  the 
woman  whom  it  was  certain  that  he  loved 
with  the  most  tender  and  persistent  devo- 
tion ?—Bucknill,  Dr.  (P.  R.  S.),  1881, 
Dean  SvnJVs  Disease,  Brain. 

The  relation  between  the  two  was  from 
the  first,  so  far  as  the  world  was  con- 
cerned, free  from  all  doubt  or  ambiguity. 
Stella  shared  in  all  Swift's  interests, 
remained  his  constant  companion,  and  by 
degrees  became  the  centre  of  his  circle. 
But  they  never  met  alone :  they  never  lived 
in  the  same  house:  and  though  all  his 
thoughts  and  cares  were  shared  by  her, 
the  l^nd  was  never  in  reality  a  closer  one. 
And  these  strict  limits  of  their  friendship 
were  so  carefully  maintained,  that  slander 
never  ventured  to  assert  otherwise,  except 
in  some  vulgar  outbursts  which  forgot 
even  appropriateness  of  attack.  Strange 
and  abnormal  as  were  its  conditions,  fet- 
tered and  cramped  as  it  was  by  Swift's 
pride  and  waywardness,  or  by  the  myster- 
ies of  disease,  the  romance  of  that 
mutual  devotion  still  forms  one  of  the 
threads  of  the  deepest  interest  running 
through  Swift's  dark  and  somber  life. — 
Craik,  Henry,  1882,  The  Ljfe  (f  Jonathan 
Swift,  p.  89. 

There  has  hardly  ever  been  in  the  world, 
or  out  of  it,  in  the  illimitable  kingdoms 
of  fancy,  a  more  famous  pair  of  lovers 
than  these  two.  Leila  and  Majnun, 
Romeo  and  Juliet,  Petrarch  and  Laura — 
repeat  what  names  we  may  of  famous 
lovers  that  the  fancies  of  poets  have  ever 
adored  by  the  Tigris,  or  the  Avon,  or  in 
the  shadows  of  Vaucluse,  the  names  of 
Swift  and  Stella  are  found  to  appeal  no 
less  keenly  to  heart  and  brain,  to  the  im- 
agination and  to  pity.  Happy  they  were 
not,  and  could  not  be.  When  we  read  of 
Swift  and  Stella  the  mind  naturally  turns 
to  that  luckless  pair  of  lovers  whom  Dante 
saw  in  the  third  circle  of  hell,  blown 
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about  forever  on  the  racking  wind,  and 
finding  comfort  through  the  lapse  of  eter- 
nal twilight  in  the  companionship  of  their 
common  doom:  They,  too — Swift  and 
Stella — seem  driven  by  the  pitiless  wind 
of  fate ;  they  have  fallen  upon  evil  days ; 
they  are  greatly  gifted,  noble,  greatly 
unhappy;  they  are  sustained  by  their 
strange,  exquisite  friendship,  by  the  com- 
munity of  genius,  by  a  tender  affection 
which  was  out  of  tune  with  the  time  and 
with  their  troubled  lives.  .  .  .  There 
is  nothing  in  literature  more  profoundly 
melancholy  than  Swift's  own  eloquent 
tribute  to  the  memory  of  his  dead  wife, 
written  in  a  room  to  which  he  has  removed 
80  that  he  may  not  see  the  light  burning 
in  the  church  windows,  where  her  last 
rites  are  being  prepared. — McCarthy, 
Justin,  1890,  History  of  the  Four  GeorgeSy 
vd.  n,  p.  315. 

In  Swift's  private  life  Stella  and 
Vanessa  occupy  a  place  curiously  similar  to 
that  held  by  Oxford  and  Bolingbroke  in  his 
public  career.  The  brilliancy  and  culture 
of  the  first  of  each  pair  pleased  his  imagi- 
nation. The  honesty  and  plainness  of  the 
others  won  his  heart.  For  a  parallel  for 
Swift's  affection  for  Stella  there  is  no 
better  one  than  that  of  Hamlet  for  Ophe- 
lia. The  Danish  prince  found  in  the  sim- 
plicity and  naturalness  of  the  one  a  relief 
from  the  corruption  and  hollowness  of  a 
depraved  court.  Swift,  in  the  straight- 
forward character,  and  unassuming  devo- 
tion of  the  other,  obtained  consolation  for 
the  folly,  perverseness  and  deceit  which 
his  "savage  indignation"  led  him  to  re- 
gard as  the  dominating  qualities  of  all 
mankind.— MoRiARTY,  Gerald  P.,  1892, 
Dean  Sw\ft  and  his  Writings,  p,  253. 

If  there  was  any  person  entitled  to  speak 
with  authority  on  the  subject,  that  person 
was  assuredly  Mrs.  Dingley.  For  twenty- 
nine  years,  from  the  commencement,  that 
is  to  say,  of  Swift's  intimate  connection 
with  Stella  till  the  day  of  Stella's  death, 
she  had  been  her  inseparable  companion, 
her  friend  and  confidante.  She  had  shared 
the  same  lodgings  with  her ;  it  was  under- 
stood that  Swift  and  Esther  were  to  have 
no  secrets  apart  from  her.  When  they 
met,  they  met  in  her  presence ;  what  they 
wrote,  passed,  by  Swift's  special  request, 
through  her  hands.  Now  it  is  well  known 
that  Mrs.  Dingley  was  convinced  that  no 
marriage    had    ever  taken   place.     The 


whole  story  was,  she  said,  an  idle  tale. 
Two  of  Stella's  executors.  Dr.  Corbet  and 
Mr.Rochford,  distinctly  stated  that  no  sus- 
picion of  a  marriage  had  ever  even  crossed 
their  minds,  though  they  had  seen  the 
Dean  and  Esther  together  a  thousand 
times.  Swift's  housekeeper,  Mrs.  Brent,  a 
shrewd  and  observant  woman,  who  resided 
at  the  deanery  during  the  whole  period  of 
her  master's  intimacy  with  Miss  Johnson, 
was  satisfied  that  there  had  been  no  mar- 
riage. So  said  Mrs.  Ridgeway,  who  suc- 
ceeded her  as  housekeeper,  and  who 
watched  over  the  Dean  In  his  declining 
years.  But  no  testimony  could  carry 
greater  weight  than  that  of  Dr.  John  Lyon. 
He  was  one  of  Swift's  most  intimate 
friends,  and,  when  the  state  of  the  Dean's 
health  was  such  that  it  had  become  nec- 
essary to  place  him  under  surveillance, 
Lyon  was  the  person  selected  to  undertake 
the  duty.  He  lived  with  him  at  the  dean- 
ery ;  he  had  full  control  over  his  papers ; 
he  was  consequently  brought  into  contact 
with  all  who  corresponded  with  him,  and 
with  all  who  visited  him.  He  had  thus 
at  his  command  every  contemporary  source 
of  information.  Not  long  after  the  story 
was  first  circulated,  he  set  to  work  to  as- 
certain, if  possible,  the  truth.  The  result 
of  his  investigations  was  to  convince  him 
that  there  was  absolutely  no  foundation 
for  it  but  popular  gossip,  unsupported  by 
a  particle  of  evidence. — CJollins,  John 
Churton,  1893,  Jonathan  Sioift,  p.  150. 

VANESSA 
Hail,  blushing  goddess,  beauteous  spring  I 
Who  in  thy  jocnnd  train  dost  bring 
Loves  and  graces — smiling  hours — 
Balmy  breezes— fragrant  flowers; 
Gome,  with  tints  of  roseate  hue, 
Nature's  faded  charms  renew ! 

Yet  why  should  I  thy  presence  hail? 
To  me  no  more  the  breathing  gale 
Gomes  franght  with  sweets,  no  more  the  rose 
With  such  transcendent  beanty  blows, 
As  when  Gadenos  blest  the  scene, 
And  shared  with  me  those  joys  serene. 
When,  nnperceived  the  lambent  fire 
Of  friendship  kindled  new  desire ; 
Still  listening  to  his  tuneful  tongue, 
The  truths  which  angels  might  have  sung, 
Divine  imprest  their  gentle  sway. 
And  sweetly  stole  my  soul  away. 
My  guide,  instructor,  lover,  friend, 
Dear  names,  in  one  idea  blend ; 
Oh  I  still  conjoined,  your  incense  rise. 
And  waft  sweet  odours  to  the  skies ! 

— Vanhomrigh,  Esther,  Ode  to  Spring. 
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Near  twenty  years  ago  I  heard  from  a 
gentleman  now  living,  with  whom  Vanessa 
lived,  or  lodged,  in  England,  an  account 
of  the  Dean's  behaviour  to  the  unhappy 
woman,  much  less  to  his  reputation  than  the 
account  my  Lord  [Orrery]  gives  of  that 
affair.  According  to  this  gentleman's 
account  she  was  not  the  creature  that  she 
became  when  she  was  in  Ireland,  whither 
she  followed  him,  and,  in  hopes  to  make  her- 
self an  interest  with  his  vanity,  threw  her- 
self into  glare  and  expense ;  and,  at  last,  by 
disappointment,  into  a  habit  of  drinking,  till 
grief  and  the  effects  of  that  vice  destroyed 
her.  You  may  gather  from  that  really 
pretty  piece  of  his,  Cadenus  and  Vanessa, 
how  much  he  flattered  her,  and  that  he 
took  great  pains  to  gloss  over  that  affair. 
I  remember  once  to  have  seen  a  little  col- 
lection of  letters  and  poetical  scraps  of 
Swift's,  which  passed  between  him  and 
Mrs.  Van  Homrigh,  this  same  Vanessa, 
which  the  bookseller  then  told  me  were 
sent  him  to  be  published,  from  the  orig- 
inals by  this  lady,  in  resentment  of  his 
perfidy.— Richardson,  Samuel,  1752,  To 
Lady  Bradshaighj  April  22,  Correspond- 
encej  ed.  Batbauldy  vol.  vi,  p.  175. 

Though  all  will  confess  that  the  two 
devoted  women,  who  fell  victims  to  his 
barbarous  selfishness,  and  whose  names 
are  eternally  linked  with  the  history  of 
our  literature,  are  far  more  interesting, 
from  their  ill-bestowed,  ill-requited,  and 
passionate  attachment  to  him  than  by 
anything  he  ever  sung  or  said  of  them. 
Nay,  his  longest,  his  most  elaborate,  and 
his  most  admired  poem, — the  avowed  his- 
tory of  one  of  his  attachments — with  its 
insipid  tawdry  fable,  its  conclusion,  in 
which  nothing  is  concluded,  and  the  infer- 
ences we  are  left  to  draw  from  it,  would 
have  given  but  an  ignominious  celebrity 
to  poor  Vanessa,  if  truth  and  time,  and  her 
own  sweet  nature,  had  not  redeemed  her. 
—Jameson,  Anna  Browxell,  1829,  The 
Loves  of  the  Poets,  vol.  ii.  p.  240. 

His  affection  was  never  free  from  the 
egoistic  element  which  prevented  him 
from  acting  unequivocally,  as  an  impar- 
tial spectator  would  have  advised  him  to 
act,  or  as  he  would  have  advised  another 
to  act  in  a  similar  case.  And  therefore, 
when  the  crisis  came,  the  very  strength 
of  his  affection  produced  an  explosion  of 
selfish  wrath,  and  he  escaped  from  the  in- 
tolerable position  by  striking  down  the 


woman  whom  he  loved,  and  whose  love 
for  him  had  become  a  burden.  The  wrath 
was  not  the  less  fatal  because  it  was  half 
composed  of  remorse,  and  the  energy  of 
the  explosion  proportioned  to  the  strength 
of  the  feeling  which  had  held  it  in  check. 
—Stephen,  Leslie,  1882,  Sttnft  (English 
Men  of  Letters),  p.  144. 

He  lodged  close  to  her  mother,  and  was 
a  frequent  guest  at  her  table.  Vanessa 
insensibly  became  his  pupil,  and  he  insen- 
sibly became  the  object  of  her  impassioned 
affection.  Her  letters  reveal  a  spirit  full 
of  ardour  and  enthusiasm,  and  warped  by 
that  perverse  bent  which  leads  so  many 
women  to  prefer  a  tyrant  to  a  companion. 
Swift,  on  the  other  hand,  was  devoid  of 
passion.  Of  friendship,  even  of  tender 
regard,  he  was  fully  capable,  but  not  of 
love.  The  spiritual  realm,  whether  in 
divine  or  earthly  things,  was  a  region 
closed  to  him,  where  he  never  set  foot. 
As  a  friend  he  must  have  gteatly  pre- 
ferred Stella  to  Vanessa;  and  from  this 
point  of  view  his  loyalty  to  the  original 
object  of  his  choice,  we  may  be  sure, 
never  faltered.  But  Vanessa  assailed  him 
on  a  very  weak  side.  The  str^^igest  of  all 
his  instincts  was  the  thirst  for  imperious 
domination.  Vanessa  hugged  the  fetters 
to  which  Stella  merely  submitted.  Flat- 
tered to  excess  by  her  surrender,  yet  con- 
scious of  his  binding  obligations  and  his 
real  preference,  he  could  neither  discard 
the  one  beauty  nor  desert  the  other.  It 
is  humiliating  to  human  strength  and  con- 
soling to  human  weakness  to  find  the 
Titan  behaving  like  the  least  resolute  of 
mortals,  seeking  refuge  in  temporizing, 
in  evasions,  in  fortuitous  circumstance. — 
Garnett,  Richard,  1887,  Encycloposdia 
Britannica,  Ninth  ed.,  vol.  xxii. 

BATTLE  OF  THE  BOOKS 
1697?-1704 
Swift  for  the  Ancients  has  argued  so  well, 
'Tis  apparent  from  thence  that  the  Moderns 
excel. 

—Barker,  Mrs.,  1735,  On  the  Celebrated 
Dispvie  between  the  Ancients  and  the  Mod- 
erns, p.  285. 

A  piece  exhibiting,  perhaps,  more  than 
any  of  his  writings,  the  original  vein  of 
humour  which  distinguishes  its  author. 
—Coleridge,  Hartley,  1833,  Biographia 
Borealis,  p.  79. 

Of  all  that  constituted  once  the  so 
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famotiB  controversy,  its  prodigious  learn- 
ing and  its  furious  abuse,  this  triumphant 
piece  of  humour  alone  survives.  It  was 
circulated  widely  before  Temple  died,  and 
not  until  four  years  later  appeared  in 
print,  as  portion  of  a  volume  which  weak- 
ened the  side  of  which  the  writer  had 
engaged  as  much  as  it  strengthened  that 
of  the  enemy.  Swift  could  not  help  him- 
self. The  ancients  could  show  no  such 
humour  and  satire  as  the ''Tale  of  a  Tub" 
and  the  "Battle  of  the  Books."— For- 
STER,  John,  1875,  The  Life  of  JonaUian 
Swift,  vol.  I,  p.  104. 

So  purely  popular  that  it  lost  nothing 
by  being  whetted  on.  the  wrong  edge. — 
Jebb,  Richard  Claverhouse,  1882,  Bent- 
ley  (English  Men  of  Letters),  p,  77. 

The  ''Battle  of  the  Books"  is  the  best 
of  the  travesties.  Nor  in  the  brilliant 
assault  upon  great  names  do  we  at  pres- 
ent see  anything  more  than  the  buoyant 
consciousness  of  power,  common  in  the 
unsparing  judgments  of  youth,  nor  edged 
as  yet  by  any  real  bitterness.  Swift  has 
found  out  that  the  world  is  full  of  hum- 
bugs ;  and  goes  forth  hewing  and  hacking 
with  superabundant  energy,  not  yet  aware 
that  he  too  may  be  conceivably  a  fallible 
being,  and  still  less  that  the  humbugs 
may  some  day  prove  too  strong  for  him. 
—Stephen,  Leslie,  1882,  Swift  (English 
Men  of  Letters),  p.  36. 

Its  object  is  satire,  not  criticism.  Where 
it  touches  on  the  points  in  dispute,  it  is 
in  such  broad  and  far-reaching  metaphor 
as  that  by  which  he  illustrates  the 
"sweetness  and  light"  of  the  ancients 
through  the  fable  of  the  Spider  and  the 
Bee,  which  has  supplied  a  telling  phrase- 
ology to  a  phase  of  latter-day  criticism. 
Like  all  the  satire  that  Swift  ever  wrote, 
it  goes  directly  to  the  point  by  its  per- 
sonal reference.  For  Swift  the  main  issue 
is  one  between  Temple  and  Bentley,  be- 
tween the  Christchurch  wits  and  Wotton, 
not  between  the  arguments  of  the  critics. 
His  preference  for  the  ancients  was 
thorough  and  sincere :  but  it  went  deeper 
than  literary  criticism. — Craik,  Henry, 
1882,  T%e  Life  qf  Jonathan  Swift,  p.  72. 

TALE  OF  A  TUB 
1704 

I  am  of  your  mind  as  to  the  Tale  of  a 
Tub.  I  am  not  alone  in  the  opinion,  as 
you  are  there ;  but  I  am  pretty  near  it. 


having  but  very  few  on  my  side,  but  those 
few  are  worth  a  million.  However,  I 
have  never  spoke  my  sentiments,  not  car- 
ing to  contradict  a  multitude.  Bottom 
admires  it,  and  cannot  bear  my  saying  I 
confess  I  was  diverted  with  several  pas- 
sages when  I  read  it,  but  I  should  not 
care  to  read  it  again.  That  he  thinks 
not  commendation  enough. — Congreve, 
WiLUAM,  1704,  Letter  to  Keally,  Oct.  28. 

I  beg  your  Lordship  (if  the  book  is  come 
down  to  Exon),  to  read  '*The  Tale  of  a  Tub," 
for,  bating  the  profaneness  of  it,  it  is  a 
book  to  be  valued,  being  an  original  of  its 
kind,  full  of  wit,  humour,  good  sense,  and 
learning.  It  comes  from  Christ  Church, 
and  a  great  part  of  it  is  written  in  defence 
of  Mr.  Boyle  against  Wotton  and  Bentley. 
The  town  is  wonderfully  pleased  with  it. 
.  .  .  The  author  of  "A  Tale  of  a  Tub" 
will  not  as  yet  be  known ;  and  if  it  be  the 
man  I  guess,  he  hath  reason  to  conceal 
himself  because  of  the  profound  strokes 
in  that  piece,  which  would  do  his  reputa- 
tion and  interests  in  the  world  more  harm 
than  the  wit  can  do  him  good.  I  think 
your  lordship  hath  found  out  a  very  proper 
employment  for  your  pen,  which  he  would 
execute  very  happily.  Nothing  can  please 
more  than  that  book  doth  here  at  London. 
— Atterbury,  Francis,  1704,  Letters  to 
Bishop  Trelawney,  June  15,  July  1. 

He  seemed  to  me  to  have  an  unaccounta- 
ble prejudice  against  Swift ;  for  I  once  took 
the  liberty  to  ask  him,  if  Swift  had  per- 
sonally offended  him,  and  he  told  me,  he 
had  not.  He  said  to-day, ' '  Swift  is  clear, 
but  he  is  shallow.  In  coarse  humour,  he 
is  inferior  to  Arbuthnot;  in  delicate 
humour,  he  is  inferior  to  Addison.  So  he 
is  inferior  to  his  contemporaries ;  without 
putting  him  against  the  whole  world.  I 
doubt  if  the  'Tale  of  a  Tub'  was  his:  it 
has  so  much  more  thinking,  more  knowl- 
edge, more  power,  more  colour,  than  any 
of  the  works  which  are  indisputably  his. 
If  it  was  his,  I  shall  only  say,  he  was 
impar  sibi."" — Johnson,  Samuel,  1773, 
Life  by  BosweU,  ed,  HiU,  vol.  v,  j>.  49. 

The  "Tale  of  a  Tub"  is  a  work,  of  per- 
haps greater  felicity  of  wit,  and  more 
ludicrous  combinations  of  ideas,  than  any 
other  book  in  the  world.  It  is  however, 
written  in  so  strange  a  style  of  "banter," 
to  make  use  of  one  of  the  author's  words, 
or  rather  in  so  low  and  anomalous  a  slang, 
which  perhaps  Swift  considered  as  the 
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necessary  concomitant  of  wit ;  that  it  is 
by  no  means  proper  to  be  cited  as  an  ex- 
ample of  just  composition.  —  Godwin, 
William,  1797,  Of  English  Style,  The  En- 
quirer,  p.  444. 

The  literary  merit  of  the  **Tale  of  a 
Tub"  is  great,  and,  in  this  respect,  ex- 
ceeding everything  which  he  afterwards 
produced.  The  style  has  more  nerve, 
more  imagery,  and  spirit,  than  any  other 
portion  of  his  works :  the  wit  and  humour 
are  perfectly  original,  and  supported 
throughout  with  undiminished  vigour; 
but,  it  must  be  confessed,  occasionally 
coarse  and  licentious ;  and  the  digressions 
exhibit  erudition  of  no  common  kind, 
though  not  always  applied  in  illustration 
of  that  side  of  the  question  on  which  jus- 
tice and  impartiality  have  since  arranged 
themselves. — Drake,  Nathan,  1804,  Es- 
says nitLstrative  of  the  Tattler y  Spectator 
arid  Guardian,  vol.  ill,  p.  143. 

With  this  for  my  whole  fortune,  I  was 
trudging  through  Richmond  in  my  blue 
smock-frock,  and  my  red  garters  tied 
under  my  knees,  when,  staring  about  me, 
my  eyes  fell  upon  a  little  book  in  a  book- 
seller's window,  on  the  outside  of  which 
was  written  **The  Tale  of  a  Tub,  price 
threepence."  The  title  was  so  odd  that 
my  curiosity  was  excited.  I  had  the 
threepence;  but,  then,  I  could  not  have 
any  supper.  In  I  went  and  got  the  little 
book,  which  I  was  so  impatient  to  read, 
that  I  got  over  into  a  field  at  the  upper 
comer  of  Kew  Gardens,  where  there  stood 
a  haystack.  On  the  shady  side  of  this 
I  sat  down  to  read.  The  book  was  so  dif- 
ferent from  any  thing  I  had  ever  read  be- 
fore, it  was  something  so  new  to  my  mind, 
that,  though  I  could  not  understand  some 
parts  of  it,  it  delighted  me  beyond  descrip- 
tion, and  produced  what  I  have  always 
considered  a  sort  of  birth  of  intellect.  I 
read  on  until  it  was  dark  without  any 
thought  of  supper  or  bed.  ...  My 
'*Tale  of  a  Tub,"  which  I  carried  about 
with  me  wherever  I  went,  and  when  I — at 
about  twenty  years  old — lost  it  in  a  box 
that  fell  overboard  in  the  Bay  of  Fundy, 
in  North  America,  the  loss  gave  me  greater 
pain  than  I  have  since  felt  in  losing  thou- 
sands   of    pounds.  ^JOBBETT,    WiLLUM, 

Cl810,  Evening  Post 

•*The  Tale  of  a  Tub"  is,  in  my  appre- 
hension, the  masterpiece  of  Swift;  cer- 
tainly Rabelais  has  nothing  superior,  even 


in  invention,  nor  anything  so  condensed, 
so  pointed,  so  full  of  real  meaning,  of  bit- 
ing satire,  of  felicitous  analogy. — Hal- 
lam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction  to  the 
Literature  of  Europe,  pL  iv,  ch,  vii., 
par.  61. 

An  astonishing  production,  of  which  the 
fervid  vehement  style,  sparkling  wit,  and 
vivacity  of  genius,  seem  to  distinguish  it 
above  the  happiest  efforts  even  of  his  own 
restless  pen. — Roscoe,  Thomas,  1841,  ed. 
The  Works  qf  Jonathan  Swift,  vol.  i,  p. 
42. 

It  is  certainly  his  most  astonishing  pro- 
duction. You  see  a** virgin  mind  crumb- 
ling down  with  its  own  riches."  It  is  the 
wildest,  wittiest,  wickedest,  wealthiest 
book  of  its  size  in  British  literature. — 
GiLFiLLAN,  George,  1855,  A  Third  Gal- 
lery qf  Portraits,  p.  222. 

Although  the  object  of  the  ''Tale  of  a 
Tub"  was  undoubtedly  to  defend  the 
Church  of  England,  and  to  ridicule  its 
opponents,  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  in 
the  whole  compass  of  literature  any  pro- 
duction more  utterly  unrestrained  by  con- 
siderations of  reverence  or  decorum.' 
Nothing  in  Voltaire  is  more  grossly  pro- 
fane than  the  passages  in  Swift  about  the 
Roman  Catholic  doctrine  concerning  the 
Sacrament,  and  the  Calvinistic  doctrine 
concerning  inspiration.  And  although 
the  **Tale  of  a  Tub"  is  an  extreme  exam- 
ple, the  same  spirit  pervades  many  of  his 
other  performances.  His  wit  was  per- 
fectly unbridled.  His  unrivalled  power 
of  ludicrous  combination  seldom  failed 
to  get  the  better  of  his  prudence ;  and  he 
found  it  impossible  to  resist  a  jest.  It 
must  be  added  that  no  writer  of  the  time 
indulged  more  habitually  in  coarse,  revolt- 
ing, and  indecent  imagery;  that  he  de- 
lighted in  a  strain  of  ribald  abuse  pecul- 
iarly unbecoming  in  a  clergyman ;  that  he 
lived  in  an  atmosphere  deeply  impreg- 
nated with  scepticism;  and  that  he  fre- 
quently expresi^  a  strong  dislike  for  his 
profession. — Lbcky,  Wiluam  Edward 
Hartpole,  1861-71,  The  Leaders  of  Pub- 
lic Opinion  in  Ireland,  p.  19. 

Swift  had,  indeed,  little  enough  in  com- 
mon with  the  philosophy  of  Lucretius. 
But  in  both  we  have  the  same  gloom  of 
cynicism.  In  both  there  is  the  same  pro- 
found scorn  of  superstition,  and  yet  the 
same  belief  that  in  superstition  we  must 
find  the  main  source  of  most  human  action. 
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In  Swift  as  in  Lucretias,  the  literary  in- 
stinct has  made  the  ffeneTsA  and  wide- 
reaching  satire  far  more  strong  in  its  im- 
pression than  the  ostensible  object  of  the 
book.  If  we  read  the  *'Tale  of  a  Tub" 
with  understanding  of  its  real  meaning, 
we  have  as  little  impression,  at  the  end, 
of  the  quarrels  of  Peter  and  Martin  and 
Jack,  as  we  have,  after  reading  the  poem 
of  Lucretius,  of  the  niceties  of  the  Epi- 
curean system.  Divided  by  eighteen  cen- 
turies, there  is  yet  much  in  the  mental 
attitude  of  the  two  men  that  brings  them 
close  together.  Swift's  supposed  debt  to 
Rabelais  is  almost  proverbial.  But,  after 
all,  it  is  more  in  the  following  of  a  recog- 
nised vehicle  of  satire,  than  in  anything 
else.  Swift  read  Rabelais,  as  the  ac- 
knowledged master  of  a  peculiar  style  of 
sarcasm.  The  style  has  already  become 
antiquated:  and  yet  his  adoption  of  it 
leaves  the  essential  qualities  of  the ''Tale 
of  a  Tub"  absolutely  unimpaired. — Craik, 
Hexry,  1882,  The  Life  (f  Jonathan  Svrift, 
p.  112. 

In  style,  and  as  an  artistic  whole,  the 
**Tale  of  a  Tub"  is  Swift's  masterpiece. 
The  satire  is  more  pointed  and  concise 
than  in  "Gulliver,"  the  thought  more  full 
and  vigorous,  the  ideas  and  language  more 
sustained  and  nervous.  But  to  our  modern 
taste  there  is  much  in  the  story  of  the 
three  brothers  that  is  painful  and  repellent. 
—Poole,  Stanley  Lane-,  1883,  ed.  Selec- 
tions from  the  Prose  Writings  of  Jonathan 
Swiflj  Pr^aee,  p.  xxii. 

If  not  the  most  amusing  of  Swift's  satiri- 
cal works,  the  most  strikingly  original,  and 
the  one  in  which  the  compass  of  his  pow- 
ers is  most  fully  displayed.  In  his  kin- 
dred productions  he  relies  mainly  upon  a 
single  element  of  the  humorous — logical 
sequence  and  unruffled  gravity  bridling  in 
an  otherwise  frantic  absurdity,  and  invest- 
ing it  with  an  air  of  sense.  In  the  ''Tale 
of  a  Tub"  he  lashes  out  in  all  directions. 
The  humor,  if  less  cogent  and  cumulative, 
is  richer  and  more  varied ;  the  invention 
too,  is  more  daringly  original  and  more 
completely  out  of  the  reach  of  ordinary 
faculties. — Garnett,  Richard,  1887,  J5m- 
eydopcsdia  Britannicay  Ninth  ed.y  voU 
xxn. 

The  very  extraordinary  treatise  called 
"A  Tale  of  a  Tub"  is  allowed  to  rank 
among  the  first  of  its  author's  produc- 
tions.   It  displays  his  finest  qualities  of 


imagination  and  irony  when  they  were  in 
their  freshest  and  most  ebullient  condition. 
The  reader  is  carried  along 
so  gaily  on  this  buoyant  tide  of  wit,  that 
he  puts  the  book  down  with  regret  to  find 
it  ended,  when  it  seemed  but  just  begun. 
In  this,  "A  Tale  of  a  Tub"  forms  a 
surprising  contrast  to  almost  all  the 
prose  which  had  preceded  it  for  half  a 
century,  the  writers  of  the  Restoration, 
even  where  they  are  most  correct  and 
graceful,  being  devoid  of  this  particular 
sparkle  and  crispness  of  phrase.  .  .  . 
In  "A  Tale  of  a  Tub"  the  intellectual 
interest  never  halts  for  a  moment.  There 
is  infinite  variety,  and  the  reader  is  tan- 
talised by  the  prodigality  of  wit,  never 
fatigued  for  a  moment  by  its  expression. 
In  pure  style  Swift  never  excelled  this  his 
first  important  essay. — GossE,  Edmund,  ^ 
1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Lit- 
eraturey  pp.  144,  146. 

The  reader  of  such  vigorous  and  effect- 
ive English,  employed  with  so  much  direct- 
ness and  point,  cannot  but  sympathize 
with  the  feeling  which  prompted  him  to 
say  in  his  old  age,  when  his  mind  was 
gradually  failing,  "Good  God,  what  a  gen- 
ius I  had  when  I  wrote  that  book !"  Not 
only  is  the  book  his  masterpiece,  but  it  is 
also  his  best  allegory ;  indeed  one  would 
hazard  little  in  making  the  assertion  that 
it  is  the  best  sustained  allegory  that  ever 
was  written. — Greene,  Herbert  Eve- 
LETH,  1889,  The  Allegory  in  Spenser,  Bun- 
yan  and  Swift ;  Publications  of  the  Modern 
Language  Association  of  America,  vol.  iv, 
p.  168. 

I  have  been  wandering  through  Swift  a 
good  deal.  The  hearty  cursing  in  his 
"Tale  of  a  Tub"  goes  straight  to  my  mid- 
riff— so  satisfying,  the  best  of  tonics. 
For  absolute  splendour  too,  commend  me 
to  his  chapters  about  the  Aeolists! — 
Brown,  Thomas  Edward,  1893,  Letters, 
ed.  Irwin,  March  10,  vol.  i,  p.  173. 

It  is  a  mad,  strange,  often  foul-mouthed 
book,  with  thrusts  in  it  that  go  to  the 
very  marrow  of  all  monstrous  practices 
in  all  ecclesiasticisms ;  showing  a  love  for 
what  is  honest  and  of  good  report,  per- 
haps; but  showing  stronger  love  for 
thwacking  the  skulls  of  all  sinners  in  high 
places;  and  the  higher  the  place  the 
harder  is  the  thwack. — Mitchell,  Don- 
ald G.,  1895,  English  Lands  Letters  and 
Kings,  From  Elizabeth  to  Anne,  p.  317. 
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THE  EXAMINER 

No  modern  leader-writer,  however  com- 
mon-place, would  write  such  heavy  stuff 
now. — Poole,  Stanley  Lane-,  1883, -ed. 
Selections  from  the  Prose  Writings  (f  Jona- 
than Swifl,  Pr^ace,  p.  xxv. 

At  the  beginning  of  November  Swift 
imdertook  the  editorship  of  the  ''Examin- 
er," and  for  upwards  of  three  years  he 
fought  the  battles  of  the  Ministry  as  no 
one  had  ever  yet  fought  the  battles  of  any 
Ministry  in  the  world.  With  a  versatility 
unparalleled  in  the  history  of  party  war- 
fare, he  assailed  his  opponents  in  almost 
every  form  which  satire  can  assume;  in 
Essays  which  are  still  read  as  models  of 
terse  and  luminous  disquisition ;  in  philip- 
pics compared  with  which  the  master- 
pieces of  Cicero  will,  in  point  of  vituper- 
ative skill,  bear  no  comparison ;  in  pam- 
phlets which  were  half  a  century  after- 
wards the  delight  of  Burke  and  Fox :  in 
ribald  songs,  in  street  ballads,  in  Grub- 
street  epigrams,  in  ludicrous  parodies. 
He  had  applied  his  rare  powers  of  obser- 
vation to  studying  the  peculiarities  of 
every  class  in  the  great  family  of  mankind, 
their  humours,  their  prejudices,  their  pas- 
sions ;  and  to  all  these  he  knew  how  to 
appeal  with  exquisite  propriety.  He  was 
a  master  of  the  rhetoric  which  casts  a 
spell  over  senates  and  tribunals,  and  of 
the  rhetoric  which  sends  mobs  yelling  to 
the  tar-barrel  or  the  clubstick.  With 
every  weapon  in  the  whole  armoury  of 
scorn  he  was  equally  familiar.  In  bois- 
terous scurrility  he  was  niore  than  a  match 
for  Oldmixon.  In  delicate  and  subtle 
humour  he  was  more  than  a  match  for  Ad- 
dison. In  an  age  when  the  bad  arts  of 
anonymous  polemics  had  been  brought  to 
perfection,  his  lampoons  achieved  a  scan- 
dalous pre-eminence.  His  sarcasm  and 
invective  were  terrific.  His  irony  made 
even  the  Duchess  of  Marlborough  quail ; 
his  pasquinades  drove  Eugene  in  ignominy 
from  our  shores ;  his  broadsides  made  it 
perilous  for  the  Opposition  to  show  their 
faces  in  the  streets.  But  however  re- 
markable were  his  abilities  as  an  unscru- 
pulous assailant,  his  abilities  as  an  un- 
scrupulous advocate  were  not  less  con- 
summate. Where  his  object  was  persua- 
sion, he  was  indifferent  to  everything  but 
effect.  He  hesitated  at  nothing.  When 
the  testimony  of  facts  was  against  him, 
he  distorted   them  beyond  recognition. 


When  testimony  was  wanting,  he  invented 
it.  When  the  statements  of  his  opponents 
admitted  of  no  confutation,  he  assumed 
the  air  of  an  honest  and  stout-hearted 
Englishman  who  refused  to  be  duped. 
His  diction — plain,  masculine,  incisive — 
came  home  to  every  one;  and  the  mon- 
strous effrontery  of  his  assumptions  was 
seldom  suspected  by  readers  whose  reason 
was  enthralled  by  the  circumstantial  con- 
clusiveness with  which  he  drew  his  deduc- 
tions. In  truth,  of  all  writers  who  have 
ever  entered  the  arena  of  party  politics. 
Swift  had,  in  a  larger  measure  than  any, 
the  most  invaluable  of  all  qualifications — 
the  art  of  making  truth  assume  the  ap- 
pearance of  elaborate  sophistry,  and  the 
art  of  making  elaborate  sophistry  assume 
the  appearance  of  self  evident  truth. — 
Ck)LUNS,  John  Churton,  1886,  Boling- 
broke^  A  Historical  Study,  and  Voltaire  in 
England,  p.  59. 

The  style  of  Swift's  ''Examiners"  is 
perfect  of  its  kind  and  for  its  purpose. 
His  own  rather  bald  definition  of  a  good 
style — "proper  words  in  proper  places" 
— expresses  the  form  of  these  papers 
precisely,  while  their  matter  like  the  lead 
of  a  bullet,  is  calculated  nicely,  and  only 
to  serve  a  single  object — to  go  straight 
and  strong  and  true  to  its  mark.  The 
admiration  Swift's  political  tracts  excites 
is  of  the  kind  excited  by  a  steam-engine 
— admiration  of  power,  precision,  and 
such  exquisite  adaptation  of  means  to 
a  single  end  that  there  is  neither  waste 
nor  want,  friction  nor  dispersion. — King, 
Richard  Ashe,  1895,  Sto^  in  Ireland,  p. 
61. 

CONDUCT  OF  THE  ALLIi;^ 
1711 

The  book  is,  in  truth,  a  miracle  of  clear 
and  forcible  logic— W yon,  Frederick 
William,  1876,  The  History  of  Great 
Britain  During  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne, 
vol.  11,  p.  335. 

Swift  was  now  called  upon  to  perform 
the  greatest  service  ever  rendered  to  an 
English  government  by  a  man  of  letters. 
In  November,  1711,  six  weeks  after  the 
secret  preliminaries  had  been  signed, 
whilst  the  States  of  the  confederacy  were 
still  doubtful  as  to  the  propriety  of  enter- 
ing a  congress  on  the  base  proposed,  and 
whilst  the  public  was  still,  as  he  com- 
plains, "half  bewitched"  against  a  peace, 
— at  the  end  of  November,  the  meeting  of 
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Parliament  being  three  times  postponed 
to  allow  the  utmost  care  to  be  bestowed 
on  the  work,  and  its  statements  with  the 
oonclusions  founded  on  them  to  sink 
deeply  into  the  public  mind,  appeared 
Swift's  political  masterpiece,  **The  Con- 
duct of  the  Allies."  ...  It  is 
impossible  to  exaggerate  the  effect  pro- 
duced and  the  service  rendered  by  the 
publication  of  this  tract.  Written  with 
simple  eloquence,  presenting  throughout 
its  course  an  unbroken  chain  of  argument 
in  which — granting  the  author's  premise 
—no  flaw  could  be  detected,  and  enlivened 
here  and  there  with  a  touch  of  his  peculiar 
humour,  it  had  the  merit  of  bringing  an 
abstruse  political  question  down  to  the 
level  of  the  plainest  understanding.  It 
was  disseminated  with  the  utmost  industry 
by  the  agents  of  Government.  The  first 
edition  was  all  exhausted  in  a  couple  of 
days ;  the  second  in  five  hours ;  the  third 
and  fourth  within  the  week.  By  the  end 
of  the  year,  a  month  after  its  first  appear- 
ance, it  was  computed  that  eleven  thousand 
copies  had  passed  into  some  reader's  hand ; 
and  its  author  relates  in  his  correspond- 
ence with  pardonable  complacency  how 
nothing  of  the  kind  had  ever  made  so 
many  converts ;  how,  in  the  debates  that 
followed,  all  the  Gk)vernment  orators  drew 
their  arguments  from  it;  how  "every  one 
agreed  it  was  my  book"  which  spirited 
up  the  court  to  its  severe  resolution 
against  the  allies ;  and  how,  on  the  return 
of  peace,  the  first  ambassador  accredited 
to  St.  James's  by  the  Bourbon  King  of 
Spain,  on  reaching  London,  "asked  to  be 
presented  to  Dr.  Swift,"  as  the  man  to 
whom  "in  all  Europe"  his  royal  master 
and  the  most  Christian  King  were  most 
indebted.— Harrop,  Rob^;rt,  1884,  BoU 
ingbroke^  A  PdUieal  Study  and  Oriticism^ 
pp.  113,  116. 

The  style  and  tone  of  this  masterly 
pamphlet  are  adapted  with  great  skill 
both  to  the  popular  taste  and  to  the  reason 
of  thoughtful  men.— Collins,  John  Chur- 
TON,  1893,  Jonathan  Sw\fl,  p.  88. 

Never  did  publicist  render  any  party 
such  yeoman  service  as  Swift  rendered  the 
Tories,  and  rarely  did  anyone  meet  with 
such  scant  reward.  More  than  anything 
else,  his  "Conduct  of  the  Allies"  made 
the  peace  of  Utrecht  acceptable  to  the 
nation. — ^Pollard,  A.  P.,  1897,  ed.  Polii- 
led  Pamphlets,  Iviroduction,  p.  xviii. 


DRAPIER  LETTERS 
1724 

A  proclamation  for  discovering  ye 
Author  of  ye  Pamphlet  intitled  A  letter  to 
ye  whole  people  of  Ireland,  by  M.  B. 
Drapier,  author  of  the  letter  to  the 
shopkeepers,  &c. 

£800  Reward. 
By  the  Lord  Lientenant  and  Council  of 

Ireland. 
A  Proolamation. 

Content : 

Whereas  a  wicked  and  malicious  pam- 
phlet, intitled  A  letter  to  the  whole  people 
of  Ireland,  by  M.  B.  Drapier,  author  of 
the  letter  to  the  shopkeepers,  &c.,  printed 
by  John  Harding,  in  Molesworth's  Court, 
in  Fishamble  Street,  Dublin,  in  which  are 
contained  several  seditious  and  scandalous 
paragraphs  highly  reflecting  upon  his 
Majesty  and  his  ministers,  tending  to 
alienate  the  affections  of  his  good  subjects 
of  England  and  Ireland  from  each  other, 
and  to  promote  sedition  among  the  people, 
hath  been  lately  printed  and  published  in 
this  kingdom :  We,  the  Lord  Lieutenant 
and  Council  do  hereby  publish  and  declare 
that,  in  order  to  discover  the  author  of 
the  said  seditious  pamphlet,  we  will  give 
the  necessary  orders  for  the  payment  of 
three  hundred  pounds  sterling,  to  such 
person  or  persons  as  shall  within  the 
specified  six  months  from  this  date  hereof, 
discover  the  author  of  the  said  pamphlet, 
so  as  he  be  apprehended  and  convicted 
thereby.     .     .     . 

GOD  save  the  KING. 
— Proclamation  Against  the  Drapier^  1724, 
Oct.  2^. 

Let  Ireland  teU,  how  wit  upheld  her  cause, 
Her  trade  supported,  and  supplied  her  laws ; 
And  leave  on  Swift  this  grateful  verse  en- 
graved, 
'*  The  rights  a  Court  Attacked,  a  poet  saved.*' 
Behold  the  hand  that  wrought  a  nation's  cure, 
Stretched  to  relieve  the  idiot  and  the  poor, 
Proud  vice  to  brand,  or  injured  worth  adorn, 
And  stretch  the  ray  to  ages  yet  unborn. 

.—Pope,  Alexander,  1737,  Imitations  of 
ilorace,  bk.  ii,  ep.  i.  v.  221-228. 

True  patriot,  her  [Ireland's]  first, 
almost  her  last.— Croker,  JohnWii^on, 
1810,  Ireland  Past  and  Present. 

His  object  was,  not  to  do  good  to  Ireland, 
but  to  vex  and  annoy  the  English  ministry. 
To  do  this  however  with  effect,  it  was 
necessary  that  he  should  speak  to  the 
interests  and  feelings  of  some  party  who 
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possessed  a  certain  degree  of  power  and 
influence.  This  unfortunately  was  not  the 
case  in  that  day  with  the  Catholics ;  and 
though  this  gave  them  only  a  stronger 
title  to  the  services  of  a  truly  brave  or 
generous  advocate,  it  was  sufficient  to 
silence  Swift.  They  are  not  so  much  as 
named  above  two  or  three  times  in  his 
writings — and  then  only  with  scorn  and 
reprobation.  In  the  topics  which  he  does 
take  up,  it  is  no  doubt  true,  that  he 
frequently  inveighs  against  real  oppres- 
sion and  acts  of  indisputable  impolicy; 
yet  it  is  no  want  of  charity  to  say,  that  it 
is  quite  manifest  that  this  were  not  his 
reasons  for  bringing  them  forward,  and 
that  he  had  just  as  little  scruple  to  make 
an  outcry,  where  no  public  interest  was 
concerned,  as  where  it  was  apparent.  It 
was  sufficient  for  him,  that  the  subject 
was  likely  to  excite  popular  prejudice  and 
clamour, — or  that  he  had  some  personal 
pique  or  animosity  to  gratify.  The 
Drapier's  letters  are  sufficient  proof  of 
the  influence  of  the  former  principle. — 
Jeffrey,  Francis  IjORD,  1816,  The  Works 
of  Janathan  Swiftj  Ediriburgh  Review^  vol. 
27,  p.  22. 

Believing,  however  erroneously,  that 
Swift  had  delivered  them  from  a  great 
public  danger,  their  gratitude  to  him  knew 
no  bounds,  nor  ended  even  with  his  powers 
of  mind.  "The  sun  of  his  popularity,  **  says 
a  great  poet,  "remained  unclouded,  even 
after  he  was  incapable  of  distinguishing 
its  radiance."  The  Drapier's  Head 
became  a  favourite  sign ;  his  portrait,  we 
are  told,  was  engraved,  woven  upon 
handkerchiefs,  and  stuck  upon  medals 
(not  of  copper  I  presume).  His  health 
was  quaffed  at  every  banquet,  his  presence 
everywhere  welcomed  with  blessings  by 
the  people.  They  bore  with  all  the 
infirmities  of  genius,  all  the  peevishness 
of  age.  In  vain  did  he  show  contempt 
and  aversion  to  those  who  thus  revered 
him :  in  vain  did  he  deny  them  even  the 
honour  of  his  birth-place,  frequently  say- 
ing, '*l  was  not  dropped  in  this  vile  coun- 
try, but  in  England."  In  vain  did  he 
sneer  at  the  "savage  Old  Irish."  No 
insult  on  his  part  could  weaken  their 
generous  attachment.  Even  at  this  day, 
as  I  am  assured,  this  grateful  feeling  still 
survives ;  and  all  parties  in  Ireland,  how- 
ever estranged  on  other  questions,  agree 
in  one  conmion  veneration  for  the  memory 


of  Swift.— Stanhope,  Philip  Henry  Earl 
(Lord  Mahon),  1836-58,  History  qf  Eng- 
land from  the  Peace  qf  Utrecht  to  the  Peace 
qf  Versailles,  1713-1783,  vol.  n.,p.  67. 

Is  it  fair  to  call  the  famous  "Drapier's 
Letters"  patriotism?  They  are  master- 
pieces of  dreadful  humour  and  invective : 
they  are  reasoned  logically  enough  too, 
but  the  proposition  is  as  monstrous  and 
fabulous  as  the  Lilliputian  island.  It  is 
not  that  the  grievance  is  so  great,  but 
there  is  his  enemy — the  assault  is  wonder- 
ful for  its  activity  and  terrible  rage.  It 
is  Samson  with  a  bone  in  his  hand,  rushing 
on  his  enemies  and  felling  them:  one 
admires  not  the  cause  so  much  as  the 
strength,  the  anger,  the  fury  of  the 
champion.  —Thackeray,  William  Make- 
peace, 1853,  The  English  Humourists  if 
the  EXghteenth  Century. 

Because  Swift  takes  the  Irish,  not  the 
English,  view  of  the  question, — because 
he  goes  to  battle  armed  with  the  strength 
of  his  genius,  the  fire  of  his  indignation, 
— he  is  therefore  no  patriot !  What  is  it 
to  be  a  patriot?  To  sit  in  the  chimney- 
comer  and  make  fine  phrases  about  loving 
your  country,  or  to  go  out  and  do  battle 
for  her?  There  was. nothing  in  Ireland, 
in  Swift's  day,  to  which  the  affections 
could  cling.  The  first  thing  to  be  done 
was  to  constitute  a  state  worthy  of  love , 
the  first  steps  to  that  end  were  in  resist- 
ance to  oppressive  measures;  the  first 
feeling  to  be  encouraged  was  hatred  of 
the  oppressor.  It  is  true  that  Swift  often 
spoke  with  contempt  of  the  Irish,  and  that 
he  regarded  his  appointment  to  the 
Deanery  of  St.  Patrick's  as  a  decree  of 
banishment  from  civilization  and  friend- 
ship. He  showed  little  sentimental 
patriotism ;  but  he  understood  the  duties 
of  a  patriot,  and  did  his  best  to  discharge 
them.  He  may  sometimes  have  displayed 
the  temper  of  Coriolanus;  but,  unlike  the 
Roman,  he  endured  unto  the  end. — Hill, 
Adams  Sherman,  1868,  The  Character  of 
Jonathan  Siv\ft,  North  American  Review, 
vol.  106,  p.  86. 

The  public  joy  knew  no  bounds.  In  a 
few  hours  Dublin  presented  the  appear- 
ance of  a  vast  jubilee.  In  a  few  days 
there  was  scarcely  a  town  or  a  village  in 
Ireland  which  was  not  beside  itself  with 
exultation.  The  whole  island  rang  with 
the  praises  of  the  Drapier.  It  was  the 
Drapier,  they  cried,  who  had  saved  them, 
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it  was  the  Drapier  who  had  taught  them 
to  be  patriots.  Had  Swift  rescued  the 
country  from  some  overwhelming  calamity, 
had  he  done  all  and  more  than  all  that  the 
(Edipus  of  story  is  fabled  to  have  done  for 
the  city  of  Amphion,  popular  gratitude 
could  not  have  gone  further.  Medals 
were  struck  in  his  honour.  A  club,  the 
professed  object  of  which  was  to  perpet- 
uate his  fame,  was  formed.  His  portrait 
stamped  on  medallions,  or  woven  on 
handkerchiefs,  was  the  ornament  most 
cherished  by  both  sexes.  When  he  ap- 
peared in  the  streets  all  heads  were 
uncovered.  If  for  the  first  time  he  visited 
a  town,  it  was  usual  for  the  Corporation 
to  receive  him  with  public  honours.  Each 
year,  as  his  birthday  came  round,  it  was 
celebrated  with  tumultuous  festivity. 
'*He  became,"  says  Orrery,  "the  idol  of 
the  people  of  Ireland  to  a  degree  of  devo- 
tion that  in  the  most  superstitious  country 
scarcely  any  idol  ever  attained."  ** Spirit 
of  Swift!"  exclaimed  Grattan  on  that 
memorable  day  when  he  brought  forward 
his  Declaration  of  Legislative  Independ- 
ence, "Spirit  of  Swift!  your  genius  has 
prevailed ;  Ireland  is  now  a  nation. ' '  Even 
now  no  true  Irishman  ever  pronounces  his 
name  without  reverence. — Collins,  John 
Churton,  1893,  Jonathan  Swift,  p.  188. 

"The  Drapier's  Letters"  are  epoch- 
making  in  that  they  first  taught  Ireland 
the  policy  and  the  power  of*  union,  of 
dogged  inert  resistance,  and  of  strategic- 
ally organized  and  directed  agitation. 
Their  effect  was,  in  fact,  commensurate 
with  their  power,  and  their  power  of  its 
kind  was  supreme.  It  is  the  power  of  a 
deft,  vigorous,  intent  and  unerring-eyed 
wielder  of  a  hammer,  who  hits  each  nail 
on  the  head  and  home  without  one  single 
feint,  or  flourish,  or  one  single  short,  or 
weak,  or  wasted  stroke.  Swift's  consum- 
mate mastery  of  the  art  which  conceals 
art  was  never  shown  to  such  perfection 
as  in  these  letters,  whose  naked  simplicity 
is  so  like  naked  truth  as  to  be  confounded 
with  it.  .  .  .  It  is,  in  fact,  incontest- 
able that  Swift's  service  to  Ireland 
deserves  the  distinction  he  gives  it  in  his 
epitaph.  Look  at  it  how  you  will,  either 
&om  the  point  of  view  of  the  need  of  the 
service,  or  of  its  righteousness,  or  of  its 
greatness,  or  of  its  difficulty,  and  Swift's 
work  in  Ireland  is  his  supreme  achieve- 
ment.    When  "in  the  reign  of  Queen 


Anne  he  dictated  for  a  time  the  policy  of 
the  English  nation, ' '  he  had  at  his  back  a 
powerful  and  compact  party,  all  the 
influence  (then  enormous)  of  the  Court, 
Harley's  serviceable  cunning  and  the  bril- 
liant intellect  of  Bolingbroke.  But  of  his 
work  in  Ireland  he  might  say  with  literal 
truth,  "Alone  I  did  it!" — King,  Richard 
Ashe,  1895,  Stvift  in  Ireland,  pp.  108,  202. 

The  "Drapier's  Letters"  are  as  much 
superior  to  Junius  as  Junius  is  superior  to 
Wilkes.— Paul,  Herbert,  1900,  The 
Prince  qf  Joumalista,  The  Nineteenth. 
Century,  vol.  47,  p.  80. 

GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS 
.    1726 

Here  is  a  book  come  out,  that  all  our 
people  of  taste  run  mad  about ;  'tis  no  less 
than  the  united  work  of  a  dignified  clergy- 
man, an  eminent  physician,  and  the  first 
poet  of  the  age ;  and  very  wonderful  it  is, 
God  knows! — great  eloquence  have  they 
employed  to  prove  themselves  beasts,  and 
shew  such  veneration  for  horses,  that  since 
the  Essex  quaker,  nobody  has  appeared  so 
passionately  devoted  to  that  species ;  and 
to  say  truth,  they  talk  of  a  stable  with  so 
much  warmth  and  affection,  I  cannot  help 
suspecting  some  very  powerful  motive  at 
the  bottom  of  it. — Montagu,  Lady  Mary 
WoRTLEY,  1726,  Letter  to  the  Countess  of 
Mar. 

"Gulliver's  Travels,"  I  believe,  will 
have  as  great  a  run  as  John  Bunyan.  It 
is  in  everybody's  hands.  Lord  Scarborough^ 
who  is  no  inventor  of  stories,  told  me  that 
he  fell  in  company  with  a  master  of  a  ship, 
who  told  him  that  he  was  very  well 
acquainted  with  Gulliver;  but  that  the 
printer  had  mistaken;  that  he  lived  in 
Wapping,  and  not  in  Rotherhithe.  I  lent 
the  book  to  an  old  gentleman  who  went 
immediately  to  his  map  to  search  for 
Lilliput. — Arbuthnot,  John,  1726,  Letter 
to  Svrift,  Nov.  8. 

About  ten  days  ago  a  book  was  published 
here  of  the  Travels  of  one  Gulliver,  which 
has  been  the  conversation  of  the  whole 
town  ever  since:  the  whole  impression 
sold  in  a  week;  and  nothing  is  more 
diverting  than  to  hear  the  different 
opinions  people  give  of  it,  though  all 
agree  in  liking  it  extremely.  'TIS  gener- 
ally said  that  you  are  the  author,  but  I 
am  told  the  bookseller  declares  he  knows 
not  from  what  hand  it  came.     From  the 
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highest  to  the  lowest  it  is  universally 
ready  from  the  cabinet  council  to  the 
nursery.  You  may  see  by  this  you  are 
not  much  injured  by  being  supposed  the 
author  of  this  piece.  If  you  are,  you  have 
disobliged  us»  and  two  or  three  of  your 
best  friends,  in  not  giving  us  the  least 
hint  of  it.  Perhaps  J  may  all  this  time  be 
talking  to  you  of  a  book  you  have  never 
seen,  and  which  has  not  yet  reached 
Ireland ;  if  it  have  not  I  believe  what  we 
have  said  will  be  sufficient  to  recommend 
it  to  your  reading,  and  that  you  will  order 
me  to  send  it  to  you. — Gay,  John,  1726, 
Letter  to  Swift,  Nov.  17. 

"Gulliver's  Travels"  is  a  book  in  which 
the  author  seems  to  have  called  up  all  his 
vigilance  and  skill  in  the  article  of  style : 
and,  as  the  plan  of  his  fiction  led  to  that 
Bimplicity  in  which  he  delighted,  no  book 
can  be  taken  as  a  fairer  specimen  of  the 
degree  of  cultivation  at  which  the  English 
language  had  at  that  time  arrived.  Swift 
was  perhaps  the  man  of  the  most  power- 
ful mind  of  the  time  in  which  he  lived. — 
Godwin,  William,  1797,  Of  English  Style, 
The  Enquirer,  p.  446. 

This  singular  work  displays  a  most 
fertile  imagination,  a  deep  insight  into 
the  follies,  vices,  and  infirmities  of  man- 
kind, and  a  fund  of  acute  observation  on 
ethics,  politics,  and  literature.  Its 
principal  aim  appears  to  have  been  to 
mortify  the  pride  of  human  nature, 
whether  arising  from  personal  or  mental 
accomplishments:  the  satire,  however, 
has  been  carried  too  far,  and  degenerates 
into  a  libel  on  the  species.  The  fourth 
part,  especially,  notwithstanding  all  that 
has  been  said  in  its  defence  by  Sheridan 
and  Berkeley,  apparently  exhibits  such  a 
malignant  wish  to  degrade  and  brutalize 
the  human  race,  that  with  every  reader  of 
feeling  and  benevolence  it  can  occasion 
nothing  but  a  mingled  sensation  of  abhor- 
rence and  disgust.  Let  us  hope,  though 
the  tendency  be  such  as  we  have  described, 
that  it  was  not  in  the  contemplation  of 
Swift ;  but  that  he  was  betrayed  into  this 
degrading  and  exaggerating  picture,  by 
that  habitual  and  gloomy  discontent  which 
80  long  preyed  upon  his  spirits,  which  at 
length  terminated  in  insanity,  and  which 
forever  veiled  from  his  eyes  the  fairest 
portion  of  humanity. — Drake,  Nathan, 
1804,  Essays  Eliistrative  of  the  Tattler, 
Speda^  and  Guardian^  vol.  ni,  p.  148. 


The  genius  of  Swift  converted  the 
sketch  of  an  extravagant  fairy  tale  into  a 
narrative,  unequalled  for  the  skill  with 
which  it  is  sustained,  and  the  genuine 
spirit  of  satire  of  which  it  is  made  the 
vehicle.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1814, 
Memoirs  of  Jonathan  Swift. 

It  would,  perhaps,  be  too  much  to  say 
that  the  author  had  an  express  design  to 
blacken  and  culminate  human  nature,  but 
at  least  his  work  displays  evident  marks 
of  a  diseased  imagination  and  a  lacerated 
heart — in  short,  of  that  frame  of  mind 
which  led  him  in  the  epitaph  he  composed 
for  himself,  to  describe  the  tomb  as  the 
abode,  Ubi  saeva  indiffnatio  ulterius 
cor  lacerare  nequit.  We  rise,  accordingly, 
from  ** Gulliver's  Travels,"  not  as  from 
the  work  of  De  Foe,  exulting  in  our 
nature,  but  giddy,  and  selfish,  and  discon- 
tented, and,  from  some  parts,  I  may 
almost  say  brutified.  The  general  effect, 
indeed,  of  works  of  satire  and  humour  is 
perhaps  little  favourable  to  the  mind,  and 
they  are  only  allowable,  and  may  be  read 
with  profit,  when  employed  as  the  scourges 
of  vice  or  folly.— Dunlop,  John,  1814-42, 
The  History  of  Fiction,  vol.  ii,  p.  421. 

He  has  taken  a  new  view  of  human 
nature,  such  as  a  being  of  a  higher  sphere 
might  take  of  it ;  he  has  torn  the  scales 
from  off  his  moral  vision ;  he  has  tried  an 
experiment  upon  human  life,  and  sifted 
its  pretensions  from  the  alloy  of  circum- 
stances ;  he  has  measured  it  with  a  rule, 
has  weighed  it  in  a  balance,  and  found  it, 
for  the  most  part,  wanting  and  worthless, 
in  substance  and  in  show.  Nothing  solid, 
nothing  valuable  is  left  in  his  system  but 
virtue  and  wisdom.  What  a  libel  is  this 
upon  mankind !  What  a  convincing  proof 
of  misanthrophy !  What  presumption  and 
what  malice  prepense,  to  show  men  what 
they  are,  and  to  teach  them  what  they 
ought  to  be !  What  a  mortifying  stroke, 
aimed  at  national  glory,  is  that  unlucky 
incident  of  Gulliver's  wading  across  the 
channel  and  carrying  off  the  whole  fleet  of 
Blefuscu!  After  that,  we  have  only  to 
consider  which  of  the  contending  parties 
was  in  the  right.  What  a  shock  to  per- 
sonal vanity  is  given  in  the  account  of 
Gulliver's  nurse  Glumdalclitch !  Still, 
notwithstanding  the  disparagement  to  her 
personal  charms,  her  good  nature  remains 
the  same  amiable  quality  as  before.  I 
cannot  see  the  harm,  the   misanthropy, 
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the  immoral  and  degrading  tendency  of 
this.  The  moral  lesson  is  as  fine  as  the 
intellectual  exhibition  is  amusing. — 
Hazutt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
English  Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

I  think  "Gulliver's  Travels''  the  great 
work  of  Swift. — Coleridge,  Samuel  Tay- 
lor, 1818,  WU  and  Humour ;  Miscellanies^ 
JEsthetic  and  Literary,  ed.  Ashe,  p.  128. 

When  I  was  a  child  scarce  any  book 
delighted  me  more  than  "Gulliver's 
Travels;"  I  have  never  read  it  since.  I 
suppose  that  the  charm  was  in  the  wonders 
that  it  related.  Swift's  style  is  plain, 
and  without  simile  or  metaphor,  which  is 
a  great  merit ;  no  author  whose  power  is 
in  the  original  thought  resorts  to  simile  or 
metaphor. — Bridges,  Sir  Samuel  Edger- 
TON,  1834,  Autobiography,  vol.  i,  p.  274. 

The  part  of  Dean  Swift's  satire  which 
relates  to  the**Stulbrugs"  may  possibly 
occur  to  some  readers  as  bearing  upon 
this  topic.  That  the  staunch  admirers  of 
that  singularly-gifted  person  should  have 
been  flung  into  ecstasies  on  the  perusal  of 
this  extraordinary  part  of  his  writings, 
need  not  surprise  us.  Their  raptures 
were  full  easily  excited ;  but  I  am  quite 
clear  they  have  given  a  wrong  gloss  to  it, 
and  heaped  upon  its  merits  a  very  un- 
deserved praise.  They  think  that  the 
picture  of  the  Stulbrugs  was  intended  to 
wean  us  from  a  love  of  life,  and  that  it 
has  well  accomplished  its  purpose.  I  am 
very  certain  that  the  dean  never  had  any 
such  thing  in  view,  because  his  sagacity 
was  far  too  great  not  to  perceive  that  he 
only  could  make  out  this  position  by  a 
most  undisguised  begging  of  the  question. 
How  could  any  man  of  the  most  ordinary 
reflection  expect  to  wean  his  fellow- 
creatures  from  love  of  life  by  describing 
a  sort  of  persons  who  at  a  given  age  lost 
their  faculties  and  became  doting,  drivel- 
ling idiots?  Did  any  man  breathing  ever 
pretend  that  he  wished  to  live,  not  only 
for  centuries,  but  even  for  threescore 
years  and  ten,  bereaved  of  his  understand- 
ing, and  treated  by  the  law  and  by  his  fel- 
lowmen  as  in  hopeless  incurable  dotage  ? 
The  passage  in  question  is  much  more 
likely  to  have  proceded  from  Swift's 
exaggerated  misanthropy,  and  to  have 
been  designed  as  an  antidote  to  human 
pride,  by  showing  that  our  duration  is 
necefisarily  limited, — if,  indeed,  it  is  not 
rather  to  be  regarded  as  the  work  of  mere 


whim  and  caprice. — Brougham,  Henry 
Lord,  1835,  A  Discourse  of  Natural 
Theology,  Sect,  v,  note. 

The  most  admirable  satire  ever  conveyed 
in  a  narrative,  and  the  most  plausible 
disguise  that  fiction  ever  bore.  So  well 
is  the  style  of  the  old  English  navigators 
copied— so  much  does  there  seem  of  their 
honest  simplicity  and  plain  common  sense 
— so  consistent  is  every  part  of  the  story 
— so  natural  all  the  events  after  the  first 
improbability,  — that  the  fable,  even  in  its 
wildest  flights,  never  loses  an  air  of  real 
truth. — Stanhope,  Philip  Henry  Earl 
(Lord  Mahon),  1836-58,  History  of  Eng- 
land from  the  Peace  of  Utrecht  to  the  Peace 
of  Versailles,  1713-1783,  vol.  ii,  p.  228. 
Ever  and  mightiest,  breathes  from  a  great 

Poet  *s  lute! 
Lo  I  that  grim  Merriment  of  Hatred, — bom 
Of  him, — the  Master-Mocker  of  ManJdnd, 
Beside  the  grin  of  whose  malignant  spleen, 
Voltaire's  gay  sarcasm  seems  a  smile  serene.  — 
Do  we  not  place  it  in  onr  children's  hands, 
Leading  young  Hope  through  Lemuers  fabled 
lauds? 

—  Bulwer-Lytton,  Edward  George 
Lytton  Lord,  1842,  Eva  and  Other  Poems. 

Undoubtedly  the  greatest  and  most 
durable  monument  of  Swift's  style  and 
originality  of  conception.  ** Gulliver'' 
being  a  work  of  universal  satire,  will  be 
read  as  long  as  the  corruptions  of  human 
nature  render  its  innumerable  ironic  and 
sarcastic  strokes  applicable  and  intel- 
ligible to  human  beings ;  and  even  were 
the  follies  and  basenesses  of  humanity  so 
far  purged  away  that  men  should  no  longer 
need  the  sharp  and  bitter  medicine  of 
satire,  it  would  still  be  read  with  little 
less  admiration  and  delight  for  the 
wonderful  richness  of  invention  it  dis- 
plays, and  the  exquisite  art  with  which  the 
most  impossible  and  extravagant  advent- 
ures are  related — related  so  naturally  as 
to  cheat  us  into  a  momentary  belief  in 
their  reality.— Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847, 
Outlines  of  English  Literature,  p.  230. 

What  a  surprising  humour  there  is  in 
these  descriptions !  How  noble  the  satire 
is  here!  How  just  and  honest!  How 
perfect  the  image!  Mr.  Macaulay  has 
quoted  the  charming  lines  of  the  poet, 
where  the  king  of  the  pigmies  is  measured 
by  the  same  standard.  We  have  all  read 
in  Milton  of  the  spear  that  was  like  **the 
mast  of  some  tall  amiral,"  but  these 
images  are  surely  likely  to  come  to  the 
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comic  poet  originally.  The  subject  is 
before  him.  He  is  tnming  it  in  a  thousand 
ways.  He  is  full  of  it.  .  .  .  As  for 
the  humour  and  conduct  of  this  famous 
fable,  I  suppose  there  is  no  person  who 
reads  but  must  admire ;  as  for  the  moral, 
I  think  it  horrible,  shameful,  unmanly, 
blasphemous ;  and  giant  and  great  as  this 
Dean  is,  I  say  we  should  hoot  him.  Some 
of  this  audience  may  not  have  read  the 
last  part  of  Gulliver,  and  to  such  I  would 
recall  the  advice  of  the  venerable  Mr. 
Punch  to  persons  about  to  marry  and  say 
^' Don't. "—Thackeray,  Wiluam  Make- 
peace, 1853,  The  English  Humourists  qfthe 
MghteerUh  Century. 

With  what  power,  what  genius  in 
ludicrous  invention,  these  stories  are 
written,  no  one  needs  to  be  reminded. 
Schoolboys,  who  read  for  the  story  only, 
and  know  nothing  of  the  satire,  read 
** Gulliver"  with  delight;  and  our  literary 
critics,  even  while  watching  the  allegory 
and  commenting  on  the  philosophy,  break 
down  in  laughter  from  the  sheer  grotesque- 
ness  of  some  of  the  fancies,  or  are  awed 
into  pain  and  discomfort  by  the  ghastly 
significance  of  others.  Of  Swift  we  may 
surely  say,  that,  let  our  literature  last 
for  ages,  he  will  be  remembered  in  it,  and 
chiefly  for  his  fictions,  as  one  of  the 
greatest  and  most  original  of  our  writers 
— the  likest  author  we  have  to  Rabelais, 
and  yet  with  British  differences.  In  what 
cases  one  would  recommend  Swift  is  a 
question  of  large  connexions.  To  all 
strong  men  he  is  and  will  be  congenial, 
for  they  can  bear  to  look  round  and  round 
reality  on  all  sides,  even  on  that  which 
connects  us  with  the  Yahoos.  Universality 
is  best. — Masson,  David,  1859,  British 
Novelists  and  Their  Styles^  p.  94. 

The  reason  few  persons  were  angry  at 
Gulliver  was  that  the  satire  was  seldom 
felicitous  enough  to  wound.  Sometimes 
it  is  obscure,  sometimes  revolting  and 
extravagant,  and  is  invariably  feeblest 
when  most  elaborate.  The  genius  of  the 
book  is  in  the  original  and  diverting 
incidents,  and  especially  in  the  skill  with 
which  the  fabulous  is  converted  into  the 
real.  This  must  always  have  been  the 
charm  of  the  work,  which  flags,  as  Jeffrey 
remarked,  whenever  the  satire  predomi- 
nates oyer  the  story.— Elwin,  Whitwell, 
1871,  ed.  The  Works  of  Alexander  Pope, 
vol.  vii,  p.  86,  note. 


What  Swift  has  really  done  is  to  provide 
for  the  man  who  despises  his  species  a 
number  of  exceedingly  effective  symbols 
for  the  utterance  of  his  contempt.  A 
child  is  simply  amused  with  Bigendians 
and  Littleendians ;  a  philosopher  thinks 
that  the  questions  really  at  the  bottom  of 
Church  quarrels  are  in  reality  of  more 
serious  import;  but  the  cynic  who  has 
learnt  to  disbelieve  in  the  nobility  or 
wisdom  of  the  great  mass  of  his  species 
finds  a  most  convenient  metaphor  for 
expressing  his  disbelief.  In  this  way 
**  Gulliver's  Travels"  contains  a  whole 
gallery  of  caricatures  thoroughly  con- 
genial to  the  despisers  of  humanity. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1882,  Swift  {English 
Men  of  Letters)  J  p.  176. 

Chivalrous  feeling  could  scarcely 
breathe  in  the  same  atmosphere  as 
Gulliver. — Courthope,  Wiluam  John, 
1885,  The  Liberal  Movement  in  English 
Literature,  p.  112. 

Swift,  always  among  the  most  original 
of  writers,  is  nowhere  more  thoroughly 
himself  than  in  his  enchanting  romance  of 
Lemuel  Gulliver.  Whether  we  read  it, 
as  children  do,  for  the  story,  or  as  histori- 
ans, for  the  political  allusions,  or  as  men 
of  the  world,  for  the  satire  and  phi- 
losophy, we  have  to  acknowledge  that  it 
is  one  of  the  wonderful  and  unique  books 
of  the  world's  literature. — Gosse, 
Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth 
Century  Literature,  p,  160. 

Swift's  great  work,  after  storming  the 
outposts  of  human  policy  and  human  learn- 
ing, breaks  at  last  in  a  torrent  of  contempt 
and  hatred  on  the  last  stronghold  of 
humanity  itself.  The  strength  of  Swift's 
work  as  a  contribution  to  the  art  of  fiction 
lies  in  the  portentous  gravity  and  absolute 
mathematical  consistency  wherewith  he 
develops  the  consequences  of  his  modest 
assumptions.  In  the  quality  of  their 
realism  the  voyages  to  Lilliput  and 
Brobdingnag  are  much  superior  to  the 
two  later  and  more  violent  satires;  he 
was  better  fitted  to  ridicule  the  politics  of 
his  time  than  to  attack  the  ''men  of 
(jresham, ' '  of  whose  true  aims  and  methods 
he  knew  little  or  nothing;  and  the 
imagination  stumbles  at  many  of  the 
details  of  the  last  book.  But  the  wealth 
of  illustration  whereby  he  maintains  the 
interest  of  his  original  conception  of 
pigmies  and  giants  is  eternally  surprising 
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and  delightful.— Raleigh,  Walter,  1894, 
The  English  Novel,  p.  137. 

By  a  singular  dispensation  of  Providence 
we  usually  read  the  "Travels"  while  we 
are  children ;  we  are  delighted  with  the 
marvelous  story,  we  are  not  at  all 
injured  by  the  poison. —SiMONDS,  Wiluam 
Edward,  1894,  Irdrodudion  to  the  Study 
(f  English  Fiction^  p,  44. 

So  ends  ''Gulliver's  Travels.''  In  the 
verses  which  he  wrote  on  the  subject  of 
his  own  death.  Swift  said  that  perhaps  he 
''had  too  much  satire  in  his  vein,"  but 
added  that : 

'*  His  satire  points  at  no  defect 
Bat  what  all  mortals  may  correct." 

The  imperfections  and  contradictions 
in  the  "Voyage  to  the  Houyhnhnms"  are 
obvious.  There  is  a  total  want  of  proba- 
bility in  the  general  conception,  and  the 
Houyhnhnms  are  made  to  do  many  things 
which  it  was  physically  impossible  for 
them  to  perform.  It  is  difficult  to  believe 
that,  as  some  have  said,  the  Houyhnhnm 
represents  Swift's  ideal  of  morality. 
Houyhnhnm  and  Yahoo  are  alike  imper- 
fect, and  Swift  falsely  assumes  that  the 
natural  affections  are  opposed  to  reason, 
instead  of  showing  how  the  one  should  be 
influenced  by  the  other.  It  is  a  counsel 
of  despair.— AiTKEN,  George  A.,  1896, 
GuUiver^s  Travels,  p.  396,  note. 

His  modem  fame  mainly  rests  on 
"Gulliver's Travels,"  the  object  of  which, 
as  he  said,  apart  from  the  three  hundred 
pounds  realized,  was  to  vex  the  world. 
The  sixth  chapter  of  "A  Voyage  to 
Brobdingnag"  in  this  inmiortal  book 
stands  unrivalled,  unless  by  More's 
"Utopia,"  as  an  ironical  description  of 
English  political  institutions  of  the  time^  . 
—Aubrey,  W.  H.  S.,  1896,  The  Rise  and 
Growth  of  the  English  Nation,voL  in,  p.  112. 

The  book  has  maintained  its  popularity 
in  spite  of,  rather  than  on  account  of 
its  satire,  and  the  first  two  voyages  at 
least  may  be  read  with  delight,  even  by 
those  who  know  nothing  of  the  persons 
and  events  which  are  held  up  to  ridicule. 
—Dennis,  G.  Ravenscropt,  1899,  erf.  The 
Prose  Works  of  Jonathan  Swift. 

JOURNAL  TO  STELLA 

It  is  a  wonderful  medley,  in  which  grave 
reflections  and  important  facts  are  at 
random  intermingled  with  trivial  occur- 
rences and  the  puerile  jargon  of  the  most 


intimate  tenderness. — Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
1814,  Memoirs  of  Jonathan  Sicift. 

Never,  surely,  was  there  a  stranger 
picture  of  human  character  than  Swift's 
daily  record  of  his  hopes  and  fears,  his 
love  and  his  ambition,  his  small  miseries, 
strange  affectations,  and  tender  commun- 
ings. But  it  is  not  an  elevating  picture 
as  we  look  upon  it ;  neither  the  reverend 
doctor  nor  the  young  lady  to  whom  this 
journal  is  really  ad(&essed  rises  in  our 
estimation.  We  are  almost  inclined  to 
apologize  even  for  the  licentiousness  of 
St.  John,  when  we  find  it  plainly  recorded 
for  the  instruction  and  amusement  of  this 
young  lady  by  her  middle-aged  companion. 
The  explanation  that  the  manners  of 
Queen  Anne's  reign  were  grosser  than 
ours,  and  that  people  were  much  more 
accustomed  to  plain  speaking,  is  not  at 
all  satisfactory.  There  are  indelicate 
allusions  enough  in  the  Spectator,  and  in 
Lady  Montague's  letters ;  but  nothing  like 
what  we  find  in  this  journal,  written  in 
confidence  to  a  young  lady  for  whom  Swift 
professed  the  most  platonic  affection. 
Coarse  jokes  and  coarse  oaths,  the  plainest 
allusions  and  double  meanings  of  the 
broadest  kind,  are  all  mingled  together 
in  this  strange  medley  of  wit,  vanity, 
affection,  and  secret  history. — Mac- 
knight,  Thomas,  1863,  The  Life  of  Henry 
St.  John,  Viscount  Bdingbroke,  p.  ^28. 

The  delightful,  fantastic,  secret,  child- 
ish, infinitely  tender  babblement,  never 
weary  of  repeating  itself,  welling  up 
amidst  and  around  the  records  of  the 
ruggedest  affairs  of  State,  like  perennial 
springs  of  pure  sweet  water  in  a  region 
of  savage  rocks.  He  was  fighting  Titan- 
ically  a  Titanic  battle;  and  night  and 
morning,  in  bed  before  he  rose,  in  bed 
before  he  slept,  he  found  refreshment 
and  peace  in  these  infantine  outpourings 
of  innocent  love.  The  sternest  cynics 
have  such  soft  places  in  their  heart  of 
hearts !  incomparably  softer  than  the  soft- 
ness of  unctuous  sentimentalists;  liquid 
with  living  fountains  where  these  are 
boggy  with  ooze.— Thomson,  James,  1876- 
81,  Essays  and  Phantasies,  p.  284. 

In  reading  the  "Journal  to  Stella"  we 
may  fancy  ourselves  waiting  in  a  parlia- 
mentary lobby  during  an  excited  debate. 
One  of  the  chief  actors  hurries  out  at 
intervals;  pours  out  a  kind  of  hasty 
bulletin ;  tells  of  some  thrilling  incident, 
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or  indicates  some  threatening  symptom ; 
more  frequently  he  seeks  to  relieve  his 
anxieties  by  indulging  in  a  little  personal 
gossip,  and  only  interjects  such  comments 
upon  politics  as  can  be  compressed  into  a 
hasty  ejaculation,  often,  as  may  be  sup- 
posed, of  the  imprecatory  kind.  Yet  he 
unconsciously  betrays  his  hopes  and  fears ; 
he  is  fresh  from  the  thick  of  the  fight, 
and  we  perceive  that  his  nerves  are  still 
quivering,  and  that  his  phrases  are  glow- 
ing with  the  ardour  of  the  struggle. 
Hopes  and  fears  are  long  since  faded,  and 
the  struggle  itself  is  now  but  a  war  of 
phantoms.  Yet,  with  the  help  of  the 
*' Journal"  and  contemporary  documents, 
we  can  revive  for  the  moment  the  decay- 
ing images,  and  cheat  ourselves  into  the 
momentary  persuasion  that  the  fate  of  the 
world  depends  upon  Harley's  success,  as 
we  now  hold  it  to  depend  upon  Mr.  Glad- 
stone's.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1882,  Swifl 
(EnglUh  Men  cf  Letters),  p,  81. 

His ''Journal  to  Stella"  reminds  one  of 
Rousseau's ' ' Confessions. ' '  The  points  of 
similarity  between  the  French  infidel  and 
the  English  Dean  are  not  infrequent. — 
Hunt,  Theodore  W.,  1887,  Representative 
English  Prose  and  Prose  Writers,  p.  270. 

The  ''Journal"  is  almost  priceless  as  a 
contribution  to  the  literature  of  the 
political  history  of  the  times,  but  it  pos- 
sesses a  still  greater  value  as  a  revelation 
of  Swift's  personal  character.  .  .  . 
The  "Journal  to  Stella"  is  the  key  which 
opens  the  impassive  mask  of  the  satirist, 
behind  which  is  disclosed  the  heart  of  the 
man  who  was  sensitive  to  the  delicate 
charm  of  a  romantic  passion,  who  was 
capable  of  disinterested  acts  of  kindness, 
who  was  swayed  by  all  those  varied 
emotions  which  make  the  whole  world  kin. 
— Randolph,  Henry  P.,  1891,  In  London 
with  Dr.  Swift,  Atlantic  Monthly,  vol.  68, 
pp.  486,  487. 

Its  gossip,  its  nonsense,  its  freshness 
and  ease  of  style,  the  tenderness  con- 
cealed, or  half-revealed,  in  its  "little 
language, "  and  the  illustrations  it  supplies 
incidentally  of  the  manners  of  the  court 
and  town,  these  are  some  of  the  charms 
that  make  us  turn  again  and  again  to  its 
pages  with  ever-increasing  pleasure.  We 
enjoy  Swift's  egotism  and  trivialities,  as 
we  enjoy  the  egotism  of  Pepys  or  Mon- 
taigne, and  can  imagine  the  eagerness 
with  which  the  Letters  were  read  by  the 


lovely  woman  whose  destiny  it  was  to 
receive  everything  from  Swift  save  the 
love  which  has  its  consummation  in  mar- 
riage. The  style  of  the  "Journal"  is  not 
that  of  an  author  composing,  but  of  a 
companion  talking ;  smd  it  is  all  the  more 
interesting  since  it  reveals  Swift's  char- 
acter under  a  pleasanter  aspect  than  any 
of  his  formal  writings.  We  see  in  it 
what  a  warm  heart  he  had  for  the  friends 
whom  he  had  once  learnt  to  love,  and  with 
what  zeal  he  exerted  himself  in  assisting 
brother-authors,  while  receiving  little 
beyond  empty  praise  from  ministers  him- 
self.—Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  of 
Pope,  p.  166. 

Some  seven  years  only  divide  the  close 
of  his  almanac  and  the  threshold  of  "The 
Journal  to  Stella,"  but  the  gulf  between 
them  in  attraction  is  immeasurable. 
Swift's  diary  of  two  worlds — his  own  and 
hers  whose  letters  have  unfortunately 
perished — stands  out  unique,  the  most 
entrancing  and  the  most  tragic  of  all 
extant  journals.  It  haunts  one  like  a 
refrain.  The  mere  step  in  style  from  the 
quaint  affectations  of  Pepys  and  the  colour- 
less gravity  of  Evelyn  to  Swift's  nervous 
diction,  his  terse  impetuosity,  his  re- 
pressed fondness,  his  emphasised  hardness, 
his  little  pathetic  language,  his  large 
indignant  irony,  is  the  step  from  still  life 
to  breathing,  from  lecture  to  literature, 
from  what  must  always  remain  ancient  to 
what  will  never  cease  to  be  modem. — 
SiCHEL,  W.,  1899,  Men  Who  Have  Kept  a 
Diary, Blackwood's  Magazine,voLl65,p.74. 

POEMS 

I  heard  my  father  say,  that  Mr.  Elijah 
Fenton,  who  was  his  intimate  friend,  and 
had  been  his  master,  informed  him  that 
Dryden,  upon  seeing  some  of  Swift's 
earliest  verses,  said  to  him  "Young  man, 
you  will  never  be  a  poet!" — Warton, 
Joseph,  1756-97,  Essay  on  the  Genius  and 
Writings  of  Pope. 

Swift,  whose  muse  seems  to  have  been 
mere  misanthropy :  he  was  a  cynick  rather 
than  a  poet ;  and  his  natural  dryness  and 
sarcastick  severity  would  have  been  un- 
pleasing  had  he  not  qualified  them  by 
adopting  the  extravagant  humour  of 
Lucian  and  Rabelais. — Smollett,  Tobias 
George,  1757-58,  History  of  England, 
George  I,  notes. 

His  verse  is  only,  apparently,  distin- 
guished by  the  accident  of  measure;  it 
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has  no  quality  of  poetry,  and,  like  his 
prose,  is  remarkable  for  sense  and  wit. — 
Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  1811,  Diary, 
Memoirs  ed.  Mackintosh,  vol.  ii,  p.  182. 

As  a  poet.  Swift's  post  is  pre-eminent 
in  the  sort  of  poetry  which  he  cultivated. 
He  never  attempted  any  species  of  com- 
position, in  which  either  the  sublime  or 
the  pathetic  were  required  of  him.  But 
in  every  department  of  poetry  where  wit 
is  necessary,  he  displayed,  as  the  subject 
chanced  to  require,  either  the  blasting 
lightning  of  satire,  or  the  lambent  and 
meteor-like  coruscations  of  frolicsome 
humour. — Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1814, 
Memoirs  cf  Jonathan  Svrifl. 

His  imitations  of  Horace,  an(}  still  more 
his  "Verses  on  his  own  Death,  '*  place  him 
in  the  first  rank  of  agreeable  moralist  in 
verse.  There  is  not  only  a  dry  humour, 
an  exquisite  tone  of  irony,  in  these  pro- 
ductions of  his  pen,  but  there  is  a  touch- 
ing, unpretending  pathos,  mixed  up  with 
the  most  whimsical  and  eccentric  strokes 
of  pleasantry  and  satire.  His  ''Description 
of  the  Morning  in  London, ' '  and  of  a  *  *  City 
Shower, "  which  were  first  published  in  the 
'Tatler,"  are  among  the  most  delightful  of 
the  contents  of  that  very  delightful 
work.  Swift  shone  as  one  of  the  most 
sensible  of  the  poets;  he  is  also  distin- 
guished as  one  of  the  most  nonsensical  of 
Uiem.  No  man  has  written  so  many  lack- 
a-daisical,  slip-shod,  tedious,  trifling, 
foolish,  fantastical  verses  as  he,  which 
are  so  little  an  imputation  on  the  wisdom 
of  the  writer;  and  which,  in  fact,  only 
show  his  readiness  to  oblige  others,  and  to 
forget  himself.  He  has  gone  so  far  as  to 
invent  a  new  stanza  of  fourteen  and 
sixteen  syllable  lines  for  Mary  the  cook- 
maid  to  vent  her  budget  of  nothings,  and 
for  Mrs.  Harris  to  gossip  with  the  deaf 
old  housekeeper.  Oh,  when  shall  we  have 
such  another  Rector  of  Laracor! — 
Hazutt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
English  Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

Rhyme  and  rhythm  are  only  business- 
like tools,  which  have  served  him  to  press 
and  launch  his  thought;  he  has  put 
nothing  but  prose  into  them :  poetry  was 
too  fine  to  be  grasped  by  those  coarse 
hands.  But  in  prosaic  subjects,  what 
truth  and  force!  How  this  masculine 
n^edness  crushes  the  artificial  poetry  of 
Addison  and  Pope !  There  are  no  epithets ; 
he  leaves  his  thought  as  he  conceived  it, 
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valuing  it  for  and  by  itself,  needing 
neither  ornaments,  nor  preparation  nor 
extension ;  above  the  tricks  of  the  profes- 
sion, scholastic  conventionalisms,  the 
vanity  of  the  rhymester,  the  difficulties 
of  the  art ;  master  of  his  subject  and  of 
himself.  This  simplicity  and  naturalness 
astonish  us  in  verse.  Here,  'as  elsewhere, 
his  originality  is  entire,  and  his  genius 
creative;  he  surpasses  his  classical  and 
timid  age ;  he  tyrannises  6ver  form,  breaks 
it,  dare 'Utter  anything,  spares  himself  no 
strong^  ^ord.  Acknowledges  the  greatness 
of  thisi  invention  and  audacity ;  he  alone 
is  a  superior,  who  finds  everything  and 
copies  nothing.  .  .  .  He  drags  poetry 
not  only  through  the  mud,  but  into  the 
filth ;  he  rolls  in  it  like  a  raging  madman, 
he  enthrones  himself  in  it,  and  bespatters 
all  passers-by.  Compared  with  his,  all 
foul  words  are  decent  and  agreeable. — 
Taine,  H.  a.,  1871,  History  cf  English 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  ii,  6*.  iii,  ch. 
V,  pp.  137,  139. 

We  can  hardly  assign  a  place  amongst 
these  canary-birds  to  the  satanic  muse  of 
Swift.  He  was  a  bird  of  prey  in  com- 
parison with  them,  and  threw  too  much  of 
passion  and  hatred  into  the  most  playful 
of  his  verses  to  be  ranked  with  such 
singers.  But  what  force  and  command  of 
language,  of  metre,  and  of  rhyme !  what 
a  mastery  of  all  he  touched! — Smith, 
George  Barnett,  1875,  English  Fugitive 
Poets,  Poets  and  Novelists,  p.  389. 

Swift's  poetry  is  perfect,  exactly  as 
the  old  Dutch  artists  were  perfect  paint- 
ers. He  never  attempted  to  rise  above 
this  ''visable  diurnal  sphere.''  He  is 
content  to  lash  the  frivolities  of  the  age, 
and  to  depict  its  absurdities.  In  his  too 
faithful  representatons,  there  is  much  to 
condemn  and  much  to  admire.  Who  has 
not  felt  the  truth  and  humour  of  his 
**City  Shower,"  and  his  description  of 
** Morning?"  Or  the  liveliness  of  his 
** Grand  Question  Debated,"  in  which  the 
knight,  his  lady,  and  the  chambermaid, 
are  so  admirably  drawn? — Chambers, 
Robert,  1876,  Cyelopcedia  of  English 
Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

Few  give  themselves  the  trouble  to  study 
his  beginnings,  and  few,  therefore,  give 
weight  enough  to  the  fact  that  he  made 
a  false  start.  He,  the  ground  of  whose 
nature  was  an  acrid  commonsense,  whose 
eye  magnified  the  canker  till  it  effaced  the 
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rose,  be^au  as  what  would  now  be  called 
a  romantic  poet.  With  no  mastery  of 
verse,  for  even  the  English  heroic  (a 
balancing-pole  which  has  enabled  so  many 
feebler  men  to  walk  the  ticklish  rope  of 
momentary  success)  was  uneasy  to  him ; 
he  essayed  the  Cowleian  Pindarique,  as 
the  adjective  was  the  rightly  spelled  with 
a  hint  of  Parisian  rather  than  Theban 
origin.  ...  He  who  could  not  be  a 
poet  if  he  would,  angrily  resolved  that  he 
would  not  if  he  could.  Full-sail  verse 
was  beyond  his  skill,  but  he  could  manage 
the  simpler  fore-and-aft  rig  of  Butler's 
octosyllabics.  As  Cowleyism  was  a  trick 
of  seeing  everything  as  it  was  not,  and 
calling  everything  something  else  than  it 
was,  he  would  see  things  as  they  were — 
or  as,  in  his  sullen  disgust,  they  seemed  to 
be, — and  call  them  all  by  their  right  names 
with  a  resentful  emphasis.  He  achieved 
the  naked  sincerity  of  a  Hottentot — nay, 
he  even  went  beyond  it  in  rejecting  the 
feeble  compromise  of  the  breech-clout. 
Not  only  would  he  be  naked  and  not 
ashamed,  but  everybody  else  should  be  so 
with  a  blush  of  conscious  exposure,  and 
human  nature  should  be  stripped  of  the 
hypocritical  fig-leaves  that  betrayed  by 
attempting  to  hide  its  identity  with  the 
brutes  that  perish.  His  sincerity  was 
not  unconscious,  but  self-willed  and 
aggressive.  But  it  would  be  unjust  to 
overlook  that  he  began  with  himself. — 
Lowell,  James  Russell,  1876,  Forster^s 
Life  cf  Siviftf  The  Nation^  vol.  22,  jo.  265. 

Generally  careless,  often  harsh,  his 
versification  is  seldom  laboured ;  his  pen 
may  run  till  it  wearies  the  reader;  but 
we  see  no  reason  in  fall  of  energy  why 
Swift's  Hudibrastic  jingle  should  cease, 
any  more  than  why  the  waves  of  Spenser's 
stanza  should  not  roll  for  ever.  The 
other  merits  of  our  author's  verse  are 
those  of  his  prose  condensation,  pith, 
always  the  effect,  generally  the  reality, 
of  sincere  purpose,  and  with  few  excep- 
tions, simplicity  and  directness 

Swift's  tendency  to  dwell  on  the 
meaner,  and  even  the  revolting  facts  of 
life,  pardonable  in  his  prose,  is  unpardon- 
able in  those  tributes  to  Venus  Cloacina, 
in  which  he  intrudes  on  a  lady's  boudoir 
with  the  eye  of  a  surgeon  fresh  from 
a  dissecting-room  or  an  hospital.  His 
society  verses  are  like  those  of  a  man 
writing  with  his  feet,  for  he  delights  to 


trample  on  what  others  caress.  Often  he 
seems,  among  singing  birds,  a  vulture 
screeching  over  carrion. — Nighol,  J., 
1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  iii, 
pp.  36,  38. 

Swift's  originality  appears  in  the  very 
fact  that  he  requires  a  new  class  to  be 
made  for  him.  He  justified  Dryden's 
remark  in  so  far  as  he  was  never  a  poet 
in  the  sense  in  which  Milton  or  Words- 
worth or  Shelley  or  even  Dryden  himself 
were  poets.  His  poetry  may  be  called 
rhymed  prose,  and  should,  perhaps,  be 
put  at  about  the  same  level  in  the  scale  of 
poetry  as  '*Hudibras."  It  differs  from 
prose,  not  simply  in  being  rhymed,  but  in 
that  the  metrical  form  seems  to  be  the 
natural  and  appropriate  mode  of 
utterance.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1882,  Svr^ 
{English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  202. 

As  a  Poet  Swift  has  hardly  been  ap- 
preciated :  he  has  disgusted  many  readers 
by  his  occasional  coarseness :  but  that  he 
was  a  real  poet,  and  a  master  of  verse,  no 
one  can  dispute.  What  a  history  was  his, 
of  Genius  crushed  by  neglect,  at  last 
asserting  itself:  then  going  out  in  the 
dreary,  and  dismal,  light  of  Insanity. 
Strange  that  with  his  vast  intellect,  and 
great  ambition,  he  should  not  see  that, 
had  he  kept  his  writings  within  the  bounds 
of  decency,  and  had  chosen  on  the 
whole  more  serious  topics,  he  must 
have  ranked  among  the  first  of  British 
Poets.— Phaser,  Sir  William,  1891,  Hie 
et  Ubique,p.  22. 

How  admirable  also  is  his  poetry — easy, 
yet  never  slip-shod !  It  lacks  one  quality 
only — imagination.  There  is  not  a  fine 
phrase,  a  magical  line  to  be  found  in  it 
such  as  may  occasionally  be  found  in — let 
us  say — Butler.  Yet  as  a  whole.  Swift  is 
a  far  more  enjoyable  poet  than  Butler. 
Swift  has  unhappily  written  some  abomina- 
ble verses,  which  ought  never  to  have 
been  set  up  in  type ;  but  the  ''Legion  Club,  *' 
the  verses  on  his  own  death,  'Tadenus 
and  Vanessa,  "the  *  *  Rhapsody  on  Poetry, ' ' 
the  tremendous  lines  on  the  ''Day  of 
Judgment,"  and  many  others,  all  belong 
to  enjoyable  poetry,  and  can  never  lose 
their  freshness,  their  charm,  their  vitality. 
Amongst  the  poets  of  the  eighteenth 
century  Swift  sits  secure,  for  he  can  never 
go  out  of  fashion. — Birrell,  Augustine, 
1894,  Essays  about  Men,  Women  and 
Books,  p.  7. 
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OADENUS  AND  VANESSA 
1786 

Sr, — I  have  the  Favor  of  y'  Lettr  of 
the  7th  instant.  As  to  the  Poem  you 
mention,  I  know  severall  Copyes  of  it  have 
been  ^ven  about,  and  Ld.  V,  told  me  he 
had  one.  It  was  written  at  Windsor  near 
14  years  ago,  and  dated :  It  was  a  Task 
performed  on  a  Frolick  among  some 
Ladyes,  and  she  it  was  addrest  to  dyed 
some  time  ago  in  Dublin,  and  on  her 
Death  the  Copy  shewn  by  her  Executor. 
I  am  very  indifferent  what  is  done  with  it, 
for  printing  cannot  make  it  more  common 
than  it  is ;  and  for  my  own  Part,  I  forget 
what  was  in  it,  but  believe  it  to  be  onely . 
a  cavalier  Business,  and  they  who  will  not 
give  allowances  may  chuse,  and  if  they 
intend  it  maliciously,  they  will  be  disap- 
pointed, for  it  was  what  I  expected,  long 
before  I  left  Irel"* — Therefore  what  you 
advise  me,  about  printing  it  my  self  is 
impossible,  for  I  never  saw  it  since  I  writ 
it,  neither  if  I  had,  would  I  use  shifts  or 
Arts,  let  People  think  of  me  as  they 
please.  Neither  do  I  believe  the  gravest 
Character  is  answerable  for  a  Private 
humersome  thing  which  by  an  accident 
inevitable,  and  the  Baseness  of  particular 
Malice  is  made  publick.  I  have  borne  a 
great  deal  more,  and  those  who  will  like 
me  less,  upon  seeing  me  capable  of  having 
writ  such  a  Trifle  so  many  years  ago,  may 
think  as  they  please,  neither  is  it  agreeable 
to  me  to  be  troubled  with  such  Accounts, 
when  there  is  no  Remedy  and  onely  gives 
me  the  ungratefull  Task  of  reflecting  on 
the  Baseness  of  Mankind,  which  I  Imew 
sufficiently  before. — Swift,  Jonathan, 
1726,  Letter  to  Mr.  Qvetwadey  Unpublished 
Letters  (f  Bean  Swifts  ed.  Hilly  p.  189. 

This  is  thought  one  of  Dr.  Swift's  cor- 
rectest  pieces ;  its  chief  merit,  indeed,  is 
the  elegant  ease  with  which  a  story,  but 
ill  conceived  in  itself,  is  told. — Goldsmith, 
OuvBR,  1767,  The  Beauties  cf  English 
Poetry. 

The  "Gadenus  and  Vanessa'*  is,  of 
itself,  complete  proof  that  he  had  in  him 
none  of  the  elements  of  poetry.  It  was 
written  when  his  faculties  were  in  their 
perfection,  and  his  heart  animated  with 
all  the  tenderness  of  which  it  was  ever 
capable — and  yet  it  is  as  cold  and  as  flat 
as  the  ice  of  Thul6.  Though  describing  a 
real  passion,  and  a  real  perplexity,  there 
is  not  a  spark  of   fire,  nor  a  throb  of 


emotion  in  it  from  one  end  to  the  other. 
All  the  return  he  makes  to  the  warm- 
hearted creature  who  had  put  her  destiny 
into  his  hands,  consists  in  a  frigid  mytho- 
logical fiction,  in  which  he  sets  forth, 
that  Venus  and  the  Graces  lavished  their 
gifts  on  her  in  her  infancy,  and  moreover 
got  Minerva,  by  a  trick,  to  inspire  her  with 
wit  and  wisdom.  The  style  is  mere  prose 
— or  rather  a  string  of  familiar  and  vulgar 
phrases  tacked  together  in  rhyme,  like 
the  general  tissue  of  his  poetry. — 
Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord,  1816,  Works  of 
Jonathan  Swift,  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  27. 
p.  49. 

In  the  walk  of  satire  and  familiar 
poetry,  wit  and  knowledge  of  mankind, 
joined  to  facility  of  expression,  are  the 
principal  requisites  of  excellence,  and  in 
these  Swift  shines  unrivalled.  Cadenus 
and  Vanessa  may  be  considered  as  his  chief 
d'oeuvres  in  that  class  of  poems  which  is 
not  professedly  satirical.  It  is  a  poem 
on  manners,  and,  like  one  of  Marmontel's 
Contes  moraux,  traces  the  progress  and 
circulation  of  passion,  existing  between 
two  persons  in  modem  society,  contrasted 
strongly  in  age,  manners,  and  situation. 
Yet  even  here  the  satirical  vein  of  Swift 
has  predominated.  We  look  in  vain  for 
depth  of  feeling  or  tenderness  of  senti- 
ment, although,  had  such  existed  in  the 
poet's  mind  the  circumstances  must  have 
called  it  forth.  The  mythological  fable, 
which  conveys  the  compliments  paid  to 
Vanessa,  is  as  cold  as  that  addressed  to 
Ardelia,  or  to  Miss  Floyd.  It  is  in  short 
a  kind  of  poetry  which  neither  affects 
sublimity  nor  pathos;  but  which,  in  the 
graceful  facility  of  the  poet,  unites  the 
acute  observation  of  the  observer  of 
human  nature,  to  commemorate  the 
singular  contest  between  Cadenus  and 
Vanessa,  as  an  extraordinary  chapter  in 
the  history  of  the  mind. — Mitford,  John, 
1833,  Life  of  Swift. 

His  best  piece,  ''Cadenus  and  Vanessa, 
is  a  poor,  threadbare  allegory. — Taine, 
H.  A.,  1871,  History  of  English  Literature, 
tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  ii,  bk.  iii,  ch.  v,  p.  135. 

That  exquisitely  graceful  and  original 
poem  which  has  made  the  name  of  Hester 
Vanhomrigh  deathless.  She  could  there 
read  how  Venus,  provoked  by  the  com- 
plaints which  were  daily  reaching  her  about 
the  degeneracy  of  the  female  sex ;  resolved 
to  retrieve  the  reputation  of  that  sex,  how, 
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with  this  object,  she  called  into  being  a 
matchless  maid,  who  to  every  feminine  vir- 
tue united  every  feminine  grace  and  charm ; 
how,  not  content  with  endowing  her  par- 
agon to  all  that  is  proper  to  woman,  the 
goddess  succeeded  by  a  stratagem  in  in- 
ducing Pallas  to  bestow  on  her  the  choicest 
of  the  virtues  proper  to  man ;  how  Pallas, 
angry  at  being  deceived,  consoled  herself 
with  the  reflection  that  a  being  so  endowed 
would  be  likely  little  to  prove  obedient  to 
the  goddess  who  had  created  her;  how 
Vanessa  —  for  such  was  the  peerless 
creature's  name — did  not  for  a  while  belie 
the  expectations  of  Pallas,  but  how  at  last 
she  was  attacked  by  treacherous  Cupid  in 
Wisdom's  very  stronghold.  The  flattered 
girl  could  then  follow  in  a  transparent 
allegory  the  whole  history  of  her  relation 
with  her  friend,  sketched  so  delicately, 
and  at  the  same  time  so  humorously,  that 
it  must  have  been  impossible  for  her  either 
to  take  offence  or  to  miss  his  meaning. — 
Collins,  John  Churton,  1893,  JoruUhan 
Swift,  p.  136. 

LETTERS 

Dean  Swift's  also  are  unaffected ;  and  as 
a  proof  of  their  being  so,  they  exhibited 
his  character  fully,  with  all  its  defects ; 
though  it  were  to  be  wished,  for  the  hon- 
our of  his  memory,  that  his  epistolary  cor- 
respondence had  not  been  drained  to  the 
dregs,  by  so  many  successive  publications 
as  have  been  given  to  the  world. — Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and 
BeUeS'LetterSj  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xxxvii. 

Swift's  masculine  power  is  manifest  in 
his  letters,  for  affection,  unless  the  affec- 
tion of  rudeness,  came  not  nigh  him. 
There  is,  too,  in  his  letters,  a  sad  reality, 
from  the  connection  with  that  strange 
control  which  his  stem  nature  gained  over 
the  affections  of  two  women  at  the  same 
time ;  his  mysterious  marriage  with  one, 
and  the  final  heart-breaking  of  them  both. 
—Reed,  Henry,  1855.  Lectures  on  Eng- 
lish Literature  from  Chaucer  to  Tennyson, 
p.  405. 

Swift's  own  letters,  however,  have  the 
true  genius  ring.  In  so  far  as  he  came 
under  the  spirit  of  the  age,  and  found 
himself  in  correspondence  with  men  who 
would  have  shuddered  at  incorrect  syntax 
or  bad  logic,  they  are  careful  compositions. 
But  he  was  an  exceedingly  quick  writer ; 
and,  as  most  of  his  letters  are  addressed 
to  friends  of  tried  fidelity,  they  afford  us 


a  real  insight  into  the  man  and  his  being. 
They  describe  his  manner  of  life;  they 
show  how  the  solitary  chafed  against  exile 
without  being  able  to  summon  up  strength 
to  quit  it;  and  they  enable  us  to  trace 
his  gradual  decline,  from  attempted  res- 
ignation, into  a  bitterness  which  no  phi- 
losophy could  soothe. — Mori  arty,  Ger- 
ald P.,  1892,  Dean  Swift  and  his  Writ- 
ings, p.  278. 

GENERAL 

To  Jonathan  Swift,  the  most  agreea- 
ble companion,  the  truest  friend,  and  the 
greatest  genius  of  his  age,  this  work  is 
presented  by  his  most  humble  servant  the 
author. — Addison,  Joseph,  1705,  Inscrip- 
tion to  Presentation,  Copy  qf^^  Travels  in 
Italy.*" 

O  Swift !  if  fame  be  life  (as  well  we  know 
That  bards  and  heroes  have  esteem'd  it  so), 
Thoa  canst  not  wholly  die.    Thy  works  will 

shine 
To  fntore  times,  and  life  in  fame  be  thine. 

— Parnell,  Thomas,  1713,  To  Dr.  Swift 
on  his  Birthday,  Nov.  30. 

This  gentleman  has  the  honour  (in  com- 
mon with  Rabelais)  of  being  a  priest,  and 
like  him  laughs  at  every  thing.  But  in 
my  humble  opinion,  the  title  of  the  Eng- 
lish Rabelais,  which  is  given  the  dean,  is 
highly  derogatory  to  his  genius.  .  .  . 
Dean  Swift  is  Rabelais  in  his  senses,  and 
frequenting  the  politest  company.  The 
former  indeed  is  not  so  gay  as  the  latter, 
but  then  he  possesses  all  the  delicacy,  the 
justness,  the  choice,  the  good  taste,  in 
all  which  particulars  our  giggling  rural 
vicar  RaMlais  is  wanting.  The  poetical 
numbers  of  Dean  Swift  are  of  a  singular 
and  almost  inimitable  taste ;  true  humour, 
whether  in  prose  or  verse,  seems  to  be  his 
\  peculiar  talent ;  but  whoever  is  desirous 
of  understanding  him  perfectly,  must  visit 
,  the  island  in  which  he  was  bom. — Vol- 
taire, Francois  Marie  Arouet,  1732? 
Liters  Concerning  the  English  Nation,  pp. 
169,  170. 

The  Spectators,  though  there  are  so 
many  bad  ones  among  them,  make  them- 
selves read  still.  All  Addison's  are 
allowed  to  be  good,  and  many  of  Steele's. 
—Gulliver  was  received  but  indifferently, 
at  first,  among  us ;  but  pleased  much  after 
people  had  entered  more  into  the  humour 
of  it.— BoiLEAU,  Abb6,  at  Tours,  1737- 
39,  Spenc^s  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  141. 

Has  stolen  all  his  humour  from  Cervantes 
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and  Rabelais. —  Montagu,  Lady  Mary 
WORTLEY,  1740-41,  Spence'8  Anecdotes,  ed. 
Singer,  p.  176. 

There  is  just  published  Swift's  History. 
.  .  .  Pope  and  Lord  Bolingbroke  always 
told  him  it  would  disgrace  him,  and  per- 
saaded  him  to  bum  it.  Disgrace  him  indeed 
it  does,  — being  a  weak  libel,  ill  written  for 
style,  uninformed,  and  adopting  the  most 
errant  mob  stories.  He  makes  the  Duke 
of  l^Iarlborough  a  coward.  Prince  Eugene 
an  assassin,  my  father  remarkable  for 
nothing  but  impudence,  and  would  make 
my  Lord  Somers  anything  but  the  most 
amiable  character  in  the  world,  if  unfor- 
tunately he  did  not  praise  him  while  he 
tries  to  abuse. — Walpolb,  Horace,  1758, 
To  Sir  Horace  Mann,  March  21 ;  LeUers  ed. 
Cunningham,  vol.  iii,  p.  130. 

His  delight  was  in  simplicity.  .  .  .  His 
style  was  well  suited  to  his  thoughts,  which 
are  never  subtilised  by  nice  disquisitions, 
decorated  by  sparkling  conceits,  elevated 
by  ambitious  sentences,  or  variegated  by 
far-sought  learning.  .  .  .  He  always 
understands  himself;  and  his  readers 
always  understand  him:  the  peruser  of 
Swift  wants  little  previous  knowledge ;  it 
will  be  sufficient  that  he  is  acquainted 
with  common  words  and  common  things ; 
he  is  neither  required  to  mount  elevations 
nor  to  explore  profundities ;  his  passage 
is  always  on  a  level  along  solid  ground, 
without  asperities,  without  obstruction. 
—Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Swift,  Lives 
(jfthe  English  Poets. 

"  Now  mark,  Serena  I  * '  (the  mild  graide  began) 
"  The  proudest  Phantom  of  the  gloomy  clan, 
Appointed  by  this  surly  Monarch's  grace, 
Hi^-priest  of  all  this  Misanthropic  race  I 
See  o'er  the  crowd  a  throne  of  vaponr  lift 
That  strange  and  motly  form,  the  shade  of 

Swift!" 
"Now  shalt  thou  view"  (the  goardian  Sprite 

poraaes) 
*'  His  horrid  x)enanoe,  that  each  day  renews; 
Perchance  its  terrors   may  overwhelm  thy 

sense. 
Bat  troBt  my  care  to  bear  thee  safely  hence  I'* 
—Hayley,  William,  1781,  The  Triumphs 
(f  Temper,  Canto  m,  v.  587-596. 
Katnre  imparting  her  satiric  gift, 
Her  serions  mirth,  to  Arbnthnot  and  Swift, 
'\inth  droll  Bobiiety  they  raise  a  smile 
At  folly'fl  cost,  themselves  unmoved  the 

whLe. 
That  oonstellation  set.  the  world  in  vain 
Mnst  hope  to  look  upon  their  like  again. 
-COWPBB,  WiLUAM,  1782,  Table  Talk. 


A  writer  who,  with  a  rich  fund  of 
humour,  an  easy  and  flowing  style,  perhaps 
more  correct  than  that  of  any  of  his  con- 
temporaries, with  habits  of  observation, 
and  a  keen  discernment  of  folly  and  weak- 
ness, was  nevertheless  ill  qualified  for  this 
species  of  composition.  His  wit  was  so 
licentious,  that  no  subject  however  sacred, 
and  no  character  however  amiable,  were 
safe;  his  invective  has  more  malignity 
than  virtuous  indignation :  his  characters 
are  drawn  in  hideous  distortion ;  and  per- 
haps no  man  ever  attempted  to  ridicule 
vice  or  folly  with  less  of  the  salutary  and 
gentle  spirit  of  correction.  .  .  . 
Swift's  style  was,  beyond  all  precedent, 
pure  and  precise,  yet  void  of  ornament  or 
grace,  and  partook  in  some  instances  of 
the  pride  and  dogmatism  of  its  author: 
nor  does  his  Biographer  seem  to  be  aware, 
that  his  most  incorrect  composition  is 
his  "Proposal  for  correcting  the  English 
tongue.'*— €halmers,  Alexander,  1803, 
ed.  The  Toiler,  vol.  i,  pp.  55, 59. 

Peace  to  Swift's  faults!  his  wit  hath  made 

them  pass, 
Unmatch*d  by  all,  save  matchless  Hndibras! 

— Byron,  Lord,  1811,  Hints  from  Horace. 

Without  being  distinguished  by  imagi- 
nation, subtlety,  comprehension,  or  refine- 
ment, he  possessed  a  degree  of  masterly 
and  correct  good  sense,  almost  as  rare  as 
genius;  if,  indeed,  we  be  authorised  to 
withhold  the  name  of  genius  from  so  large 
a  measure  of  any  important  mental  power. 
Wit  was,  in  him,  not  so  much  the  eflfort 
or  the  sport  of  fancy,  as  the  keen  edge  of 
that  exquisite  good  sense  which  laid  bare 
the  real  ridicule  and  deformity  existing  in 
human  life.  The  distinguishing  feature 
of  his  moral  character  was  a  strong  sense 
of  justice,  which  disposed  him  to  exact 
with  rigour,  as  well  as  in  general  scrupu- 
lously to  observe,  the  duties  of  society. 
These  powerful  feelings,  exasperated 
probably  by  some  circumstances  of  his 
own  life,  were  gradually  formed  into  an 
habitual  and  painful  indignation  against 
triumphant  wrong,  which  became  the  rul- 
ing principle  of  his  character  and  writings. 
His  anger  and  disgust  extended  to  every 
physical  and  moral  deformity  which  human 
eflfort  could  remove;  and  it  cannot  be 
doubted  that  his  severity  materially  cor- 
rected many  of  them. — Mackintosh,  Sir 
James,  1811,  Diary,  Memoirs  ed.  Mack- 
intosh, vol.  II,  p.  181. 
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With  a  quick  and  sagacious  spirit,  and  a 
bold  and  popular  manner,  he  joins  an  exact 
knowledge  of  all  the  strong  and  weak 
parts  of  every  cause  he  has  to  manage ; 
and  without  th&  least  restraint  from  del- 
icacy, either  of  taste  or  of  feeling,  he 
seems  always  to  think  the  most  effectual 
blows  the  most  advisable,  and  no  advan- 
tage unlawful  that  is  likely  to  be  success- 
ful for  the  moment.  Disregarding  all 
the  laws  of  polished  hostility,  he  uses,  at 
one  and  the  same  moment,  his  sword  and 
his  poisoned  dagger — his  hands,  and  his 
teeth,  and  his  envenomed  breath, — and 
does  not  even  scruple,  upon  occasion,  to 
imitate  his  own  yahoos,  by  discharging  on 
his  unhappy  victims  a  shower  of  filth, 
from  which  neither  courage  nor  dexterity 
can  afford  any  protection. — Against  such 
an  antagonist,  it  was,  of  course,  at  no 
time  very  easy  to  make  head ;  and  accord- 
ingly his  invective  seems,  for  the  most 
part,  to  have  been  as  much  dreaded,  and 
as  tremendous  as  the  personal  ridicule  of 
Voltaire.  Both  were  inexhaustible,  well 
directed,  and  unsparing;  but  even  when 
Voltaire  drew  blood,  he  did  not  mangle 
the  victim,  and  was  only  mischievous 
when  Swift  was  brutal.  Any  one  who  will 
compare  the  epigrams  on  M.  Franc  de 
Pompignan  with  those  on  Tighe  or  Bettes- 
worth,  will  easily  understand  the  distinc- 
tion.—Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord,  1816, 
Works  of  Jonathan  Swift,  Edinburgh 
Review,  vol.  27,  p,  45. 

In  Swift's  writings  there  is  a  false 
misanthropy,  grounded  upon  an  exclusive 
contemplation  of  the  vices  and  follies  of 
mankind,  and  this  misanthropic  tone  is 
also  disfigured  or  brutalized  by  his  obtru- 
sion of  physical  dirt  and  coarseness.  .  .  . 
Swift's  style  is,  in  its  line,  perfect ;  the 
manner  is  a  complete  expression  of  the 
matter,  the  terms  appropriate,  and  the 
artifice  concealed.  It  is  simplicity  in  the 
true  sense  of  the  word. — CJoleridge, 
Samuel  Taylor,  1818,  Miscellanies, 
Esthetic  and  Literary,  ed.  Ashe,  pp.  128, 
181. 

It  is  certainly  not  difficult  to  perceive 
throughout  all  the  writings  and  conduct 
of  Swift,  that  his  avowed  dislike  to  his 
species  was  not  such  a  feeling  as  could 
lead  him  to  prefer  their  unhappiness  to 
their  welfare,  but  was  a  qualified  senti- 
ment arising  from  a  quick  sense  of  their 
vices,  follies,  and  absurdities,  which  it 


was  his  object  to  correct  by  a  moral  caus- 
tic ;  in  the  same  manner  as  we  may  pre- 
sume that  in  some  of  his  most  indelicate 
poems,  his  object  was  not  to  disgust  his 
readers,  but  to  recommend  that  due  atten- 
tion to  decency  and  cleanliness,  for  which 
he  was  himself  so  remarkable. — RoscoE, 
WiLUAM,  1824-47,  The  Life  of  Alexander 
Pope,  vol.  I,  p.  227. 

Swift  was  anima  Rabelaisii  habUans  in 
sieco, — the  soul  of  Rabelais  dwelling  in  a 
dry  place.— Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1830,  Table  Talk,  ed.  Ashe,  June  15,  p.  97. 

The  apostate  politician,  the  ribald 
priest,  the  perjured  lover — a  heart  burn- 
ing with  hatred  against  the  whole  human 
race — a  mind  richly  stored  with  images 
from  the  dunghill  and  the  lazarhouse. — 
Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1832, 
MaJum's  War  of  the  Succession,  Edinburgh 
Rernew;  Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

Jonathan  Swift  has  been  most  inappro- 
priately called  by  Voltaire  the  English 
Rabelais.  Voltaire  relished  only  the  impie- 
ties of  Rabelais,  and  his  humour,  when  it  is 
good ;  but  the  deep  satire  on  society  and 
man,  the  lofty  philosophy,  the  grand 
style,  of  the  cure  of  Mendon,  escaped  his 
notice,  as  he  saw  only  the  weak  side  of 
Christianity,  and  had  no  idea  of  the  intel- 
lectual and  moral  revolution  effected  in 
mankind  by  the  gospel.  .  .  .  The  ages 
in  which  the  two  writers  lived  produce, 
moreover,  a  wide  difference  between  them : 
Rabelais  began  his  language;  Swift 
finished  his.— Chateaubriand,  Franqois 
Ren6  Vicomte  de,  \9Sn, Sketches  of  English 
Literature,  vol.  ii,  pp.  2Ab,  246. 

By  far  the  greatest  man  of  that  time, 
I  think,  was  Jonathan  Swift ;  Dean  Swift, 
a  man  entirely  deprived  of  his  nat- 
ural nourishment,  but  of  great  robustness ; 
of  genuine  Saxon  mind,  not  without  a  feel- 
ing of  reverence,  though,  from  circum- 
stances, it  did  not  awaken  in  him,  for  he 
got  unhappily,  at  the  outset,  into  the 
Church,  not  having  any  vocation  for  it. 
It  is  curious  to  see  him  arranging,  as  it 
were,  a  little  religion  to  himself.  .  .  . 
He  saw  himself  in  a  world  of  confusion 
and  falsehood.  No  eyes  were  clearer  to 
see  into  it  than  his.  He  was  great  from 
being  of  acrid  temperament:  painfully 
sharp  nerves  in  body  as  well  as  soul,  for 
he  was  constantly  ailing,  and  his  mind,  at 
the  same  time,  was  soured  with  indigna- 
tion at  what  he  saw  around  him.     He 
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took  up  therefore,  what  was  fittest  for 
hiiD,  namely,  sarcasm,  and  he  .carried  it 
quite  to  an  epic  pitch.  There  is  some- 
thing great  and  fearful  in  his  irony,  for 
it  is  not  always  used  for  effect,  or  design- 
edly to  depreciate.  There  seems  often  to 
be  a  sympathy  in  it  with  the  thing  he  sat- 
irizes ;  occasionally  it  was  even  impossible 
for  him  so  to  laugh  at  any  object  without 
a  sympathy  with  it,  a  sort  of  love  for  it ; 
the  same  love  as  Cervantes  universally 
shows  for  his  own  objects  of  merit. — Gar- 
LYLE,  Thomas,  1838,  Lectures  on  the  His- 
tory of  Literature^  Lecture  x,  p.  177. 

For  the  qualities  of  sheer  wit  and 
humour.  Swift  had  no  superior,  ancient  or 
modem.  He  had  not  the  poetry  of  Aris- 
tophanes, or  the  animal  spirits  of  Rabelais ; 
he  was  not  so  incessantly  witty  as  Butler ; 
nor  did  he  possess  the  delicacy  of  Addi- 
son, or  the  good  nature  of  Steele  or  Field- 
ing, or  the  pathos  and  depth  of  Sterne ; 
but  his  wit  was  perfect,  as  such ;  a  sheer 
meeting  of  the  extremes  of  difference  and 
likeness ;  and  his  knowledge  of  character 
was  unbounded.  He  knew  the  humour  of 
great  and  small,  from  the  king  down  to 
the  cook-maid. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1846,  Wit 
and  Humour. 

Of  all  men  of  supereminent  genius. 
Swift  appears  to  have  had  the  least 
sympathy  with  what  is  beautiful,  the  least 
enthusiasm  for  what  is  sublime.  The  very 
force  and  might  of  his  style  consists  in 
its  being  level,  plain,  prosaic,  logical, 
and  unimaginative.  But  his  taste  for 
images  of  absolute  physical  filthiness  we 
believe  to  be  peculiar  to  him :  the  physiol- 
ogist might  discover  its  cause. — Shaw, 
Thomas  B.,  1847,  Outlines  of  English 
Literature^  p.  232. 

At  Court  the  Doctor  had  no  eyes  but  for 
the  very  greatest.  Lord  Treasurer  and 
Sir  John  used  to  call  him  Jonathan ;  and 
they  paid  him  with  this  cheap  coin  for  the 
service  they  took  of  him.  He  writ  their 
lampoons,  fought  their  enemies,  flogged 
and  bullied  in  their  service,  and,  it  must 
be  owned,  with  a  consummate  skill  and 
fierceness.  'Tis  said  he  hath  lost  his  in- 
tellect now,  and  forgotten  his  wrongs  and 
his  rage  against  mankind.  I  have  always 
thought  of  him  and  of  Marlborough  as  the 
two  greatest  men  of  that  age.  I  have 
read  his  books  (who  doth  not  know  them  ?) 
here  in  our  calm  woods,  and  imagine  a 
giant  to  myself  as  I  think  of  him,— a 


lonely  fallen  Prometheus,  groaning  as  the 
vulture  tears  him.  Prometheus  1  saw; 
but,  when  first  I  ever  had  any  words  with 
him,  the  giant  stepped  out  of  a  sedan- 
chair  in  the  Poultry,  whither  he  had  come 
with  a  tipsy  Irish  servant  parading  before 
him,  who  announced  him, — brawling  out 
his  Reverence's  name  whilst  his  master 
below  was  as  yet  haggling  with  his  chair- 
men. 1  dislike  this  Mr.  Swift.  .  .  . 
If  the  greatest  satirist  the  world  ever  hath 
seen  had  writ  against  Harley,  and  not  for 
him,  what  a  history  had  he  left  behind  of 
the  last  years  of  Queen  Anne's  reign! 
But  Swift,  that  scorned  all  mankind,  and 
himself  not  the  least  of  all,  had  this  merit 
of  a  faithful  partisan,  that  he  loved  those 
chiefs  who  treated  him  well,  and  stuck  by 
Harley  bravely  in  his  fall,  as  he  gallantly 
had  supported  him  in  his  better  fortune. — 
Thackeray,  William  Makepeace,  1852, 
The  History  of  Henry  Esmond^  bk,  iii, 
chs.  V,  X. 

It  was  a  stripped,  concentred,  irresistible 
force  which  dwelt  in  him — fed,  too,  by 
unutterable  misery ;  and  hence  his  power, 
and  hence  his  pollution.  He  was  strong, 
naked,  coarse,  savage,  and  mud-loving, 
as  one  of  the  huge  primeval  creatures  of 
chaos.  Jeffrey's  sense  of  polish,  feeling 
of  elegance  and  propriety,  consciousness 
of  inferiority  in  most  things,  and  con- 
sciousness of  superiority  in  some,  all  con- 
tributed to  rouse  his  ire  at  Swift;  and, 
unequal  as  on  the  whole  the  match  was, 
the  clever  Scotchman  beat  the  monster 
Paddy.  One  is  reminded  of  Gulliver's 
contest  with  some  of  the  gigantic  reptiles 
and  wasps  of  Brobdingnag.  Armed  with 
his  hanger,  that  redoubtable  traveler  made 
them  resile,  or  sent  them  wounded  away. 
And  thus  the  memory  of  Swift  bears  Jef- 
frey's steel-mark  on  it,  and  shall  bear  it 
forever.— -GiLFiLL AN,  George,  1855,  A 
Third  Gallery  of  Portraits,  p.  194. 

How  realistic  or  materialistic  in  treat- 
ment of  his  subject  is  Swift.  He  describes 
his  fictitious  persons  as  if  for  the  police. 
— Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo,  1856,  English 
Traits,  Works,  Riverside  ed,,  vol.  v,  p. 
223. 

The  best  and  most  perfect  specimen  of 
ill-humour.— Maurice,  Frederick  Dex- 
ISON,  1856,  The  Friendship  of  Books  and 
Other  Lectures,  p.  21. 

Indubitably  one  of  the  most  robust 
minds  of  his  age,  Swift,  in  the  first  placOf 
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went  wholly  alon^  with  his  age,  nay,  tore 
it  along  with  him  faster  than  it  could 
decorously  go,  in  its  renunciation  of  ro- 
mance and  all  ''the  sublimities."  He,  a 
surpliced  priest  (as  Rabelais  had  also 
been),  a  commissioned  expositor  of  things 
not  seen,  was  an  expositor  of  things  not 
seen ;  but  it  was  of  those  that  are  unseen 
because  they  have  to  be  dug  for  down  in 
the  concealing  earth,  and  not  of  those 
that  fill  the  upward  azure,  and  tremble  by 
their  very  nature  beyond  the  sphere  of 
vision.  The  age  for  him  was  still  too  full 
of  the  cant  of  older  beliefs,  preserved  in 
the  guise  of  ''respectabilities;"  and,  to 
help  to  clear  it  of  this,  he  would  fix  its 
gaze  on  its  own  roots,  and  on  the  physical 
roots  of  human  nature  in  general,  down 
in  the  disgusting  and  the  reputedly  bestial. 
I  say  this  not  in  the  way  of  judgment,  but 
of  fact.  It  is  what  we  all  know  of  Swift 
— they  who  see  good  in  his  merciless 
method,  as  well  as  they  who  abhor  it. — 
Masson,  David,  1859,  British  Novelists 
and  Their  Styks,  p.  90. 

Swift  was  neither  a  Cervantes  nor  a 
Rabelais;  but  yet,  with  something  that 
was  peculiar  to  himself,  he  combined  con- 
siderable portions  of  both.  He  had  more 
of  Cervantes  than  Rabelais  had,  and  more 
of  Rabelais  than  was  given  to  Cervantes. 
There  cannot  be  claimed  for  him  the  re- 
finement, the  humanity,  the  pathos,  the 
noble  elevation  of  the  Spaniard — all  that 
irradiates  and  beautifies  his  satire  and 
drollery  as  the  blue  sky  does  the  earth  it 
bends  over ;  neither,  with  all  his  ingenuity 
and  fertility,  does  our  English  wit  and 
humorist  anywhere  display  either  the 
same  inexhaustible  abundance  of  grotesque 
invention,  or  the  same  gayety  and  luxuri- 
ance of  fancy,  with  the  historian  of  the 
Doings  and  Sayings  of  the  Giant  Gargan- 
tua.  Yet  neither  Cervantes  nor  Rabelais, 
nor  both  combined,  could  have  written 
"The  Tale  of  a  Tub,"  or  the  "Battle  of 
the  Books."  The  torrent  of  triumphant 
merriment  is  broader  and  more  rushing 
than  anything  of  the  same  kind  in  either. 
— Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendia 
ous  History  of  English  Literature  and  of 
the  English  Language,  vol.  Ii,  p'.  209. 

Of  the  intellectual  grandeur  of  his 
career  it  is  needless  to  speak.  The  chief 
sustainer  of  an  English  Ministry,  the  most 
powerful  advocate  of  the  Peace  of  Utrecht, 
the  creator  of  public  opinion  in  Ireland, 


he  has  graven  his  name  indelibly  in  Eng- 
lish history,  and  his  writings,  of  their 
own  kind,  are  unique  in  English  literature. 
It  has  been  the  misfortune  of  Pope  to  pro- 
duce a  number  of  imitators,  who  made  his 
versification  so  hackneyed  that  they  pro- 
duced a  reaction  against  his  poetry  in 
which  it  is  often  most  unduly  underrated. 
Addison,  though  always  read  with  pleas- 
ure, has  lost  much  of  his  old  supremacy. 
A  deeper  criticism,  a  more  nervous  and 
stimulating  school  of  political  writers 
have  made  much  that  he  wrote  appear 
feeble  and  superficial,  and  even  in  his  own 
style  it  would  be  possible  to  produce  pas- 
sages in  the  writings  of  Goldsmith  and 
Lamb  that  might  be  compared  without 
disadvantage  with  the  best  papers  of  the 
"Spectator."  But  the  position  of  Swift 
is  unaltered.  "Gulliver"  and  the  "Tale 
of  a  Tub"  remain  isolated  productions, 
unrivalled,  unimitated,  and  inimitable. — 
Lecky,  Wiluam  Edward  Hartpole, 
1861-71,  The  Leaders  of  Public  Opinion 
in  Irelandy  p.  61. 

Will  nothing  but  from  Greece  or  Rome 

Please  me?    Is  nothing  good  at  home? 

Yes;  better;  bat  I  look  in  vain 

For  a  Moli^re  or  La  Fontaine. 

Swift,  in  his  hnmonr,  was  as  strong, 

Bat  there  was  gall  apon  his  tongae. 

Bitters  and  acids  may  excite, 

Yet  satisfy  not  appetite. 

— Landor,  Walter  Savage,  1863,  Poems. 

As  a  man  of  letters.  Swift  occupies  a 
high  place.  The  testimony  on  this  subject 
is  ample,  sometimes  generously  offered, 
sometimes  unwillingly  extorted.  As  a 
satirist  and  a  wit,  his  power  was  tremen- 
dous. He  wielded  the  thunder-bolt  that 
felled  to  the  earth,  and  the  lightning-flash 
that  scathed,  and  burned,  and  shrivelled 
up  its  victim.  Compared  with  him  Junius 
is  feeble.  .  .  .  Swift,  too,  was  an 
original  genius,  and  no  writer  was  ever 
less  indebted  to  others,  either  for  the 
thoughts  that  he  put  forward  or  the  style 
in  which  he  clothed  them.  And  yet  few 
authors  were  ever  less  anxious  for  fame 
than  he :  he  wrote  for  an  object  totally 
independent  of  fame,  and  that  object 
accomplished,  he  cared  little  for  the  means 
which  he  had  used.— Waller,  John 
Francis,  1865,  ed.  Gulliver's  Travels^  Life, 
pp.  xlii,  xliii. 

It  is  curious  for  one  who  studies  the 
action  and  reaction  of  national  literatures 
on  each  other,  to  see  the  humor  of  Swift 
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and  Sterne  and  Fieldin^y  after  filtering 
through  Richter,  reappear  in  Carlyle  with 
a  tinge  of  Germanism  that  makes  it  novel, 
alien,  or  even  displeasing,  as  the  case  may 
be,  to  the  English  mind.  Unhappily  the 
bit  of  mother  from  Swift's  vinegar-barrel 
has  had  strength  enough  to  sour  all  the 
rest. — Lowell,  James  Russell,  1866- 
90,  Carlyky  Prose  Works^  Riverside  ed., 
vol.  il  p,  88. 

Our  greatest  English  satirist. — Han- 
nay,  James,  1866,  ed.,  The  Poetical  Works 
cfQiarles  Churchill^  Memoir,  vol,  i,  p.  xxiii. 

A  hedgehog  rolling  in  filth.  .  .  . 
Manners  of  a  hangman,  the  misanthropy 
of  a  hypochondriac,  and  the  grin  of  a 
tyrant.— Saint-Victor,  Paul  de,  1867, 
Hommea  et  Dieux. 

Swift  has  the  style  of  a  surgeon  and  a 
judge,  cold,  grave,  solid,  unadorned,  with- 
out vivacity  or  passion,  manly  and  prac- 
tical. He  desired  neither  to  please,  nor 
divert,  nor  to  carry  people  away,  nor  to 
touch ;  he  never  hesitated,  nor  was  redun- 
dant, nor  was  excited,  nor  made  an  effort. 
He  expressed  his  thoughts  in  a  uniform 
tone,  with  exact,  precise,  often  harsh 
terms,  with  familiar  comparisons,  level- 
ling all  within  reach  of  his  hand,  even  the 
loftiest  things— especially  the  loftiest — 
with  a  brutal  and  always  haughty  coldness. 
He  knows  life  as  a  banker  knows  accounts ; 
and  his  total  once  made  up,  he  scorns  or 
knocks  down  the  babblers  who  dispute  it 
in  his  presence.  ...  He  employs 
the  whole  force  of  an  excellently  armed 
mind  and  an  excellently  tempered  charac- 
ter in  denying  and  destroying:  all  his 
works  are  pamphlets. — Taine,  H.  A., 
1871,  History  of  Ekglish  lAterature,  tr. 
Van  Lauriy  vol.  n,  6*.  iii,  eh.  v,  pp.  123, 
125. 

There  is  a  remarkable  determination  of 
purpose  in  the  style  of  Swift,  with  per- 
fect transparency ;  and  these  are  but  the 
reflexes  of  the  natural  man,  for  these 
were  the  prominent  features  of  his  char- 
acter. It  will  be  oteerved  that  in  his 
writings  we  rarely  meet  with  a  superflu- 
ous epithet.  .  .  .  Swift  is  the  most 
English*  the  most  thoroughly  national  in 
his  diction  of  all  our  classic  writers.  On 
no  occasion  does  he  employ  an  exotic  term, 
if  one  indigenous  to  the  language  be  at 
hand.  He  is  also  sparing  of  connecting 
particles  and  introductory  phrases  and 
flourishes,  using  also  the  simplest  forms 


of  construction;  and,  moreover,  he  is 
master  of  the  idiomatic  peculiarities,  and 
lurking,  unapparent  resources  of  the  lan- 
guage to  a  degree  of  perfection  that 
leaves  him  almost  without  a  competitor. 
— Clarke,  Charles  Cowden,  1871,  On 
the  Comic  Writers  of  En^landy  The  Gentle- 
man*s  Magazine,  n.  «.,  vol.  7,  p.  437. 

Taken  as  a  whole,  his  writings  leave 
upon  our  minds  a  wonderful  impression  of 
persistent  originality,  analogical  power, 
effective  eloquence,  and  wit. — Minto, 
William,  1872-80,  Manual  of  English 
Prose  Literature,  p.  358. 

That  writer  had  far  too  high  a  genius 
to  be  commonly  understood.  Hence  many 
people  abuse  him  instead  of  loving  him ; 
hence  the  words,  beast,  man-hater,  foul- 
tongued  fellow,  applied  to  him.  But 
Swift  understood  himself.  In  [his  ''Tale 
of  a  Tub"  and  ''Gulliver"  he  penned  as 
fine  satires  as  the  world  ever  saw ;  but  in 
his  verses  "On  a  Lady's  Bedchamber," 
and  others  of  the  sort,  he  spoke  dirt,  and 
meant  to  speak  dirt,  and  was  too  earnest 
to  be  satirical.— Friswell,  James  Hain, 
1872,  A  Man's  Thoughts,  p.  153. 

In  his  works  look  wherever  we  may — 
whether  those  penned  in  his  happiest,  or 
his  most  diabolical,  moods — he  seems  to 
us  to  be  wearing  a  mask,  and  to  be  con- 
scious that  he  is  doing  so.  We  do  not 
refer  to  a  mask  which  either  prevents  him 
from  seeing  the  truth,  or  from  going 
straight  at  it,  in  his  writings,  but  a  mask 
over  the  inner  man,  with  its  affections, 
its  desires,  and  its  ambitions.  He  appears 
to  us  to  be  constantly  saying  that  every- 
thing, by  which  he  is  surrounded,  is  a 
sham,  and  that  he  is  compelled,  also,  to 
follow  the  same  course  of  false  appear- 
ance. This  absence  of  sincerity  destroyed 
his  happiness,  as  it  does  that  of  humbler 
men.  .  .  .  Jonathan  Swift,  though 
writing  upon  the  gross  side  of  human  life, 
was  a  writer,  nevertheless,  who  was  con- 
scious that  he  was  treading  the  paths  of 
greatness.  Had  he  always  received  due 
encouragement,  and  had  the  burden  of  his 
life  been  lightened,  there  is  no  knowing 
of  what  height  he  could  not  have  attained 
in  the  roll  of  letters.  On  the  severe  and 
thoroughly  caustic  side  of  satire,  he  has 
no  equal ;  he  is  a  giant  wielding  the  weap- 
ons of  ridicule ;  and  had  not  his  existence 
been  so  overshadowed  by  disappointments, 
it  would  be  hazardous,  we  repeat,  to  afiirm 
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what  triumphs  he  might  not  have  achieved 
in  English  literature.  As  it  is,  he  enjoys 
the  position  of  one  of  its  finest  and  most 
honored  classics. — Smith,  George  Bar- 
NETT,  1876,  Dean  Swift,  The  International 
Review,  vol.  3,  pp.  311-316. 

One  of  the  immortal  of  the  noblest  lit- 
erature of  earth,  a  master  of  expression, 
a  satirist  unequalled  before  his  day  and 
since,  feared  by  his  contemporaries  and 
admired  by  all  subsequent  writers,  he  en- 
riched his  native  tongue  with  productions 
distinguished  in  the  last  degree  by  intel- 
lectual force  and  pungency.  But  to  all 
after-comers  he  looms  up  among  the  crowd 
of  mediocrities,  conspicuous  no  less  for 
sorrows  than  for  brilliant  parts,  leading 
the  mo9t  bitter  of  lives,  dying  the  most 
pathetic  of  deaths  that  are  recorded  in 
the  varied  tale  of  English  literary  history. 
— Oilman,  Nicholas  P.,  1879,  '* Sweetness 
and  Light,'*  Unitarian  Review^  vol.  11,  p. 
233. 

The  small  morsel  of  literature  known  as 
' '  Swift's  Directions  to  Servants, ' '  has  had, 
and  will  continue  to  have,  irresistible 
attractions  to  the  curious  and  inquiring. 
Yet  it  may  safely  be  said  that  no  one  can 
read  it  without  feeling  that,  in  doing  so, 
he  has  brought  on  himself  one  of  the 
minor  misfortunes  of  life — a  something 
that  for  some  indefinite  time  will  haunt 
him  with  such  horror  as  a  nightmare- 
dream  may  inflict  on  the  first  thoughts  of 
morning.  It  is  not  that  the  object  of  the 
little  book  is  revolting,  or,  indeed,  any- 
thing but  commendable.  It  touches  upon 
morals  only  obliquely  in  dealing  with  the 
smaller  affairs  of  life;  but,  so  far  as  it 
goes,  its  object  is  to  promote  virtue. 
The  preceptor  is  the  absolute  antithesis 
of  one  wallowing  in  filth,  physical  or  moral. 
He  is  a  clean  man  lifting  up  his  testimony 
against  the  abominations  that  gather 
around  to  disgust  and  torture  him.  He  is 
jeering  and  scolding  a  filthy  world  with 
all  the  vehemence  of  his  rhetoric  and  sar- 
casm. But  the  inexorable  logic  of  the 
form  of  irony  assumed  by  him,  drags  him 
and  his  reader  through  every  form  of  the 
filthy  and  the  odious  that  poor  fallen 
human  nature  is  liable  to  suffer  under  in 
domestic  life. — Burton,  John  Hill,  1880, 
A  History  of  the  Reign  of  Queen  Anne,  vol. 
Ill,  p.  275. 

His  indulgence  in  revolting  images  is  to 
some  extent  an  indication  of  a  diseased 


condition  of  his  mind,  perhaps  of  actual 
mental  decay.  Delany  says  that  it  grew 
upon  him  in  his  later  years,  and,  very 
gratuitously,  attributes  it  to  Pope's  influ- 
ence. The  peculiarity  is  the  more  remark- 
able, because  Swift  was  a  man  of  the 
most  scrupulous  personal  cleanliness. 
He  was  always  enforcing  this  virtue  with 
special  emphasis.  He  was  rigorously 
observant  of  decency  in  ordinary  conver- 
sation. Delany  once  saw  him  ''fall  into 
a  furious  resentment"  with  Stella  for  ''a 
very  small  failure  of  delicacy."  So  far 
from  being  habitually  coarse,  he  pushed 
fastidiousness  to  the  verge  of  prudery. 
It  is  one  of  the  superficial  paradoxes  of 
Swift's  character  that  this  very  shrinking 
from  filth  became  perverted  into  an  appar- 
ently opposite  tendency.  In  truth,  his 
intense  repugnance  to  certain  images  led 
him  to  use  them  as  the  only  adequate  ex- 
pression of  his  savage  contempt.  .  .  . 
His  intensity  of  loathing  leads  him  to  be- 
smear his  antagonists  with  filth.  He 
becomes  disgusting  in  the  effort  to  ex- 
press his  disgust.  As  his  misanthropy 
deepened  he  applied  the  same  method  to 
mankind  at  large. — Stephen,  Leslie, 
1882,  Svnft  {English  Men  of  Letters),  p. 
178. 

And  yet  what  contradictions!  What 
Titanic  pride  to  strive  to  see  things  as  a 
god ;  to  dwarf  man's  glory  or  aggrandise 
his  vices  with  planetary  magnifying  or 
diminishing  glasses ;  to  distort  his  features 
in  the  concave  mirror  of  the  heavens! 
The  Houyhnhnms— Swift's  ideas  of  moral 
excellence— are  calm,  rational,  benevo- 
lent creatures,  devoid  of  passions:  and 
he  himself  is  devoured  by  scorn  and  hate. 
They  have  not  learnt  to  say  the  thing  that 
is  not:  and  Swift  does  not  scruple  to 
print  monstrous  falsehoods  for  a  party 
purpose.  They  are  modest  and  cleanly : 
and  Swift  flings  ordure  in  the  faces  of 
women  and  of  little  children.  They  have 
tranquil  deaths,  towards  which  they  move 
with  resignation :  and  he  makes  his  exit 
in  a  rage.-— DowDEN,  Edward,  1882, 
Literature,  The  Academy,  vol.  22,  p.  233. 

Of  his  ability  it  is  hard  to  speak  too 
highly.— Perry,  Thomas  Sergeant,  1883, 
English  Literature  in  the  Eighteenth  Cen- 
tury, p.  210. 

Swift's  satire  is  as  enduring  as  our  lan- 
guage, and  will  in  turn  delight  and  chill 
and  terrify  mankind  so  long  as  books  have 
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power.  There  is  something  in  this  satire 
that  is  alone  and  without  exact  parallel  in 
literature.  It  is  always  in  terrible  earnest. 
We  smile  with  Thackeray,  for  we  feel  that 
the  humourist  is  ridiculing  himself  as 
much  as  anybody,  and  is  laughing  with 
us  while  he  pretends  to  anathematize. 
With  Swift  it  is  no  laughing  matter.  He 
hates  and  loathes  the  meannesses  and 
onrealities  of  life  with  the  fervour  of  a 
prophet  of  old ;  he  denounces  them  with 
the  Burden  of  Moab.  Weakness  and  decep- 
tion do  not  amuse  but  enrage  him ;  he  does 
not  pity  the  feeble  race  that  descends  to 
shams  and  subterfuge,  he  despises  it 
heartily.  .  .  .  His  earnestness  is 
reflected  in  his  style.  No  English  is  so 
pointed  and  so  direct  as  Swift's.  Every 
sentence  is  a  keen  knife  that  cuts  straight 
to  the  core;  there  is  no  hesitation  or 
swerving ;  there  is  never  a  word  wasted. 
His  sentences  follow  one  another  logically 
and  equably,  in  the  order  dictated  by  the 
subject,  without  any  apparent  regard  for 
the  graces  of  expression,  nor  even,  some- 
times, for  the  ordinary  rules  of  grammar. 
—Poole,  Stanley  Lane-,  1883,  ed..  Selec- 
tions from  the  Prose  Writings  of  Jonathan 
Sur^y  Prefaeef  pp.  xv,  xvn. 

In  originality  and  strength  he  has  no 
superior,  and  in  irony  no  equal.  He  had 
the  genius  of  insult,  as  Shakespeare  of 
poetry.  Unscrupulous  sarcasm  and  vitu- 
peration, crushing  logic,  knowledge  of 
men  and  life,  vehement  expression,  made 
him  the  most  formidable  pamphleteer 
that  ever  lived.  He  was  deficient  in 
refinement  of  taste  and  loftiness  of  imag- 
mation,and  lacked  the  nobility  of  nature  to 
become  a  true  poet,  philosopher,  or  re- 
former. The  grandeurs  of  the  human 
spirit  escaped  him.  Palpable  and  familiar 
objects,  common  words,  common  things, 
were  the  sources  of  his  inspiration.  Sev- 
eral peculiarities  contributed  to  produce 
his  effect — skillful  minuteness  of  narra- 
tive ;  power  to  give  to  fiction  the  air  of 
truth ;  the  habit  of  expressing  sentiments, 
the  most  absurd  or  atrocious,  or  sober 
commonplaces ;  or  relating  the  most  ludi- 
crous and  extravagant  fancies  with  an 
invincible  gravity.  As  a  man,  he  is  the 
most  tragic  figure  in  our  literature. — 
Welsh,  Alfred  H.,  1883,  Development  of 
English  Literature  and  Language,  vol.  ii, 
p.  104. 

Out  of  his  prose,  which  fills  fifteen 


volumes,  only  ''Gulliver's  Travels,''  the 
"Tale  of  a  Tub,"  and  the  "Journal  to 
Stella,"  have  enough  human  interest  to 
keep  them  fresh  for  many  ages.  Hi» 
remaining  works  have  been  likened,  not 
quite  unjustly,  to  a  row  of  rusty  cannon  in 
an  old  armoury.  Once  resistless  to  beat 
down  and  break  in  pieces,  they  move  us  now 
only  by  the  faint  remembrance  of  the 
havoc  which  they  have  made.  Yet  we 
must  own  that  in  controversy  Swift  was 
at  home,  and  that  the  pamphlet  was  a 
form  of  expression  well  suited  to  his  gen- 
ius. Few  men  have  joined  so  clear  an 
intellect  to  a  temper  so  combative. 
Fewer  still  who  have  felt  such  an  agony 
of  angry  passion  have  been  able  to  subdue 
it  to  an  irony  so  grave  and  austere.  Since 
Swift  wrote,  thousands  of  able  men  have 
used  the  pen  as  a  weapon  of  political  war- 
fare, and  a  half-a-dozen  of  them  have 
become  famous.  But  which  of  the  half- 
dozen  shall  we  place  even  second  to  Swift  ? 
Compared  with  Swift,  Junius  is  a  com- 
monplace rhetorician,  Cobbett  a  sturdy 
clown,  Sydney  Smith  a  monotonous  humour- 
ist. ...  He  wrote  his  political 
pieces  not  with  the  left  hand  but  with  the 
right ;  and  it  was  the  right  hand  of  Achil- 
les.—Montague,  F.  C,  1891,  Political 
Pamphlets  by  Men  of  Genius,  Murray's  Mag- 
azine, vol.  10,  p.  751. 

Swift  is  the  one  figure  of  colossal  pro- 
portions in  the  age  to  which  he  belonged. 
Nay,  we  may  go  further.  Among  men 
whose  fame  depends  mainly  on  their  writ- 
ings, there  is,  if  we  except  Aristotle, 
Shakespeare,  and  perhaps  Bacon,  probably 
no  man  on  record  who  impresses  us  with 
a  sense  of  such  enormous  intellectual 
power.  He  has  always  the  air  of  a  giant 
sporting  among  pigmies,  crushing  or 
scrutinising,  helping  or  thwarting  them,  as 
the  mood  takes  him.  Immense  strength, 
immense  energy,  now  frittering  them- 
selves away  on  trifles,  now  roused  for  a 
moment  to  concentrated  action  by  passion, 
interest,  or  benevolence,  but  never  assum- 
ing their  true  proportions,  never  devel- 
oping into  full  activity — this  is  what  we 
discern  in  Swift.  We  feel  how  miserably 
incommensurate  was  the  part  he  played 
with  the  part  which  Nature  had  fitted 
him  to  play,  how  contracted  was  the 
stage,  how  mighty  the  capacities  of  the 
actor.  In  his  pamphlets,  in  his  two 
great    satires,    in    his    poems,    in    his 
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correspondence,  is  the  impression  of  a 
character  which  there  is  no  mistaking. 
And  it  is  not  among  philosophers,  poets, 
and  men  of  letters  that  we  are  to  look 
for  its  analogy,  but  among  those  who 
have  made  and  unmade  nations — among 
men  like  Caesar  and  men  like  Napoleon. 
.  .  .  What  figure  in  that  eighteenth 
century  of  time  is  not  dwarfed  beside  this 
Momus-Prometheus?  ...  He  was 
in  temper  all  that  Pindar  symbolises  in 
Typhon,  and  all  that  revolts  Plato  in  the 
inharmonious  and  unmusical  soul.  And 
so,  while  his  writings  bear  the  impress  of 
powers  such  as  have  rarely  been  conceded 
to  man,  they  reflect  and  return  with  re- 
pulsive fidelity  the  ugliness  and  discord  of 
the  Titanism  which  inspired  them.  With- 
out reverence  and  without  reticence,  he 
gloried  in  the  licence  which  to  the  Greeks 
constituted  the  last  offence  against  good 
taste  and  good  sense,  and  out  of  the  indul- 
gence in  which  they  have  coined  a  synonym 
of  shamelessness— the  indiscriminate  ex- 
pression of  what  ought  and  what  ought 
not  to  be  said.— Collins,  John  Churton, 
1893,  Jonathan  Swift,  pp.  255,  266,  267. 

There  are  few  figures  in  history,  and 
still  fewer  in  literature,  which  have  occu- 
pied so  great  a  place  in  the  world's  atten- 
tion, or  which  retain  so  strong  a  hold 
upon  its  interests,  as  that  of  Jonathan 
Swift,  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's.— Ouphant, 
Margaret  0.  W.,  1893,  The  Author  <f 
"'Gulliver,''  The  Century,  vol.  2A,  p.  401. 

It  may  well  be  doubted  whether  in  abso- 
lute command  over  language,  any  English 
prose  author  has  ever  equalled  Swift. 
His  style  defies  description  or  classifica- 
tion. It  lends  itself  less  than  any,  to  imi- 
tation or  to  parody.  It  varies  according 
to  every  mood.  Its  lucid  simplicity  is  so 
perfect  that  its  phrases  once  read,  seemed 
to  be  only  the  natural  utterances  of 
careless  thought,  produced  effort  and 
without  art.  Its  very  neglect  of  rule, 
and  its  frequent  defiance  of  grammatical 
regularity,  help  to  give  to  it  force  and 
directness.  But  such  a  style  refuses  to 
transmit  the  secret  of  its  power,  and 
must  needs  remain  unique  and  solitary  in 
its  kind.— Craik,  Henry,  1894,  English 
Prose,  Introduction,  vol.  iii,  p.  6. 

He  was  a  misanthrope,  with  deep, 
though  very  limited  affections,  a  man 
frugal  to  eccentricity,  with  a  benevo- 
lence at  once  active  and  extensive.     His 


powerful  intellect  compels  our  admira- 
tion, if  not  our  sympathy.  His  irony, 
his  genius  for  satire  and  humour,  his 
argumentative  skill,  his  language,  which 
is  never  wanting  in  strength,  and  is  as 
clear  as  the  most  pellucid  of  mountain 
streams — these  gifts  are  of  so  rare  an 
order,  that  Swift's  place  in  the  literary 
history  of  his  age  must  be  always  one  of 
high  eminence.  Doubtless,  as  a  master 
of  style,  he  has  been  sometimes  over- 
praised. If  we  regard  the  writer's  end, 
it  must  be  admitted  that  his  language  is 
admirably  fitted  for  that  end.  What 
more  then,  it  may  be  asked,  can  be  needed  ? 
The  reply  is,  that  in  composition,  as  in 
other  things,  there  are  different  orders  of 
excellence.  The  kind,  although  perfect, 
may  be  a  low  kind,  and  Swift's  style  wants 
the  ''sweetness  and  light,"  to  quote  a 
phrase  of  his  own,  which  distinguish  our 
greatest  prose  writers.  It  lacks  also  the 
elevation  which  inspires,  and  the  per- 
suasiveness that  convinceswhile  it  charms. 
With  infinitely  more  vigour  than  Addison, 
Swift,  apart  from  his  Letters,  has  none  of 
Addison's  attractiveness.  No  style,  per- 
haps, is  better  fitted  to  exhibit  scorn  and 
contempt ;  but  its  author  cannot  express, 
because  he  does  not  possess,  the  sense  of 
beauty.— Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  cf 
Pope,  p.  174. 

No  fouler  pen  than  Swift's  has  soiled 
our  literature.  His  language  is  horrible 
from  first  to  last.  He  is  full  of  odious 
images,  of  base  and  abominable  allusions. 
It  would  be  a  labour  of  Hercules  to  cleanse 
his  pages.  His  love-letters  are  defaced 
by  his  incurable  coarseness.  This  habit 
of  his  is  so  inveterate  that  it  seems  a 
miracle  he  kept  his  sermons  free  from  his 
blackguard  phrases.  It  is  a  question  not 
of  morality,  but  of  decency,  whether  it  is 
becoming  to  sit  in  the  same  room  with  the 
works  of  this  divine.  How  the  good  Sir 
Walter  ever  managed  to  see  him  through 
the  press  is  amazing.  .  .  .  There 
are,  we  know,  those  in  whose  nature 
there  is  too  much  of  the  milk  of  human 
kindness  to  enable  them  to  enjoy  Swift 
when  he  shows  his  teeth;  but  however 
this  may  be,  we  confess,  if  we  are  to 
read  at  all,  we  must  prefer  Swift's 
** Beasts'  Confession"  to  all  the  sixty-five 
fables  of  Gay  put  together. — Birrell, 
Augustine,  1894,  Essays  about  Men, 
Women  and  Books,  pp.  2,  118. 
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Swift^s  irony,  unsurpassable  as  it  is,  is 
cruel  to  excess,  and  has  little  that  is  Irish 
about  it. —  O'DoNOGHUE,  D.  J.,  1894, 
ed,,  The  Humour  of  Ireland,  Introduction, 
p.  xvii. 

The  unity  of  Swift's  paragraphs  is 
usually  all  that  could  be  desired.  Now 
and  then,  however,  a  paragraph  will  be 
so  long  as  to  obliterate,  apparently,  any 
sign  of  topic.  These  rare  paragraphs  are 
almost  inexplicable  when  compared  with 
his  usual  sections.  Professor  Cesare 
Lombroso  would,  I  fear,  find  the  eccen- 
tricity of  madness  in  them,  as  he  did  in 
the  inversions  of  the  Dean's  conversation. 
Swift's  command  of  proportion  by  para- 
^aph  punctuation  is  small.  It  is  notice- 
able that  the  proportion  of  very  short 
sentences  (sentences  under  15  words)  is 
not  large — 6.3  per  cent,  in  the  "Tale  of 
a  Tub, "  6. 4  per  cent,  in ' '  Gulliver. ' '  The 
average  of  the  sentence  is  constant,  in 
works  separated  even  by  28  years:  the 
three  books  mentioned  show  a  variation 
of  less  than  a  whole  word  in  sentence 
average,  though  the  paragraph-averages 
of  different  books  differ  enormously.  The 
superb  coherence  and  emphasis  of  Swift's 
style  are  due  largely  to  the  straight- 
forward, logical  order  of  the  thought,  and 
the  skilful  placing  of  important  words  at 
the  end  of  a  sentence  or  paragraph. 
Swift  is  the  first  author  to  show  in  the 
paragraph  much  of  what  Wendell  calls 
Mass.  His  sentences  often  fall  at  the 
close  like  taps  of  a  steam-hammer,  and 
sometimes  the  taps  seem  concentrated  in 
one  great  blow  at  the  end  of  the  para- 
graph.— Lewis,  Edwin  Herbert,  1894,  The 
History  of  the  English  Paragraph,  p.  109. 

Swift  lacked  diplomacy.  When  matters 
did  not  seem  to  progress  he  grew  wrath- 
ful, seized  his  pen  and  stabbed  with  it. 
Bat  as  he  wrote,  the  ludicrousness  of  the 
whole  situation  came  over  him  and  instead 
of  cursing  plain  curses,  he  held  his  adver- 
sary up  to  ridicule.  And  this  ridicule  is 
so  active,  the  scorn  so  mixed  with  wit,  the 
shafts  so  finely  feathered  with  truth,  that 
it  is  the  admiration  of  mankind.  Vitriol 
mixed  with  ink  is  volatile.  Then  what? 
We  just  run  Swift  through  a  coarse  sieve 
to  take  out  the  lumps  of  seventeen  century 
refuse  and  then  we  give  him  to  children 
to  make  them  laugh.  Surely  no  better 
use  can  be  made  of  pessimists.  — Hubbard, 
ELBERTt  1895,  LiUle  Journeys,  p.  147. 


It  is,  indeed,  a  long  and  not  a  very  easy 
inquiry  to  determine  the  exact  sources  of 
the  peculiar  charmed  sway  which  he 
exercises  over  the  best  minds;  but  they 
may  be  generally  indicated  as  the  combina- 
tion in  him  of  the  wildest  and  most  playful 
comedy  with  the  sternest  tragedy;  of  a 
grasp  and  comprehension  of  human  folly, 
weakness,  baseness,  madness,  which  no 
man  has  ever  excelled ;  of  an  unobtrusive 
but  astonishingly  perfect  prose  style  suit- 
able alike  for  argument,  for  narrative, 
for  exposition,  for  invective,  for  light 
conversation  and  talk,  and  of  a  most 
strangely  blended  character. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1896,  Social  England,  ed^ 
Traill,  vol.  v,  p.  79. 

Was  the  keenest  of  political  partisans, 
for  his  fierce  and  earnest  personality  made 
everything  he  did  impassioned.  But  he 
was  far  more  than  a  partisan.  He  was 
the  most  original  prose  writer  of  his 
time — the  man  of  genius  among  many 
men  of  talent.— Brooke,  Stopford  A., 
1896,  English  Literature,  p.  188. 

While  it  is  undeniable  that  Swift's 
humour  is  generally  devoid  of  any  touch 
of  sympathy,  there  is  no  author  of  whom 
it  can  be  more  confidently  said  that  he 
never  obtrudes  his  art.  ...  He  could 
easily  sustain  his  style  for  any  time  at 
the  same  pitch,  he  could  always  closely 
accommodate  his  manner  to  his  matter,  and 
he  could  convey  his  ideas  clearly  and 
forcibly  without  distracting  the  reader's 
attention  to  the  excellence  of  their  vehicle 
of  expression.  Yet,  great  as  were  his 
powers  of  shrewd  penetration  into  char- 
acter. Swift  wanted  the  lighter  graces 
necessary  to  the  essayist.  He  loved  to 
wage  war  on  man  rather  than  to  instruct 
him,  and  used  wit  not  to  ''enliven 
morality"  but  to  increase  the  venom  of 
his  sting.  The  Laputans  were  attended 
by  flappers  who  awaked  them  from  their 
day-dreams  by  gently  striking  them  with 
a  bladder.  As  contrasted  with  Swift's 
method,  the  methods  of  Steele  and  Addison 
are  equally  gentle,  and  yet,  as  an  instru- 
ment of  social  and  literary  reform  the 
laugh  of  Steele  or  the  raillery  of  Addison 
was  far  more  potent  than  the  loaded 
bludgeon  of  Swift.— Lobb an,  J.  H.,  1896, 
English  Essays,  Introduction,  p,  xxxv. 

Swift  was  a  bundle  of  paradoxes — a 
great  churchman  who  has  left  not  a  i^race 
on  our  ecclesiastical  system,  an   indent 
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politician  who  was  never  more  than  a  % 
on  the  wheel.  He  is  immortal  on  the  one 
side  on  which  he  believes  his  genius 
ephemeral;  he  survives  solely,  but 
splendidly,  as  a  man  of  letters.  .  .  . 
Swift  is  the  typical  instance  of  the  power- 
lessness  of  pure  intellect  to  secure  any 
but  intellectual  triumphs.  But  even  the 
victories  of  his  brain  were  tainted;  his 
genius  left  a  taste  of  brass  on  his  own 
palate.  .  .  .  With  no  apprenticeship 
in  style,  no  relation  of  discipleship  to  any 
previous  French  or  English  writer,  but 
steeped  in  the  Latin  classics,  he  produced, 
at  the  age  of  thirty,  two  of  the  most 
extraordinary  masterpieces  of  humour  and 
satire  which  were  ever  written,  the  **Tale 
of  a  Tub"  and  the  ''Battle  of  the  Books." 
— GossE,  Edmund,  1897,  A  Short  History 
of  Modem  English  Literature,  pp.  220, 221. 

Swift  is  perhaps  the  one  supreme 
example  of  the  pamphleteer,  and  his 
pamphlets  satisfy  the  characteristic  re- 
quirements of  the  form,  as  the  earlier 
tracts  of  a  time  when  prose  moved  less 
easily  could  not  do.— Rhys,  Ernest, 
1897,  Literary  Pamphlets^  iTitroduetion, 
vol.  I,  p.  X. 

In  spite  of  his  failure  to  realise  many 
of  the  Christian  virtues,  Swift's  church- 
manship  amounted  to  a  genuine  passion, 
without  being,  as  his  biographer  tells  us, 
** either  intolerant  or  tantivy."  His 
Argument  against  the  abolishing  of  Chris- 
tianity brings  us  face  to  face  with  the 


Deistic  movement,  which,  though  it  died 
out  before  the  middle  of  the  century,  yet 
had  a  curiously  lasting  effect  upon  religion 
in  England  by  virtue  of  the  utilitarian 
spirit  which  it  helped  to  engender  among 
the  leading  Christian  apologists,  of  which 
spirit  Swift's  humorous  Argument  might 
almost  seem  to  be  a  deliberate  parody. — 
Dearmer,  Percy,  1898,  ed.,  Religious 
Pamphlets,  Introdvjdion,  p.  37. 

Swift,  indeed,  cannot  be  imitated.  It 
would  be  as  hopeful  to  imitate  Pindar. 
His  humour  is  profound ;  but  it  is  savage, 
unholy,  and  unclean.  His  style  is  clear, 
racy,  and  powerful ;  but  it  offers  no  points 
for  the  aspiring  essayist.  Its  perfection 
is,  if  not  uninteresting,  at  least  uninstruct- 
ive.— Paul,  Herbert,  1899,  The  Great 
TraetariaUy  The  Nineteenth  Century,  vd. 
45,  p.  456. 

Here  is  a  temper  cynical,  bitter,  often 
almost  revolting ;  yet  here  again  is  a  most 
astonishing  power  in  the  man  to  utter 
himself,  and  so  a  style  which,  with  world- 
wide differences  from  Addison's,  is 
equally  admirable.  It  is  a  naked,  brawny, 
almost  brutally  frank  English ;  but  it  is 
Jonathan  Swift  speaking  right  on.  The 
ultimate  rank  of  Swift's  writings  must  be 
measured  principally  by  the  permanent 
value  of  his  truth  and  the  permanent 
power  of  his  emotion ;  but  his  style  could 
hardly  be  better.— Winchester,  C.  T., 
1899,  Some  Principles  of  Literary  Criti- 
cism, p.  197. 


William  Broome 

1689-1745. 

William  Broome  had  been  educated  at  Eaton  as  a  foundation  scholar,  and  at  Cam- 
bridge by  the  subscription  of  friends,  and  was  Vicar  of  Sturston  in  Suffolk.  He  had 
a  turn  for  verse,  and,  with  repute  as  a  Greek  scholar,  had  begun  his  literary  life  by 
taking  part  in  a  prose  translation  of  the  ''Iliad."  Introduced  to  Pope  at  Sir  John 
Cotton's,  in  Cambridgeshire,  Broome  pleased  the  poet,  and  was  employed  in  selecting 
extracts  for  notes  to  the  ** Iliad."  Upon  the  "Odyssey"  Broome  was  a  chief  helper. 
He  translated  eight  books, — the  second,  sixth,  eighth,  eleventh,  twelfth,  sixteenth, 
eighteenth,  and  twenty-third,  and  compiled  all  the  notes.  .  .  .  Broome  published 
a  volume  of  ''Miscellaneous  Poems"  in  1727,  married  a  rich  widow,  and  became  LL.  D. 
at  the  beginning  of  the  reign  of  George  H.  He  had  several  good  preferments,  and 
died  in  1745. — Morley,  Henry,  1879  A  Manual  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Tyler,  p. 
540. 


PERSONAL 

A  clergyman  who  held  several  livings 
and  married  a  rich  widow.  Unfortunately 
his  independence  did  not  restrain  him 
from  writing  poetry,  for  which  want 
of    means  would    have    been    the  only 


sufficient  excuse.  — Stephen,  Leslie,  1880, 
Alexander  Pope  (English  Men  of  Letters), 
p.  77. 

GENERAL 

The    Parrots    are    they    that    repeat 
another's  words,  in  such  a  hoarse  odd 
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voice,  as  makes  them  seem  their  own. — 
Pope,  Alexander,  1727,  Treatise  on  the 
Bathos,  ch.  vi. 

Of  Broome,  though  it  cannot  be  said 
that  he  was  a  great  poet,  it  would  be 
unjust  to  deny  that  he  was  an  excellent 
versifier;  his  lines  are  smooth  and 
sonorous,  and  his  diction  is  select  and 
elegant.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81, 
Broome,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Broome  was  a  smooth  versifier,  without 
a  spark  of  originality.  His  style  was 
founded  upon  Pope's  so  closely  that  some 
of  what  he  thought  were  his  original 
pieces  are  mere  centos  of  Pope.  He  was 
therefore  able,  like  Fenton,  but  even  to 
a  greater  extent,  to  reproduce  the  style 
of  Pope  with  marvellous  exactitude  in 
translating  the  ** Odyssey."     .    .    .    His 


early  rudeness  of  manner  gave  way  to  a 
style  of  almost  obsequious  suavity,  and 
his  letters,  though  ingenious  and  grace- 
ful, do  not  give  an  impression  of  sincerity. 
Of  his  own  poems  not  one  has  remained 
in  the  memory  of  the  most  industrious 
reader,  and  he  owes  the  survival  of  his 
name  entirely  to  his  collaboration  with 
Pope. — GtossE,  Edmund,  1886,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography,  vol.  vi,  p.  442. 

He  possessed  no  spark  of  genius,  but 
was  an  admirable  imitator  of  other  men's 
style. — CouETHOPE,  William  John,  1889, 
The  Life  of  Alexander  Pope,  Works,  eds. 
Elwin  and  Courthope,  vol.  v,  p.  197. 

Is  chiefly  known  from  his  association 
with  Pope.  .  .  ,  His  verses  are  mechanic- 
ally correct,  but  are  empty  of  poetry. — 
Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  cfPope,  p.  243. 


Thomas  Sontlienie 

1660-1746. 

Thomas  Southeme,  or  Southern,  b.  at  Oxmanton,  co.  of  Dublin,  1660;  was 
admitted  a  student  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin,  1676;  entered  the  Middle  Temple, 
London,  1678,  but  cultivated  dramatic  literature  in  preference  to  law,  and  became  a 
popular  writer  of  plays ;  served  a  short  time  in  the  army,  where  he  attained  the  rank 
of  captafn,  and  after  his  retirement  continued  his  literary  pursuits, — which  were 
successful  both  in  point  of  profit  (by  one  play  he  cleared  £700)  and  as  an  introduction 
to  the  best  company  (Dryden,  Pope,  Gray,  &c.)  of  his  day.  He  is  said  to  have  died 
''the  oldest  and  the  richest  of  his  dramatic  brethren."  This  would  make  him  neither 
a  Methuselah  nor  a  Croesus.  He  died  May  26,  1746,  in  his  86th  year.  A  collection 
of  his  plays  was  published  Lon.,  1713,  2  vols.  12mo;  again,  1721,  2  vols.  12mo;  and 
a  better  one,  under  the  following  title,  'Tlays  written  by  Thomas  Southern,  Esq., 
now  first  collected,  with  an  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  the  Author,"  1774, 
3  vols.  12mo. — Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1870,  A  Critical  Dictionary  of  English  Litera- 
ture,  vol.  n,  p.  2181. 


PERSONAL 

An  Author  of  whom  I  can  give  no 
further  Account,  than  that  he  has  two 
Plays  in  print. — Langbaine,  Gerard, 
1691,  An  Account  of  the  English  Dramatick 
Poets,  p.  489. 

We  have  old  Mr.  Southern,  at  a  Gentle- 
man's house  a  little  way  off,  who  often 
comes  to  see  us ;  he  is  now  seventy-seven 
years  old,  and  has  almost  wholly  lost  his 
memory ;  but  is  as  agreeable  as  an  old  man 
can  be,  at  least,  I  persuade  myself  so 
when  I  look  at  him,  and  think  of  Isabella 
and  Oroonoko.— Gray,  Thomas,  1737, 
Letter  to  Horace  Walpole,  Letters,  vol.  i,  p.  8. 

Be8ign*d  to  live,  prep«ur'd  to  die, 
With  not  one  sin,  but  i)oetry, 
Thifl  day  Tom's  fair  accoont  has  ran 
(Withoat  a  blot)  to  eighty-one. 
Kind  Bpyle,  before  his  poet,  lays 


A  table,  with  a  cloth  of  bays; 

And  Ireland,  mother  of  sweet  singers, 

Presents  her  harp  still  to  his  fingers. 

The  feast,  his  tow'ring  genius  marks 

In  yonder  wild  goose  and  the  larks  I 

The  mushrooms  shew  his  wit  was  sadden 

And  for  his  judgment,  lo  a  pudden ! 

Roast  beef,  tho'  old,  proclaims  him  stout, 

And  grace,  altho*  a  bard,  devout. 

May  Tom,  whom  heaven  sent  down  to  raise 

The  price  of  prologues  and  of  plays, 

Be  ev'ry  birth-day  more  a  winner. 

Digest  his  thirty-thousandth  dinner ; 

Walk  to  his  grave  without  reproach, 

And  scorn  a  rascal  and  a  coach. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1742,  ToMr.Thomas 
Southern  on  his  Birth-Day. 

Mr.  Southern  died  on  the  26th  of 
May,  in  the  year  1746,  in  the  86th  year 
of  his  age;  the  latter  part  of  which  he 
spent  in  a  peaceful  serenity,  having  by 
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his  commission  as  a  soldier,  and  the 
profits  of  his  dramatic  works,  acquired  a 
handsome  fortune;  and  being  an  exact 
(Bconomist,  he  improved  what  fortune  he 
gained,  to  the  best  advantage:  He 
enjoyed  the  longest  life  of  all  our  poets, 
and  died  the  richest  of  them,  a  very  few 
excepted.— CiBBER,  Theophilus,  1753, 
Lives  of  the  Poets^  vol,  V,  p.  330. 

I  remember  him  a  grave  and  reserved 
old  gentleman.  He  lived  near  Covent 
Garden,  and  used  to  frequent  the  evening 
prayers  there  [at  St.  Paul's  Church], 
always  neat  and  decently  dressed,  com- 
monly in  black,  with  his  silver  sword  and 
silver  locks;  but  latterly  he  seemed  to 
reside  in  Westminster. — Oldys,  Wiluam, 
C1761,  MS.  Notes  to  Langbaine^s  AceourU 
qfthe  English  Dramatick  Poets. 

One  of  those  dramatic  writers  who, 
without  much  genius,  succeeded  in  obtain- 
ing a  considerable  name,  and  justly,  by 
dint  of  genuine  feeling  for  common  nature. 
He  began  in  Dryden's  time,  who  knew  and 
respected  his  talents,  was  known  and 
respected  by  Pope,  and  lived  to  enjoy  a 
similar  regard  from  Gray. — Hunt,  Leigh, 
1848,  The  Town,  p.  329. 

He  was  a  perfect  gentleman;  he  did 
not  lounge  away  his  days  or  nights  in 
coffee-houses  or  taverns,  but  after  labor 
cultivated  friendship  in  home  circles, 
where  virtue  and  modest  mirth  sat  at  the 
hearth.  ...  He  kept  the  even  tenor 
of  his  way,  owing  no  man  anything ;  never 
allowing  his  nights  to  be  the  marrer  of 
his  mornings ;  and  at  six-and-eighty  carry- 
ing a  bright  eye,  a  steady  hand,  a  clear 
head,  and  a  warm  heart  wherewith  to 
calmly  meet  and  make  surrender  of  all  to 
the  Inevitable  Angel. — Dor  an,  John, 
1863,  Annals  of  the  English  Stage,  vol.  I. 

GENERAL 

In  this  ["Oroonoko"]  piece  Mr. 
Southern  has  touched  the  tender  passions 
with  so  much  skill,  that  it  will  perhaps  be 
injurious  to  his  memory  to  say  of  him, 
that  he  is  second  to  Otway.  Besides  the 
tender  and  delicate  strokes  of  passion, 
there  are  many  shining  and  manly  senti- 
ments in  "Oroonoko;"  and  one  of  the 
greatest  genius's  of  the  present  age,  has 
often  observed,  that  in  the  most  celebrated 
play  of  Shakespear,  so  many  striking 
thoughts,  and  such  a  glow  of  animated 
poetry  cannot  be  furnished.     This  play  is 


so  often  acted,  and  admired,  that  any 
illustration  of  its  beauties  here,  would 
be  entirely  superfluous. — Gibber,  The- 
ophilus, 1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  v, 
p.  330. 

The  repulsive  qualities  of  some  of  those 
characters,  joined  to  the  little  which  has 
been  allotted  for  the  heroine  to  perform, 
have  been  obstacles  to  the  attraction  of 
this  [''Oroonoko"]  drama,  and  it  is 
seldom  acted.  Yet,  some  years  past,  Mr. 
Pope,  in  his  very  first  appearance  upon 
any  stage,  encountered,  and  triumphantly 
overcame,  all  impediments  to  the  favour- 
able reception  of  ''Oroonoko;"  and  made 
the  play  so  impressive,  by  his  talents  in 
the  representation  of  that  character,  that 
for  many  nights  it  drew  to  the  theatre  a 
crowded  audience.  ...  If  any  defect 
can  be  attributed  to  Southern  in  the 
tragic  fable,  either  of  this  play  or  of 
''Isabella,"  it  is,  that  in  the  one,  his  first 
male  character  wants  importance,  and  in 
the  other,  his  principal  female.  Still,  in 
both  plays,  he  makes  his  tale,  a  tale  of 
wo,  though  only  a  single  personage 
becomes  the  object  of  deep  concern. — 
Inchbald,  Mrs.  Elizabeth,  1806-9,  The 
British  Theatre. 

Southern '  s  *  *  Fatal  Discovery, ' '  latterly 
represented  under  the  name  of ' '  Isabella, '' 
is  almost  as  familiar  to  the  lovers  of  our 
theatre  as  "Venice  Preserved"  itself; 
and  for  the  same  reason, — that,  whenever 
an  actress  of  great  tragic  powers  arises, 
the  part  of  Isabella  is  as  fitted  to  exhibit 
them  as  that  of  Belvidera.  The  choice 
and  conduct  of  the  story  are,  however, 
Southern's  chief  merits ;  for  there  is  little 
vigor  in  the  language,  though  it  is  natural, 
and  free  from  the  usual  faults  of  his  age. 
A  similar  character  may  be  given  to  his 
other  tragedy,  **Oroonoko;"  in  which 
Southern  deserves  the  praise  of  having, 
first  of  any  English  writer,  denounced  the 
trafiic  in  slaves,  and  the  cruelties  of  their 
West-Indian  bondage.  The  moral  feeling 
is  high  in  this  tragedy,  and  it  has  some- 
times been  acted  with  a  certain  success ; 
but  the  execution  is  not  that  of  a  superior 
dramatist.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39, 
Introduction  to  the  Literature  cf  Europe, 
pt.  iv,  chap,  vi,  par.  48. 

There  is  not  a  little  of  nature  and 
pathos  in  Southerne.  —Spalding,  William, 
1852-82,  A  History  of  English  Literature, 
p.  298. 
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Neither  the  thoughts  nor  the  style  of 
his  tragedies  rise  above  the  common-place. 
—Arnold,  Thomas,  1868-75,  Chaucer  to 
Wordtwcrth^  p.  314. 

The  flimsy  liveliness  of  his  former 
comedies  failed  him  in  ''Money's  the 
Mistress,"  which  is  trash  too  stupid  to 
have  forced  its  way  to  the  stage,  except 
for  his  previous  dramatic  reputation. — 
Elwin,  Whitwell,  1872,  erf..  The  Works 
cf  Alexander  Pope,  vol.  Vffl,  p.  111,  note. 

The  pathetic  plot  of  this  play  ['Tatal 
Marriage"],  which  is  founded  on  Mrs. 
Behn's  novel  of  ''The  Nun,  or  the  Fair 
Vow-Breaker,"  may  be  described  as  a 
dramatic  treatment  of  the  motive  familiar 
to  modern  readers  from  Tennyson's 
"Enoch  Arden"  and  a  larger  number  of 
other  narrative  or  dramatic  versions  than 
it  would  be  worth  while  to  enumerate. 
After  continuing  to  command  popular 
favour  during  the  life-time  of  its  author, 
this  tragedy  was  in  1757  revived  by 
Qarrick  with  great  success ;  nor  can  we 
wonder  that  it  should  have  suited  the 
highly-sentimental  tastes  of  this  later 
age.  Yet  it  would  be  unjust  to  Southeme, 
and  it  would  obscure  the  continuity  in  the 
history  of  the  English  seventeenth- 
century  drama,  which,  however  partial 
and  imperfect,  should  not  be  overlooked, 
were  we  to  ignore  the  remnant  of 
Elisabethan  intensity  noticeable  in  the 
passage,  where  the  thought  transiently 
occurs  to  Isabella  of  murdering  her  first 
husband  on  his  unexpected  return,  and  in 
the  scene  of  her  lapse  into  madness. 
—Ward,  Adolphus  Wiluam,  1875-99, 
A  History  of  English  Dramatic  Literature, 
vol.  m,  p.  421. 

Southeme  was  a  very  smart  man  of 


business,  and  he  was  the  first  dramatist  in 
England  who  contrived  to  make  a  fortune 
out  of  play-writing.  He  became  justly 
distinguished  as  a  tragic  poet.  He 
rebelled  against  the  rant  and  fustian  of 
the  heroic  playwrights,  and  modelled 
himself  upon  Otway,  whose  tenderness 
is  successfully  reflected  in  his  scenes, 
though  with  some  exaggeration.  His 
blank  verse  runs  easily,  and  owes  some- 
thing to  a  respectful  study  of  Shakespeare ; 
but  we  recognise  that  it  is  in  the  process 
of  fossilising  into  the  dead  dramatic  verse 
of  the  succeeding  century.  Southeme's 
best  plays  were  produced  when  the  Orange 
dramatists  had  completely  come  to  the 
front,  and  he  answers  as  a  tragic  writer 
to  Congreve  as  a  comic  one,  but  with  less 
talent.  .  .  .  His  comedies  are  very 
weak,  and  strained  beyond  the  custom  of 
the  age  with  cynical  indecency. — Gosse, 
Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth 
Century  Literature,  pp.  62,  63. 

C!ongreve's  one  tragedy  is  more  often 
consulted  to  see  what  is  the  context  which 
Johnson  praised  so  highly  than  for  any 
other  reason.  Few  need  go  farther. 
Southerne's  two  masterpieces,  "The  Fatal 
Marriage"  and  "Oroonoko,"  are  perhaps 
more  unknown  still,  despite  the  traditional 
fame  of  great  actresses  in  Isabella  and 
Imoinda,  the  constant  references  in  con- 
temporary and  rather  later  literature  to 
both,  and  the  jokes  made  on  the  unlucky 
second  title  of  "The  Fatal  Marriage." 
They  have  much  less  elegance  of  diction 
than  the  work  of  either  Rowe  or  Congreve, 
but  much  greater  tragic  quality ;  being, 
in  fact,  Otway  a  little  further  prosed. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  His- 
tory  qf  English  Literature^  p.  505. 


Robert  Blair 

1699-1746. 

Robert  Blair ;  Scottish  poet ;  bom  in  Edinburgh,  1699 ;  a  relative  of  Hugh  Blair. 
He  was  ordained  minister  of  Athelstaneford  in  1731.  He  wrote  a  poem  of  undoubted 
merit,  entitled  "The  Grave,"  which  was  not  printed  until  after  his  death.  Died  in 
Athelstaneford,  Feb.  4, 1746.— Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  ed.  1897,  Johnson's  Uni- 
versal Cydopoedia,  vol.  i,  p.  650. 


PERSONAL 

I  got  away  time  enough  next  day  to 
reach  Haddington  before  dinner,  having 
passed  by  Athelstaneford,  where  the 
minister,  Mr.  Robert  Blair,  author  of 
*'The  Grave, "  was  said  to  be  dying  slowly ; 

16B 


or,  at  any  rate,  was  so  austere  and  void 
of  urbanity  as  to  make  him  quite  disagree- 
able to  young  people.  His  wife,  who  was 
in  every  respect  the  opposite  (a  sister  of 
Sheriff  Law),  was  frank  and  open,  and 
uncommonly    handsome;  yet,  even    with 
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her  allurements  and  his  acknowledged 
ability,  his  house  was  unfrequented. — 
Carlyle,  Alexander,  1744-1805-60, 
Autobiography. 

THE  GRAVE 
The  door  of  Death  is  made  of  gold, 
That  mortal  eyes  cannot  behold : 
But,  when  the  mortal  eyes  are  closed. 
And  cold  and  pale  the  limbs  reposed, 
The  soul  awakes,  and,  wondering,  sees 
In  her  mild  hand  the  golden  keys. 
The  grave  is  heaven's  golden  gate, 
And  rich  and  poor  around  it  wait: 
O  Shepherdess  of  England's  fold, 
Behold  this  gate  of  pearl  and  gold ! 
To  dedicate  to  England's  Queen 
The  visions  that  my  soul  has  seen, 
And  by  her  kind  permission  bring 
What  I  have  borne  on  solemn  wing 
From  the  vast  regions  of  the  grave. 
Before  her  throne  my  wings  I  wave. 
Bowing  before  my  sovereign's  feet. 
The  Grave  produced  these  blossoms  sweet. 
In  mild  repose  from  earthly  strife ; 
The  blossoms  of  eternal  life. 

— Blake,  William,  1808,  Dedication  cf 
the  Designs  to  Blaifs  '^Orave"*  to  Queen 
Charlotte. 

The  eighteenth  century  has  produced 
few  specimens  of  blank  verse  of  so 
powerful  and  simple  a  character  as  that 
of  **The  Grave."  It  is  a  popular  poem, 
not  merely  because  it  is  religious,  but 
because  its  language  and  imagery  are 
free,  natural  and  picturesque.  The  latest 
editor  of  the  poets  has,  with  singularly  bad 
taste,  noted  some  of  this  author's  most 
nervous  and  expressive  phrases  as  vulgar- 
isms, among  which  he  reckons  that  of 
friendship  *  *  the  solder  of  society. ' '  Blair 
may  be  a  homely  and  even  a  gloomy  poet 
in  the  eye  of  fastidious  criticism;  but 
there  is  a  masculine  and  pronounced 
character  even  in  his  gloom  and  homeliness 
that  keeps  it  most  distinctly  apart  from 
either  dullness  or  vulgarity.  His  style 
pleases  us  like  the  powerful  expression  of 
a  countenance  without  regular  beauty. — 
Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of 
the  British  Poets. 

A  brawny  contemplative  Orson. — 
Browning,  Elizabeth  Baerett,  1842- 
63,  The  Book  of  the  Poets. 

It  is  a  complete  and  powerful  poem,  of 
limited  design,  but  of  masterly  execution. 
— MiLi^,  Abraham,  1851,  The  lAterature 
and  the  Literary  Men  qf  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland,  vol.  u,  p.  300. 

He  had  found  a  vein  of  rich  and  virgin 


gold ;  he  had  thrown  out  one  mass  of  ore, 
and  was,  as  it  were,  resting  on  his  pickaxe 
ere  recommencing  his  labour,  when  he  was 
smitten  down  by  a  workman  who  never 
rests  nor  slumbers.  Still  let  us  thank- 
fully accept  what  he  had  produced ;  the 
more  as  it  is  so  distinctively  original,  so 
free  from  any  serious  alloy,  and  so  im- 
pressively religious  in  its  spirit  and  tone. 
This  masterpiece  of  Blair's  genius  is  not 
a  great  poem  so  much  as  it  is  a  magnificent 
portion,  fragment,  or  book  of  a  great 
poem.  The  most,  alike  of  its  merits  and 
its  faults,  spring  from  the  fact,  that  it 
keeps  close  to  its  subject — it  daguerreo- 
types its  dreadful  theme. — Gilfillan, 
George,  1854,  ed.,  The  Poetical  Works  rf 
Beattie,  Blair  and  Falconer,  p.  124. 

This  poem  met  with  but  little  attention 
at  first,  but  the  commendation  of  Hervey, 
Pinkerton,  and  others,  brought  it  into 
general  notice.  Of  late  years  it  seems  to 
be  but  little  read.— Allibone,  S.  Austin, 
1854-58,  A  Critical  Dictionary  qf  English 
Literature,  vol.  i,  p.  202. 

It  is  remarkable  for  its  masculine  vigor 
of  thought  and  expression,  and  for  the 
imaginative  solemnity  with  which  it  invests 
the  most  familiar  truths;  and  it  has 
always  been  one  of  our  most  popular 
religious  poems. — Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature  arid  of  the  Engli^  Language, 
vol.  II,  p.  286. 

**The  Grave"  is  a  complete  and  power- 
ful poem,  of  limited  design,  but  masterly 
execution.  The  subject  precluded  much 
originality  of  conception,  but,  at  the  same 
time,  is  recommended  by  its  awful  im- 
portance and  its  universal  application. 
The  style  seems  to  be  formed  upon  that  of 
the  old  sacred  and  puritanical  poets, 
elevated  by  the  author's  admiration  of 
Milton  and  Shakspeare.  There  is  a 
Scottish  Presbyterian  character  about  the 
whole,  relieved  by  occasional  flashes  and 
outbreaks  of  true  genius. — Chambers, 
Robert,  1876,  Cyclopaedia  qf  English 
Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

Blair's  singular  little  poem,  which  has 
perhaps  been  more  widely  read  than  any 
other  poetical  production  of  a  writer  who 
wrote  no  other  poetry,  was,  it  is  said, 
rejected  by  several  London  publishers  on 
the  ground  that  it  was  **too  heavy  for  the 
times. "  As  its  introducer  was  Dr.  Watts, 
it  is  not  likely  that  he  suggested  it  to  any 
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but  serious  members  of  the  trade.  "The 
Grave''  thus  adds  one  to  the  tolerably 
lon^  list  of  books  respecting  the  chances 
of  which  professional  judgment  has  been 
hopelessly  out.  It  acquired  popularity 
almost  as  soon  as  it  was  published,  and 
retained  it  for  at  least  a  century ;  indeed 
its  date  is  not  yet  gone  by  in  certain 
circles.  Long  after  its  author's  death  it 
obtained  an  additional  and  probably  a 
lasting  hold  on  a  new  kind  of  taste  by  the 
fact  of  Blake's  illustrating  it.  The 
artist's  designs  indeed  were,  as  he  ex- 
presses it  in  the  beautiful  Dedication  to 
Queen  Charlotte,  rather  "visions  that  his 
soul  has  seen"  than  representations  of 
anything  directly  contained  in  Blair's 
verse.  But  that  verse  itself  is  by  no 
means  to  be  despised.  Technically  its 
only  fault  is  the  use  and  abuse  of  the 
redundant  syllable.  The  quality  of 
Blair's  blank  verse  is  in  every  respect 
rather  moulded  upon  dramatic  than  upon 
purely  poetical  models,  and  he  shows 
little  trace  of  imitation  either  of  Milton, 
or  of  his  contemporary  Thomson. 
Whether  his  studies — contrary  to  the 
wont  of  Scotch  divines  at  that  time — had 
really  been  much  directed  to  the  drama, 
1  cannot  say;  but  the  perusal  of  his 
poem  certainly  suggests  such  a  conclu- 
sion, not  merely  the  licence  just  men- 
tioned, but  the  generally  declamatory  and 
rhetorical  tone  helping  to  produce  the 
impression.  The  matter  of  the  poem  is 
good.  General  plan  it  has  none,  but  in 
so  short  a  composition  a  general  plan  is 
hardly  wanted.  It  aboundis  with  forci- 
ble and  original  ideas  expressed  in  vig- 
orous and  unconventional  phraseology, 
nor  is  it  likely  nowadays  that  this 
phraseology  will  strike  readers,  as  it 
struck  the  delicate  critics  of  the  eight- 
eenth century,  as  being  "vulgar."  Vig- 
orous single  lines  are  numerous;  and 
it  is  at  least  as  much  a  tribute  to  the 
vigour  of  the  poem  as  to  its  popularity, 
that  many  of  its  phrases  have  worked 
their  way  into  current  speech. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed. 
Ward,  vol.  m,  p.  217. 

The  "Grave"  was  the  fi^st  and  best  of 
a  whole  series  of  mortuary  poems.  In 
spite  of  the  epigrams  of  conflicting 
partisans,  "Night  Thoughts"  must  be 
considered  as  contemporaneous  with  it, 
and  neither  preceding  nor  following  it. 


There  can  be  no  doubt,  however,  that  the 
success  of  Blair  encouraged  Young  to 
persevere  in  his  far  longer  and  more 
laborious  undertaking.  Blair's  verse  is 
less  rhetorical,  more  exquisite,  than 
Young's,  and,  indeed,  his  relation  to  that 
writer,  though  too  striking  to  be  over- 
looked, is  superficial.  He  forms  a  con- 
necting link  between  Otway  and  Crabbe, 
who  are  his  nearest  poetical  kinsmen.  His 
one  poem,  the  "Grave,"  contains  seven 
hundred  and  sixty-seven  lines  of  blank 
verse.  It  is  very  unequal  in  merit,  but 
supports  the  examination  of  modern 
criticism  far  better  than  most  productions 
of  the  second  quarter  of  the  eighteenth 
century.  As  philosophical  literature  it  is 
quite  without  value ;  and  it  adds  nothing 
to  theology ;  it  rests  solely  upon  its  merit 
as  romantic  poetry. — GossE,  Edmund, 
1886,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
voL  v,  p.  165. 

The  choice  of  such  a  subject  as  the 
grave  does  not  necessarily  imply  anything 
morbid  in  the  treatment ;  but  it  must  be 
admitted  that  there  is  a  morbid  element 
in  Blair's  poem.  He  has  no  reticence 
about  the  worm  that  surfeits  on  the 
damask  cheek  of  beauty,  about  the  awful 
pangs  attending  the  strong  man's  dissolu- 
tion, or  about  the  all-devouring  appetite 
of  the  ''great  maneater ;"  and  he  has  been 
praised,  most  injudiciously,  for  being  so 
out-spoken.  Shakespeare  has  used  much 
the  same  images;  but  a  comparison  of 
Blair  with  the  parts  of  *  *  Hamlet' '  and 
"Measure  for  Measure,"  which  he 
evidently  had  in  his  mind  in  more  passages 
than  one,  shows  at  once  what  a  change 
the  stronger  imagination  has  worked,  how 
much  more  skillful  in  the  execution,  how 
much  deeper  the  moral,  how  widely- 
different  in  consequence  the  work  of  the 
two  poets.  Yet  Blair  has  learnt  not  a 
little,  and  often  has  learnt  well,  from  his 
master ;  and  it  is  to  his  honour  that  he,  a 
Scotch  clergyman  of  a  century  and  a  half 
ago,  is  found  imitating  him  at  all.  Often 
his  lines  sound  simply  like  distant  echoes 
of  Shakespearean  lines;  but  sometimes 
there  is  originality  combined  with  a  con- 
siderable share  of  Shakespeare's  strength. 
And  this  is  Blair's  highest  praise.  At 
his  best  he  shows  a  masculine  vigour  of 
language  and  an  austere  dignity  of 
imagination  more  than  sufficient  to  atone 
for  the  harshness  of  his  verse,  marred. 
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najT,  almost  mined,  as  it  is  by  the  abase 
of  the  hypermetrical  line.  That  there  is 
virtue  in  the  poem  is  proved  by  its  rich- 
ness in  quotable  and  often-quoted  lines — 
a  feature  which  may  be  taken  as  one  of 
the  tests  of  good  work. — ^Walker,  Hugh, 
1893,  Three  CerUuries  eg  Scottish  LUera- 
ture,  vol.  II,  p.  92. 


Robert  Blair's  dull  poem  of  "The 
Grave. "— Beooke,  Stoppord  A.,  1896, 
Ehtglish  Literature,  p.  213 

Pregnant  with  suggestions  that  sieze  the 
imagination,  and  appeal  alike  to  the  intel- 
lect and  the  heart.  The  brevity  of  the  piece 
is  in  it^  favour ;  there  is  not  a  line  that  flags 
—Dennis,  John,  1894,  TheAgecfPope,p.9A. 


Francis  Hntclieson 

1694-1746. 

A  distinguished  philosopher  of  last  century,  was  the  son  of  a  Presbyterian  minister 
in  the  n.  of  Ireland,  where  he  was  bom  in  1694.  He  studied  for  the  church  at  the 
university  of  Glasgow,  but  shortly  after  the  completion  of  his  theological  course,  he 
was  induced  to  open  a  private  academy  in  the  city  of  Dublin,  which  proved  highly 
successful.  In  1720  he  published  his  ''Inquiry  into  the  Original  of  our  Ideas  of  Beauty 
and  Virtue,''  etc.,  which  was  the  means  of  introducing  him  to  the  notice  of  many 
influential  personages,  such  as  lord  Granville,  then  lord-lieutenant  of  Ireland,  arch- 
bishop King,  primate  Boulter,  and  others.  This  work  was  followed,  in  1728,  by  his 
''Essay  on  the  Nature  and  Conduct  of  the  Passions;"  and  in  the  year  after,  he  was 
appointed  professor  of  moral  philosophy  in  the  university  of  Glasgow.  Here  he  died 
in  1747.  His  largest  and  most  important  works,  "A  System  of  Moral  Philosophy,'' 
was  published  at  Glasgow  in  1775  by  his  son,  Francis  Hutcheson,  M.  D.,  with  a  preface 
on  the  life,  writings,  and  character  of  the  author,  by  Dr.  Leechman,  professor  of 
divinity  in  the  same  university. — Peck,  Henry  Thurston,  ed.  1898,  The  International 
Cyclopcediay  vol.  vii.  p.  719. 


PERSONAL 

He  was  a  good-looking  man,  of  an 
engaging  countenance.  He  delivered  his 
lectures  without  notes,  walking  backwards 
and  forwards  in  the  area  of  his  room. 
As  his  elocution  was  good,  and  his  voice 
and  manner  pleasing,  he  raised  the  atten- 
tion of  his  hearers  at  all  times ;  and  when 
the  subject  led  him  to  explain  and  enforce 
the  moral  virtues  and  duties,  he  displayed 
a  fervent  and  persuasive  eloquence  which 
was  irresistible.  Besides  the  lectures  he 
gave  through  the  week,  he,  every  Sunday 
at  six  o'clock,  opened  his  class-room  to 
whoever  chose  to  attend,  when  he  de- 
livered a  set  of  lectures  on  "Grotius 
de  veritate Religionis  Christianas,"  which, 
though  learned  and  ingenious,  were 
adapted  to  every  capacity;  for  on  that 
evening  he  expected  to  be  attended,  not 
only  by  students,  but  by  many  of  the 
people  of  the  city ;  and  he  was  not  disap- 
pointed, for  this  free  lecture  always  drew 
crowds  of  attendants. —Carlyle,  Alex- 
ander, 1744-1805-60,  Autobiography. 

He  was  all  benevolence  and  affection, 
none  who  saw  him  could  doubt  of  it ;  his 
air  and  countenance  bespoke  it.  It  was 
to  43uch  a  degree  his  prevailing  temper 
that  it  gave  a  tincture  to  his  writings. 


which  were  perhaps  as  much  dictated  by 
his  heart  as  his  head ;  and  if  there  was 
any  need  of  an  apology  for  the  stress  that 
in  his  scheme  seems  to  be  laid  upon  the 
friendly  and  public  affections,  the  pre- 
valence of  them  in  his  own  temper  would 
at  least  form  an  amiable  one. 
If  any  one  should  wish  to  know  anything 
about  Dr.  Hutcheson's  external  form,  it 
may  be  said  it  was  an  image  of  his  mind. 
A  stature  above  middle  size,  a  gesture 
and  manner  negligent  and  easy,  but  decent 
and  manly,  gave  a  dignity  to  his  appear- 
ance. His  complexion  was  fair  and 
sanguine,  and  his  features  regular.  His 
countenance  and  look  bespoke  sense, 
spirit,  kindness,  and  joy  of  heart.  His 
whole  person  and  manner  raised  a  strong 
prejudice  in  his  favour  at  first  sight. — 
Leechman,  William,  1755,  A  System  cf 
Moral  Philosophy,  Life. 

In  the  contingent  which  the  Schools 
have  furnished  to  the  advance-guard  of 
human  knowledge,  there  are  many  greater 
figures  than  Francis  Hutcheson's ;  but  few 
that  are  more  attractive,  more  complete 
in  symmetry,  more  noble  in  sincerity  of 
nature :  what  he  thought,  he  loved ;  what 
he  taught,  he  was.  A  generous  philosophy 
became  in  him  a  generous   personality. 


FRANCIS  HUTCHESON 


245 


With  an  enthusiasm  for  truth  and  good- 
ness, unalloyed  by  the  scholar's  fault  of 
jealous  property  in  ideas;  with  a  contempt 
for  nothing  but  meanness,  vice,  and 
wrong;  with  a  transparent  unreserve, 
neither  ashamed  of  an  honest  admiration, 
nor  afraid  to  avow  a  righteous  anger ;  he 
drew  forth  what  was  best  in  others  by 
simple  self-expression;  and  by  the  total 
absence  of  pretension  rendered  personal 
dislike  impossible;  except  with  those  to 
whose  narrowness  of  heart  and  mind  his 
very  presence  was  a  rebuke. — Martineau, 
James,  1885,  Types  qfEOdcal  Theory ^  vol. 
u,  p.  483. 

Francis  Hutcheson  seems  to  have  been 
noted,  even  in  his  earliest  years,  for  the 
same  sweetness  of  disposition,  the  same 
unselfishness,  and  the  same  keen  intel- 
lectual activity  that  marked  him  through- 
out life.  .  .  .  His  outward  aspect 
did  not  belie  his  disposition.  Tall  and 
robust  of  figure,  with  an  open  and  bright 
countenance,  with  a  carriage  negligent 
but  easy,  with  unimpaired  health,  and  the 
subtle  charm  of  absolute  simplicity,  he 
made  his  way  to  the  hearts  of  his  hearers 
with  consummate  ease.  .  .  .  For 
the  function  of  public  lecturer  he  was 
eminently  fitted,  not  by  his  gift  of 
eloquence  alone,  but  by  the  electric  power 
of  a  quick  and  ready  enthusiasm.  To  the 
last  he  refused  to  write  his  lectures,  and 
delivered  them  without  notes,  ** walking," 
as  we  are  told  by  Dr.  Carlyle,  ''backwards 
and  forwards  in  the  area  of  his  room.'' 
His  temper  was  quick,  but  so 
well  under  control  that  its  vivacity  only 
added  to  his  charm. — Craik,  Sir  Henry, 
1901,  A  Century  cf  Scottish  History^  vol. 
II,  pp.  175,  182,  183. 

GENERAL 

Dr.  Hutcheson  had  the  merit  of  being 
the  first  who  distinguished  with  any 
degree  of  precision  in  what  respect  all 
moral  distinctions  may  be  said  to  arise 
from  reason,  and  in  what  respect  they  are 
founded  upon  immediate  sense  and  feeling. 
In  his  illustrations  upon  the  moral  sense 
he  has  explained  this  so  fully,  and,  in  my 
opinion,  so  unanswerably,  that,  if  any 
controversy  is  still  kept  up  about  this 
subject,  I  can  impute  it  to  nothing,  but 
either  to  inattention  to  what  that  gentle- 
man has  written,  or  to  a  superstitious 
attachment  to  certain  forms  of  expression, 
—a  weakness  not  very  uncommon  among 


the  learned,  especially  in  subjects  so  deeply 
interesting  as  the  present,  in  which  a  man 
of  virtue  is  often  loath  to  abandon,  even 
the  propriety  of  a  single  phrase  which  he 
has  been  accustomed  to. — Smith,  Adam, 
1759-90,  The  Theory  (f  Moral  Sentiments, 
pt.  vii,  sec.  iii. 

His  great  and  deserved  fame,  however, 
rests  now  chiefly  on  the  traditionary 
history  of  his  academical  lectures,  which 
appear  to  have  contributed  very  power- 
fully to  diffuse,  in  Scotland,  that  taste  for 
analytical  discussion,  and  that  spirit  of 
liberal  inquiry,  to  which  the  world  is 
indebted  for  some  of  the  most  valuable 
productions  of  the  eighteenth  century. — 
Stewart  Dugald,  1811,  Account  cf  the 
Life  and  Writings  qf  Adam  Smithy  note. 

Butler  and  Hutcheson  coincided  in  the 
two  important  positions,  that  disinterested 
affections,  and  a  distinct  moral  faculty, 
are  essential  parts  of  human  nature. 
Hutcheson  is  a  chaste  and  simple  writer, 
who  imbibed  the  opinions  without  the 
literary  faults  of  his  master,  Shaftesbury. 
He  has  a  clearness  of  expression,  and 
fulness  of  illustration,  which  are  wanting 
in  Butler.  But  he  is  inferior  to  both 
these  writers  in  the  appearance  at  least 
of  originality,  and  to  Butler  especially  in 
that  philosophical  courage  which,  when 
it  discovers  the  fountains  of  truth  and 
falsehood,  leaves  others  to  follow  the 
streams.  .  .  .  Hutcheson  was  the 
father  of  the  modem  school  of  speculative 
philosophy  in  Scotland.— Mackintosh,  Sir 
James,  1830,  Second  Preliminary  Disser- 
tation to  Encyclopedia  Britannica. 

Butler  was  a  preacher,  and  Shaftesbury 
a  man  of  the  world,  while  Hutcheson  was 
a  metaphysician  by  profession.  It  is  not 
remarkable,  therefore,  that  the  doctrine, 
which  the  two  former  merely  indicated, 
should  have  received  from  the  latter  a 
full  development  under  a  precise  and 
philosophic  form.  Shaftesbury  and  Butler 
suggested  the  idea,  Hutcheson  formed  the 
system,  of  the  moral  sense. — Jouffroy, 
Theodore  Simon,  1840-60,  Introduction 
to  Ethics,  tr,  Channing. 

His  Lectures,  which,  by  their  copious 
illustrations,  their  amiable  tone  of  feeling, 
their  enlightened  views  of  liberty  and 
human  improvement,  and  their  persuasive 
eloquence,  made  a  deeper  impression  than 
the  more  severe  and  dry  compositions  of 
Butler  could   ever  create,  and  laid  the 
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foundation  in  Scotland  of  the  modern 
ethical  school.— Brougham,  Henry  Lord, 
1845-57,  Lives  cf  Philosophers  qf  Oie  Time 
qf  George  lILy  p.  166. 

And  this  leads  to  what  was  his  most 
vital  experience  in  college.  The  more 
his  character  and  mind  matured,  the  more 
earnestly  did  he  devote  himself  to  aspira- 
tions after  moral  greatness.  He  read  with 
delight  the  Stoics,  and  was  profoundly 
moved  by  the  stem  purity  which  they 
inculcated.  But  the  two  authors  who  most 
served  to  guide  his  thoughts  at  this  period 
were  Hutcheson  and  Ferguson.  It  was 
while  reading,  one  day,  in  the  former, 
some  of  the  various  passages  in  which  he 
asserts  man's  capacity  for  disinterested 
affection,  and  considers  virtue  as  the 
sacrifice  of  private  interests  and  the  bear- 
ing of  private  evils  for  the  public  good, 
or  as  self-devotion  to  absolute,  universal 
good,  that  there  suddenly  burst  upon  his 
mind  that  view  of  the  dignity  of  human 
nature,  which  was  ever  after  to  ''uphold 
and  cherish"  him,  and  thenceforth  to  be 
''the  fountain  light  of  all  his  day,  the 
master  light  of  all  his  seeing."  He  was, 
at  the  time,  walking  as  he  read,  beneath 
a  clump  of  willows  yet  standing  in  the 
meadow  a  little  to  the  north  of  Judge 
Dana's.  This  was  his  favorite  retreat  for 
study,  being  then  quite  undisturbed  and 
private,  and  offering  a  most  serene  and 
cheerful  prosp'ect  across  green  meadows 
and  the  glistening  river  to  the  Brookline 
hills.  The  place  and  the  hour  were  always 
sacred  in  his  memory,  and  he  frequently 
referred  to  them  with  grateful  awe.  It 
seemed  to  him,  that  he  then  passed 
through  a  new  spiritual  birth,  and  entered 
upon  the  day  of  eternal  peace  and 
joy.— Channing,  Wiluam  Henry,  1848, 
Memoir  qf  WiUiam  ESIery  Channing,  vol. 
I,  p.  63. 

Meanwhile  Philosophy  had  distinguished 
votaries,  with  Butler  at  their  head.  .  .  . 
Much  inferior  in  power  as  well  as  in 
clearness,  but  still  useful,  in  the  same 
field,  was  Hutcheson,  an  Irishman  who 
taught  in  Glasgow,  and  who  has  sometimes 
been  called  the  founder  of  the  Scottish 
school  of  mental  science. — Spalding, 
Wiluam,  1852-82,  A  History  (f  English 
Literature,  p.  330. 

The  beginning  of  the  great  secular 
philosophy  of  Scotland  is  undoubtedly  due 
to  Francis  Hutcheson.    ...     By  his 


lectures,  and  by  his  works,  he  diffused  a 
taste  for  bold  inquiries  into  subjects  of 
the  deepest  importance,  but  concerning 
which  it  had  previously  been  supposed 
nothing  fresh  was  to  be  learned;  the 
Scotch  having  hitherto  been  taught,  that 
all  truths  respecting  our  own  nature, 
which  were  essential  to  be  known,  had 
been  already  revealed.  Hutcheson,  how- 
ever, did  not  fear  to  construct  a  system 
of  morals  according  to  a  plan  secular,  and 
no  example  of  which  had  been  exhibited 
in  Scotland  before  his  time.  The  prin- 
ciples from  which  he  started,  were  not 
theological,  but  metaphysical.  They 
were  collected,  from  what  he  deemed  the 
natural  constitution  of  the  mind,  instead  of 
being  collected  as  heretofore,  from  what 
had  been  supematurally  communicated. 
He,  therefore,  shifted  the  field  of  study. 
Though  he  was  a  firm  believer  in  revela- 
tion, he  held  that  the  best  rules  of 
conduct  could  be  ascertained  without  its 
assistance,  and  could  be  arrived  at  by  the 
unaided  wit  of  man;  and  that,  when 
arrived  at,  they  were,  in  their  aggregate, 
to  be  respected  as  the  Law  of  Nature. 
This  confidence  in  the  power  of  the  human 
understanding  was  altogether  new  in 
Scotland,  and  its  appearance  forms  an 
epoch  in  the  national  literature.  .  .  . 
With  a  noble  and  lofty  aim  did  he  under- 
take his  task.  Venerating  the  human 
mind,  he  was  bent  on  vindicating  its 
dignity  sCgainst  those  who  disputed  its 
titles.  Unhappily,  he  could  not  succeed ; 
the  prejudices  of  his  time  were  too  strong. 
Still,  he  did  all  that  was  in  his  power. 
He  opposed  the  tide  which  he  was  unable 
to  stem;  he  attacked  what  it  was 
impossible  to  destroy. — Buckle,  Henry 
Thomas,  1862-66,  History  cf  Civilizatim 
in  England,  vol.  iii,  pp.  292,  298. 

His  style  was  copious  and  glowing.  He 
tries  to  engage  the  attention  of  the  reader 
by  great  abundance  of  examples  and  com- 
parisons.—Minto,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature^  p.  430. 

The  metaphysical  doctrines  which  con- 
nect Hutcheson  with  the  so-called  Scottish 
school,  and  which  justify  his  being  con- 
sidered the  precursor  of  Reid,  are  the 
circumstance  that  he  anticipated  Reid  in 
his  dissent  from  Locke,  and  used  the  term 
suggestion  in  the  same  import  in  which 
Reid  employs  it  in  his  Inquiry.  .  .  . 
Hutcheson  also  shows  his  independence  of 
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Locke  in  his  doctrines  of  axioms. — 
Porter,  Noah,  1874,  Philosophy  in  Great 
Britain  and  America,  Ueberweg's  History 
(f  Philosophy,  vol.  ii,  pp.  392,  393. 

Hntcheson's  works  got  fit  audience  in 
his  own  day,  but  did  not  continue  to  be  read 
much  after  his  death.  In  his  mode  and 
manner  of  writing  he  is  evidently  indebted 
to  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne,  such  as 
Shaftesbury,  Bolingbroke,  Pope,  and  Swift, 
who  were  Frenchifying  the  English 
tongue,  polishing  away  at  once  its  rough- 
ness and  its  vigor,  introducing  the 
French  clearness  of  expression,  and,  we 
may  add,  the  French  morals.  Hutcheson 
has  their  clearness,  but  is  without  their 
liveliness  and  wit.  His  style  is  like  a 
well-fenced,  level  country,  in  which  we 
are  weary  walking  for  any  length  of  time ; 
it  is  not  relished  by  those  who  prefer 
elevations  and  depressions,  and  is  disliked 
by  those  who  have  a  passion  for  mountains 
and  passes.  He  ever  maintains  a  high 
moral  tone ;  but  it  is  doubtful  whether  he 
has  retained  for  morality  a  sufficiently 
deep  foundation.  His  philosophy  is  un- 
doubtedly an  advance  upon  that  of  Locke, 
and  rises  unmeasurably  above  that  of 
those  professed  followers  of  Locke  in 
England  and  France,  who  in  the  days  of 
Hutcheson  were  leaving  out  Locke's 
reflection,  and  deriving  all  man's  ideas 
from  sensation,  and  all  his  motives  from 
pleasures  and  pains.  His  view  of  the 
moral  faculty  is  correct  so  far  as  it  goes. 
.  .  .  His  view  of  the  moral  power 
falls  greatly  beneath  that  of  the  great 
English  moralists  of  the  previous  century, 
and  below  that  of  the  school  of  Clarke  in 
his  own  day. — McCosh,  James,  1875,  The 
Scottish  Philosophy y  p.  84. 

His  writings  must  have  powerfully  aided 
the  tendency  to  detach  ethics  from  the- 
logy,  and  to  treat  questions  of  morality 
as  an  independent  branch  of  investigation, 
capable  of  a  methodical  and  scientific 
handling.  Hutcheson's  professional  and 
ecclesiastical  position  was  calculated  to 
lend  great  weight  to  his  example  in  a 
matter  of  this  kind.  .  .  .  Hutcheson 
did  more  than,  perhaps,  any  preceding 
moralist  towards  supplying  an  adequate 
expression  for  the  moral  criterion  of 
actions,  affections,  and  characters.  His 
writings,  together  with  those  of  Shaftes- 
buiy  and  Home,  undoubtedly  pave  the  way 
for  the  general  reception,  towards  the  end 


of  the  century,  of  what  is  now  called 
Utilitarianism.  Whether  that  theory 
provides  a  sufficient  guide  and  test  of 
action  will  always,  perhaps,  be  open  to 
some  dispute.  But  it  cannot  be  ques- 
tioned, I  think,  that  Hutcheson  occupies 
an  important  place  in  its  history. 
Shaftesbury  and  Hutcheson  do  not  stand 
in  the  first  rank  of  philosophers.  Neither 
in  the  roll  of  fame  nor  in  that  of  merit,  do 
they  compete  with  Bacon,  Hobbes,  Locke, 
Berkeley,  Hume,  Descartes,  Spinoza,  or 
Kant.  But,  in  the  history  of  literature 
and  philosophy,  as  in  that  of  war  and 
politics,  posterity  is  often  unjust  to  names 
of  secondary  importance,  and  is  apt  to 
pass  over  considerable  services,  because 
the  recollection  of  them  is  not  associated 
with  that  of  illustrious  persons.  In  the 
foregoing  pages  I  have  endeavoured  to 
repair  this  injustice  in  the  case  of  two 
of  our  own  countrymen,  without  whose 
intervention  the  development  of  at  least 
one  branch  of  philosophy  in  English  might 
have  been  deprived  of  many  of  the  most 
characteristic  features  which  we  now 
recognize  in  it.  —Fowler,  Thomas,  1882, 
Shaftesbury  and  Hutcheson  (English  Phi- 
losophers), pp.  238,  239. 

The  moral  sense  is  his  equivalent  to 
Butler's  conscience,  although  his  opti- 
mism gives  a  very  different  character 
to  the  resulting  doctrine.  The  chief 
use  of  the  faculty  is  to  afiirm  the  utili- 
tarian criterion,  and  he  was  appar- 
ently the  first  writer  to  use  Bentham's 
phrase,  ''The  greatest  happiness  of  the 
greatest  number."  He  may  be  thus 
classed  as  one  of  the  first  exponents 
of  a  decided  utilitarianism  as  distin- 
guished from  ** egoistic  hedonism."  The 
essence  of  his  teaching  is  given  in 
his  early  essays,  though  more  elabor- 
ately worked  out  in  the  posthumous  **  sys- 
tem," where  he  developes  a  cumbrous 
psychology  of  ** internal  senses."  In 
metaphysics  Hutcheson  was,  in  the  main, 
a  follower  of  Locke ;  but  his  ethical  writ- 
ings constitute  his  chief  claim  to  recollec- 
tion. They  did  much  to  promote  a  psy- 
chological study  of  the  moral  faculties, 
though  his  analysis  is  superficial,  and  he 
is  apt  to  avoid  fundamental  difficulties. 
His  theology  differs  little  from  the 
optimistic  deism  of  his  day. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1891,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy,  vol.  xxvni,  p.  334. 
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1674-1748. 

Born,  at  Southampton,  17  July  1674.  Educated  at  Southampton  Grammar  School, 
till  1690.  At  Dissenters'  school  in  London,  1690-93.  Private  tutor  in  family  of  Sir 
John  Hartopp,  at  Stoke  Newington,  1696-1702.  Assistant  to  Independent  Atinister  at 
Mark  Lane,  1698;  Ordained  Minister,  Mar ch;i702.  Severe  illness,  1703  and  1712.  Lived 
in  house  of  Sir  Thomas  Abney,  at  Theobalds,  1712-48.  D.  D.,  Edinburgh,  and  Aberdeen, 
1728.  Died,  at  Theobalds,  25  Nov.  1748.  Buried  in  Bunhill  Fields.  Works :  * '  Hor» 
Lyricae,"  1706;  "Essay  against  Uncharitableness''  (anon.),  1707;  "A  Sermon," 
1707;  "Hymns  and  Spiritual  Songs,"  1707;  "Orthodoxy  and  Charity  United," 
(anon.),  1707;  "Guide  to  Prayer,"  1715;  "The  Psalms  of  David,"  1719;  "Divine 
and  Moral  Songs,"  1720;  "The  Art  of  Reading  and  Writing  English,"  1721; 
"Sermons  on  Various  Subjects"  (3  vols.),  1721-23;  "The  Christian  Doctrine  of  the 
Trinity  .  .  .  asserted,"  1722;  "Death  and  Heaven,"  1722;  "The  Arian  invited 
to  the  Orthodox  Faith,"  1724;  "Three  Dissertations  relating  to  the  Christian 
Doctrine  of  the  Trinity,"  1724;  "Logick,"  1725;  "The  Knowledge  of  the  Heavens 
and  Elarth  made  easy,"  1726;  "Defense  against  the  temptation  to  Self-Murther," 
1726;  "The  Religious  Improvement  of  Publick  Events,"  1727;  "Essay  towards  the 
Encouragement  of  Charity  Schools,"  1728;  "Prayers  composed  for  the  use  .  .  . 
of  Children,"  1728;  "Treatise  on  the  Love  of  God,"  1729;  "Catechisms  for 
Children,"  1730;  "Humble  attempt  toward  the  revival  of  Practical  Religion,"  1731 ; 
"The  Strength  and  Weakness  of  Human  Reason"  (anon.),  1731;  "Essay  towards  a 
Ptoof  of  a  Separate  State  of  Souls,"  1732;  "Short  View  of  the  Whole  Scripture  His- 
tory," 1732;  "Essay  on  the  Freedom  of  Will,"  1732;  "Philosophical  Essays,"  1733; 
"Reliquiae  Juveniles,"  1734;  "The  Redeemer  and  the  Sanctifier"  (anon.),  1736; 
"The  Holiness  of  Times,  Places  and  People,"  1738;  "The  World  to  Come,"  1738; 
"A  New  Essay  on  Civil  Power  in  Things  Sacred"  (anon.),  1739;  "Essay  on  the  Ruin 
and  Recovery  of  Mankind,"  1740;  "Improvement  of  the  Mind,"  1741;  "A  Faithful 
Enquiry  after  the  .  .  .  Doctrine  of  the  Trinity"  (anon.),  1745;  "Glory  of  Christ 
as  God-Man  Unveiled"  (anon.),  1746;  "Useful  and  Important  Questions  concerning 
Jesus"  (anon.),  1746;  "Evangelical  Discourses,"  1747;  "The  Rational  Foundation 
of  a  Christian  Church,"  1747.  Posthumous:  "Nine  Sermons  preached  . 
1718-19," ed.  by  P.  J.  Smith,  1812.  CoUeded  Works:  in  6 vols.,  1810-11.  Life:  by 
T.  Milner,  1834. — Sharp,  R.  f  arquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  cf  English  AvJthors, 
p.  294. 


PERSONAL 

We  here  commit  to  the  ground  the  ven- 
erable remains  of  one,  who  being  intrusted 
with  many  excellent  talents  by  him  who 
is  the  giver  of  every  good  and  perfect 
gift,  cheerfully  and  unweariedly  employed 
them  as  a  faithful  steward  of  the  manifold 
grace  of  God  in  his  Master's  service, 
approving  himself  as  a  minister  of  Christ 
in  much  patience,  in, afflictions,  and  dis- 
tress, by  pureness,  by  knowledge,  by 
long-suffering,  by  kin(kess,  by  love  un- 
feigned, by  the  word  of  truth,  by  the 
armour  of  righteousness,  by  honour  and 
dishonour,  by  evil  report  and  good  report 
and  who,  amidst  trials  from  within  and 
from  without,  was  continued  by  the  kind 
providence  of  God,  and  the  powerful  sup- 
ports of  his  grace  to  a  good  old  age,  hon- 
oured and  beloved  by  all  parties,  retain- 
ing his  usefulness  till  he  had  just  finished 


his  course,  and  being  at  last  favoured, 
according  to  his  own  wishes  and  prayers, 
with  a  release  from  the  labours  of  life 
into  that  peaceful  state  of  good  men, 
which  commences  immediately  after 
death.  0  how  delightful  is  that  voice 
from  heaven  which  has  thus  pronounced, 
''Blessed  are  the  dead  who  die  in  the 
lord,  yea,  saith  the  Spirit,  that  they  may 
rest  from  their  labours,  and  their  works 
follow  them."— Chandler,  Samuel,  1748, 
Funeral  Sermon. 

By  his  natural  temper  he  was  quick  of 
resentment;  but  by  his  established  and 
habitual  practice  he  was  gentle,  modest, 
and  inoffensive.  His  tenderness  appeared 
in  his  attention  to  children  and  to  the 
poor.  To  the  poor,  while  he  lived  in  the 
family  of  his  friend,  he  allowed  the  third 
part  of  his  annual  revenue,  though  the 
whole  was  not  a  hundred  a  year ;  and  for 
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the  children  he  condescended  to  lay  aside 
the  scholar,  the  philosopher,  and  the  wit, 
to  write  little  poems  of  devotion,  and  sys- 
tems of  instruction,  adapted  to  their  wants 
and  capacities,  from  the  dawn  of  reason, 
through  its  gradations  of  advance  in  the 
morning  of  life. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  WaUs,  Lives  qf  the  Eagl%$k 
Poets. 

His  statnre  was  beneath  the  common 
standard,  perhaps  not  above  five  feet,  or 
at  most  five  feet  two  inches,  but  without 
any  thing  like  deformity  in  his  frame. 
His  body  was  spare  and  lean,  his  face 
oval,  his  nose  acquiline,his  complexion  fair 
and  pale,  his  forehead  low,  his  cheek 
bones  rather  prominent,  but  his  counte- 
nance on  the  whole  by  no  means  disagreea- 
ble, his  eyes  were  small  and  grey,  and 
whenever  he  was  attentive  or  eager,  amaz- 
ingly piercing  and  expressive,  his  voice 
was  rather  too  fine  and  slender,  at  least 
it  would  have  been  thought  so,  if  he  had 
been  of  a  larger  mould,  but  it  was  regular, 
audible,  and  pleasant. — Gibbons,  Thomas, 
1780,  Memmr  qf  Dr.  Isaac  Watts,  p.  322. 

In  reviewing  these  discourses  it  may  be 
justly  remarked,  that  they  possess  uncom- 
mon excellence,  and  in  some  respects, 
notwithstanding  the  many  volumes  of  ser- 
mons since  published,  have  never  been 
exceeded,  or  even  equalled.  The  beau- 
tiful perspicuity  and  simplicity  of  their 
style  renders  them  familiar  to  the  meanest 
capacities.  Their  originality  of  thought, 
and  the  happy  illustrations  that  abound  in 
them,  discover  the  genius  of  the  writer ; 
but  the  fervour  of  his  exhortations,  his 
close  addresses  to  the  conscience,  and  the 
rich  veins  of  evangelical  truth  and  chris- 
tian experience  in  every  discourse,  shew 
the  christian  divine  in  full  proportion. 
The  only  thing  that  can  be  justly  objected 
to  is,  that  they  contain  redundancies  of 
expression,  and  some  slight  inaccuracies, 
not  exactly  conformable  to  the  critical 
taste  of  the  present  age.  It  is  to  be 
remembered,  however,  that  they  were 
written  or  revised  in  the  chamber  of  sick- 
ness ;  many  of  them  perhaps  with  an  ach- 
ing head,  and  a  trembling  hand.  If  they 
do  not,  in  general,  smell  of  the  lamp  of 
study  so  much  as  some  productions  of  the 
present  age,  they  partake  more  of  the 
holy  unction  of  tiie  gospel. — Burder, 
George.  1810,  ed.,  The  Works  qf  Isaac 
WattSf  Memoir^  vol.  i,  p.  xx. 


No  circumstance,  either  public  or  pri- 
vate, tended  to  provoke  in  him  any  angry 
or  acrimonious  feelings.  Strongly  as  he 
was  attached  to  the  general  principle  of 
nonconformity,  there  was  no  bitterness  in 
his  dissent ;  he  lived  not  only  in  charity 
with  all  men,  but  on  terms  of  good  will 
and  friendship  with  some  of  the  most  emi- 
nent of  the  clergy.  All  parties  agreed 
in  rendering  justice  to  the  benignity  of 
his  disposition,  the  usefulness  of  his 
labours,  and  the  purity  of  his  life. — 
SouTHEY,  Robert,  1834,  L\fe  of  Isaac 
Watts,  p.  19. 

We  know  little  of  the  mother  of  Dr. 
Watts,  beyond  this  simple  but  touching 
record,  and  that  she  was  an  excellent 
woman,  who,  like  her  son,  would  seem  to 
have  had  a  taste  for  poetic  numbers ;  for 
it  is  told  of  her,  that  when  her  husband 
kept  a  school  at  Southampton,  she  used  to 
encourage  the  boys  after  their  lessons  to 
write  verses,  and  that  she  used  to  give 
those  who  did  so  a  farthing  as  a  reward. 
Her  own  boy  would  seem  to  have  been  a 
little  touched  on  this  point  with  something 
of  becoming  zeal  for  the  poet's  honour, 

for  his  early  composition  was  this : — 
"I  write  not  for  a  farthing,  bat  to  try 
How  I  yonr  farthing  writers  can  defy.** 

—Ellis,    Sarah    Stickney,     1859-83, 
Mothers  of  Great  Men,  Second  ed.,  p  293. 

In  the  nave  of  Westminster  Abbey,  the 
last  resting-place  of  so  many  kings, 
queens,  poets,  artists,  divines,  and  philoso- 
phers, we*saw  a  little  tablet  of  white  mar- 
ble, sacred  to  the  memory  of  Dr.  Watts. 
On  its  front  is  a  figure  of  Watts  sitting 
on  a  stool,  apparently  lost  in  deep  thought 
and  meditation.  In  one  hand  he  holds  a 
pen,  and  with  the  other  points  to  a  celes- 
tial globe,  while  an  angel  seems  opening 
to  his  enraptured  senses  the  ''wonders  of 
creation."  A  bust  of  the  great  divine 
rests  upon  the  monument,  and  below 
are  the  words,  ''Isaac  Watts,  D.  D.,  born 
July  17,  1674,  died  November  25, 1748.'' 
—Clarke,  Helen  P.,  1874,  Isaac  Watts 
and  his  Hymns,  Congregational  Quarterly, 
vol.  16,  p.  418. 

OHRISTLAN  DOCTRINE  OF  THE 
TRINITY 

1722 

For  my  own  part  I  cannot  but  think  that 
this  good  man  approached  as  nearly  to 
christian  perfection  as  any  mortal  ever 
did  in  this  sublunary  state ;  and  therefore 
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I  consider  him  as  a  better  interpreter  of 
the  christian  doctrine  than  the  most 
learned  critics,  who,  proud  of  their  reason 
and  their  learning,  despised  or  neglected 
the  very  life  and  soul  of  Christianity,  the 
living,  everlasting  gospel,  the  supernat- 
ural influence  of  divine  grace ;  and  be  it 
ever  remembered,  that  Dr.  Watts  was  a 
man  who  studied  the  abstrusest  sciences, 
and  was  as  well  qualified  to  become  a  ver- 
bal critic,  or  a  logical  disputant  on  the 
scriptures,  as  the  most  learned  among 
the  Doctors  of  the  Sor  bonne,  or  the  great- 
est proficients  in  polemical  divinity.  I 
mention  this  circumstance  for  the  consid- 
eration of  those  who  insinuate  that  the 
doctrines  of  grace  cannot  be  entertained 
but  by  ignorant,  as  well  as  fanatical  per- 
sons ;  by  persons  uninitiated  in  the  mys- 
teries of  philosophy.— Knox,  Vicessimus, 
1795,  Christian  Philosophy. 

Few  writers  have  been  more  useful,  es- 
pecially in  Psalms  and  Hymns :  a  fine  gen- 
ius, and  deep  piety.  He  fell  into  some 
peculiar  notions  on  the  Trinity,  and  was 
answered  by  Abraham  Taylor,  Hurrion, 
and  Edwards.  If  the  wise  and  good  Dr. 
Watts  erred,  let  all  take  heed  of  rash 
speculations  on  revealed  things. — Bigker- 
STETH,  Edward,  1844,  The  Christian 
Student. 

LCXSUCK 
1725 

Watts,  when  he  does  not  bewilder  him- 
self and  his  readers  in  scholastic  subtle- 
ties,   ...    is  very  judicious. — Green, 
Thomas,  1779-1810,  Diary  of  a  Lover  of 
Liieraiure. 

The  Logic  of  Watts,  of  Duncan,  and  of 
others,  are  worth  reading  as  books,  but 
not  as  books  upon  Logic. — Hamilton,  Sir 
WiLUAM,  18567-60,  Lectures  on  Logic, 
Lecture  ix. 

IMPROVEMENT  OF  THE  MIND 

1741 

An  excellent  work.  It  is  metaphysics 
carried  into  every  day  life  and  practice. 
— Blakey,  Robert,  1848,  HisUrry  cf  the 
Philosophy  of  Mind,  vol.  Ill,  p.  244. 

The  justice  of  this  commendation  has 
generally  been  acceded  to,  although  more 
recent  inquiries  have  shown,  that  some  of 
the  views  iof  the  mind  in  the  book  in 
question  are  defective. — Upham,  Thomas 
Cogswell,  1831-33,  Elements  qf  Mental 
Philosophy,  vol.  ii,  p.  75,  note. 


HYMNS 

We  come  to  the  greatest  name  among 
hymn-writers,  for  we  hesitate  not  to  give 
that  praise  to  Dr.  Isaac  Watts,  since  it 
has  pleased  God  to  confer  upon  him, 
though  one  of  the  least  of  the  poets  of  his 
country,  more  glory  than  upon  the  great- 
est either  of  that  or  of  any  other,  by 
making  his  Divine  Songs  a  more  abundant 
and  useful  blessing  than  the  verses  of  any 
uninspired  penman  that  ever  lived.  In 
his  Psalms  and  Hymns  (for  they  must  be 
classed  together),  he  has  embraced  a  com- 
pass and  variety  of  subjects  which  include 
and  illustrate  every  truth  of  revelation, 
throw  light  upon  every  secret  movement 
of  the  human  heart,  whether  of  sin, 
nature,  or  grace,  and  describe  every  kind 
of  trial,  temptation,  conflict,  doubt,  fear 
and  grief,  as  well  as  the  faith,  hope, 
charity,  the  love  of  joy.  peace,  labor,  and 
patience  of  the  Christian  in  all  stages  of 
his  course  on  earth;  together  with  the 
terrors  of  the  Lord,  the  glories  of  the 
Redeemer,  and  the  comforts  of  the  Holy 
Spirit,  to  urge,  allure,  and  strengthen 
him  by  the  way.  Then,  as  in  the  pages 
of  the  evangelist,  a  word  in  season  for 
every  one  who  needs  it,  in  whatever  cir- 
cumstance she  may  require  counsel,  con- 
solation, reproof,  or  instruction.  We  say 
this,  without  reserve,  of  the  materials  of 
his  hymns,  had  their  execution  always 
been  correspondent  with  the  preciousness 
of  these,  we  should  have  had  a  Christian 
Psalmist,  in  England,  next  (and  that  only  in 
date,  not  in  dignity)  to  the  Sweet  Singer  of 
Israel !— Montgomery,  James,  1825,  The 
Christian  Psalmist,  Introductory  Essay. 

Some  of  his  hymns  were  written  to  be 
sung  after  his  sermons,  the  hymn  in  each 
case  giving  expression  to  the  meaning  of 
the  text  upon  which  he  had  been  discours- 
ing. Produced  as  they  were  wanted,  and 
for  a  practical  purpose,  some  of  these 
hymns  lack  the  fire  and  genius  of  poetry, 
and  the  same  must  be  admitted  of  some  of 
his  other  productions. — Miller,  Josiah, 
1866,  Our  Hymns,  p.  82. 

The  Independents,  as  represented  by 
Dr.  Watts,  have  a  just  claim  to  be  consid- 
ered the  real  founders  of  modem  flnglish 
hymnody.  No  doubt  Watts's  taste  was 
often  faulty,  and  his  style  unequal;  but 
more  hymns  which  approached  to  a  very 
high  standard  of  excellence  might  be 
found  in  his  works  than  in  those  of  any 
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other  single  writer  in  the  English  Ian- 
page. — Palmer,  Sir  Roundell,  1866, 
Lecture  on  English  Church  Hymnady. 

We  are  confirmed  in  our  estimate  of  the 
relative  value  of  Watts'  hymns  by  the 
proportion  they  bear  in  nearly  all  our  col- 
lections to  those  of  other  contributors. 
Of  1290  hymns  in  the  **  Sabbath  Hymn 
Book,"  254,  as  we  count,  are  from  Watts, 
and  56  from  Charles  Wesley,  the  next 
largest  contributor.  The  ** Plymouth  Col- 
lection'' has  1374  hymns,  of  which  218  are 
from  Watts  and  81  are  from  Wesley.  In 
"Songs  for  the  Sanctuary,"  Dr.  Charles 
S.  Robinson's  book,  there  are  1345  hymns, 
with  198  from  Dr.  Watts.  'Tsalms  and 
Hymns,"  the  Connecticut  Collection,  so 
called,  has  1293  separate  pieces,  of 
which  514  are  Watts'.  The  "Psalmist" 
(Baptist)  has  1180,  with  301  from  Dr. 
Watts.  And  so  in  nearly  all  the  hymn 
books  of  the  various  denominations,  with 
the  exception  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal 
and  Wesleyan  churches ;  and  in  their  col- 
lections, while  Wesley  leads,  Watts  is 
admitted  to  the  second  rank.  A  recent 
writer  in  an  English  magazine,  after  an 
examination  of  750  different  hymn  books, 
ascribes  to  Dr.  Watts  the  authorship  of 
two-fifths  of  the  hymns  which  are  used 
in  the  English-speaking  world. — Robin- 
son, R.  T.,1868,  Dr.  WatUf  Hymns,  Hours 
at  Home,  vol.  7,  p.  519. 

There  are  lines  in  those  hymns  which 
offend  against  all  good  taste.  Yet  there 
are  wonderful  jewels  in  that  oft  rubbishy 
mass  of  some  six  hundred  religious  poems. 
The  man  who  could  write  them  **  ought 
not  to  have  written  as  he  has  written." 
They  **will  be  sung,  1  fancy,"  says  the 
same  critic,  ''so  long  as  men  praise  God 
together. ' '  And  indeed,  they  are  wonder- 
ful, wonderful  in  their  firm  clear  English, 
their  noble  sentences,  in  that  true  ring 
which  touches  every  Christian  heart. — 
Prescott,  J.  E.,  1883,  Christian  Hymns 
and  Hymn  Writers,  p.  97. 

I  don't  know  but  these  bits  of  moral 
music  may  have  been  hustled  out  from 
modem  church  primers  for  something 
more  aesthetic ;  but  I  am  sure  that  a  good 
many  white-haired  people — of  whom  I 
hope  to  coxmt  some  among  my  readers — 
are  carried  back  pleasantly  by  the  rhyth- 
mic jingle  of  the  good  Doctor  to  those 
child  days  when  hopes  were  fresh,  and 
holidays  a  joy,  and  summers  long;  and 


when  flowery  paths  stretched  out  before 
us,  over  which  we  have  gone  toiling  since 
— to  quite  other  music  than  that  of  Dr. 
Isaac  Watts.  And  if  his  songs  are  gone 
out  of  our  fine  books,  and  have  fallen 
below  the  mention  of  the  dilettanti  critics, 
I  am  the  more  glad  to  rescue  his  name, 
as  that  of  an  honest,  devout,  hard-working, 
cultivated  man  who  has  woven  an  immeas- 
urable deal  of  moral  fibre  into  the  web 
and  woof  of  many  generations  of  men  and 
women. — Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1895, 
English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  Queen 
Anne  and  the  Georges,  p.  14. 

His  poetical  fame  rests  on  his  hymns. 
At  the  beginning  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury the  stern  embargo  which  Calvin  had 
laid  on  the  use  in  the  music  of  sacred 
worship  of  everything  except  metrical 
psalms  and  canticles  has  been  broken  by 
the  obscure  hymns  of  Mason,  Eeach,  Bar- 
ton, and  others;  and  hymns  were  freely 
used  in  the  baptist  and  independent  con- 
gregations. The  poetry  of  Watts  took 
the  religious  world  of  dissent  by  storm. 
It  gave  an  utterance,  till  then  unheard  in 
England,  to  the  spiritual  emotions,  in  their 
contemplation  of  God's  glory  in  nature 
and  his  revelation  in  Christ,  and  made 
hymn-singing  a  fervid  devotional  force. 
The  success  of  Watts's  hymns  approached 
that  of  the  new  version  of  the  Psalms. 
Edition  followed  edition.  In  the  early 
years  of  this  century  the  annual  output 
of  Watts's  hymns,  notwithstanding  all  the 
wealth  of  hymn  production  arising  out  of 
methodism,  was  still  fifty  thousand  copies. 
— Bennett,  Leigh,  1899,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  lx,  p.  68. 

POEMS 

Was  nevertheless,  if  I  am  in  any  degree 
a  judge  of  verse,  a  man  of  true  poetical 
ability;  careless,  indeed,  for  the  most 
part,  and  inattentive  too  often  to  those 
niceties  which  constitute  elegance  of  ex- 
pression, but  frequently  sublime  in  his 
conceptions,  and  masterly  in  his  execu- 
tion.— CowPER,  WiLLUM,  1781,  Letter  to 
Rev.  John  Newton,  Sept.  18,  Works,  vol.  ii, 
p.  354. 

He  is  emphatically  the  classic  poet  of 
the  religious  world,  wherever  the  English 
language  is  known. — Cleveland,  Charles 
D.,  1848,  A  Compendium  of  English  Lit^ 
erature,  p.  480. 

I  have  liked  Dr.  Watts's  'Tsalms  and 
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Hymns"  ever  since  the  time  when, 
scarcely  three  years  old,  I  was  made  to 
repeat,  with  his  book  in  my  hand,  and 
with  such  gestures  as  were  prescribed  to 
me,  the  psalm  beginning:  with  the  words : — 
"Gome  sonnd  his  praise  abroad 
And  hymns  of  glory  sing.**    .    .     . 

I  maintain,  for  my  part,  that  Dr.  Watts 
has  done  admirably  well  what  he  under- 
took to  do,  and  the  proof,  if  I  wanted 
any  other  than  the  pleasure  with  which  I 
always  read  him,  I  6ni  in  the  strong  hold 
which  his  devotional  verses  have  taken  on 
the  hearts  of  men  in  all  conditions  of  life, 
and,  I  think,  all  varieties  of  religious 
belief.  .  .  .  The  secret  of  this  popu- 
larity lies,  as  it  seems  to  me,  in  the  union 
of  strong  feeling  with  great  poetic  merit. 
In  what  he  wrote  there  are  occasional 
transgressions  against  good*  taste,  as  in 
his  versification  of  Solomon's  Song. 
There  are  slovenly  lines,  and  even  stanzas, 
but  there  is  always  great  fervor  and  pro- 
found earnestness.  No  poet  has  ever 
expressed  religious  emotions  with  greater 
energy.  ...  I  know  very  well  that 
poetry  of  a  very  moderate  degree  of  merit 
not  unfrequently  obtains  great  popularity 
on  account  of  its  religious  character; 
but  I  do  not  recollect  an  instance  in  which 
it  has  held  that  popularity  long.  The 
devotional  verses  of  Watts  have  stood  the 
test  of  time,  and  it  seemed  to  me  due  to 
him  that  some  of  the  characteristic  merits 
by  which  they  are  recommended  to  the 
general  mind  should  be  pointed  out. — 
Bryant,  W.  C,  1864,  The  SpirU  of  the  Fair. 

In  him  the  thought  is  true,  the  form  of 
its  utterance  false;  the  feeling  lovely, 
the  word,  often  to  a  degree,  repulsive. 
The  ugly  web  is  crossed  now  and  then  by 
a  fine  line,  and  even  damasked  with  an 
occasional  good  poem :  I  have  found  two, 
and  only  two,  in  the  whole  of  his  seventy- 
five  ** Lyrics  sacred  to  Devotion."  His 
objectivity  and  boldness  of  thought,  and 
his  freedom  of  utterance,  cause  us  ever 
and  anon  to  lament  that  he  had  not  the 
humility  and  faith  of  an  artist  as  well  as 
of  a  Christian. —Macdonald,  George, 
1868,  EnglaniTs  Antiphon,  p.  281. 

Shelley's  masterpiece,  in  the  shorter 
form  of  lyric  (as,  if  such  a  judgment  be 
permissible,  all  things  considered,  the 
Editor  would  hold  the  **Skylark"),  fol- 
lows Gray's :  and  in  No.  83  we  have  one 
of  the  most  stately  and  musical  odes  in 


our  or  any  language.  With  these,  Watts, 
verses  come  like  the  child  they  describe 
into  a  company  of  kings  and  conquerors. 
Indeed,  the  admirable  author  of  the 
''Cradle  Song"  almost  apologized  for  pub- 
lishing it ; — yet  within  its  little  sphere, 
this  also  is  a  masterpiece: — Reynolds 
himself  does  not  paint  childhood  with  a 
more  absolute  tenderness. — Palgrave, 
Francis  Turner,  1875,  ed.,  The  ChUdrerCs 
Treasury  qf  English  Song,  p.  292,  note. 

GENERAL 

This,  I  think,  is  a  just  censure  on  the 
greatest  part  of  those  who  have  written 
religious  books  in  English  verse;  but  I 
except  from  this  number  the  ingenious 
Mr.  Watts,  whose  Divine  poetry  is  very 
laudable,  and  much  superior  to  all  that 
have  gone  before  him  in  the  lyric  kind. — 
Blackmore,  Sir  Richard,  1718,  Preface 
to  a  Collection  qf  Poems. 

Happy  will  be  that  reader  whose  mind 
is  disposed,  by  his  verses  or  his  prose,  to 
imitate  him  in  all  but  his  non-conformity, 
to  copy  his  benevolence  to  man,  and  his 
reverence  to  God. —  Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Watts,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

In  his  literary  character.  Dr.  Watts 
may  be  considered  as  a  poet,  a  philoso- 
pher, and  a  theologian.  In  the  first  of 
these  departments,  if  he  did  not  attain  a 
very  high  rank,  he  was,  at  least,  consider- 
ably above  mediocrity ;  and  his  devotional 
poetry,  in  particular,  possesses  a  sweet- 
ness and  simplicity,  both  in  thought  and 
diction,  which  deservedly  acquired  for  it, 
especially  among  the  Dissenters,  with 
whom  his  psalms  and  hymns  are  in  daily 
use,  an  established  reputation.  His 
philosophical  productions  can  claim  the 
rare  merit  of  being  always  practically  use- 
ful, and  have  been  of  the  most  essential 
service  in  the  education  of  youth.  His 
logic  has  received  the  highest  encomium 
by  its  admission  into  the  universities ;  his 
** Philosophical  Essays:"  his  "Treatise 
on  Education,"  &c.  &c.,  are  conducive  to 
the  best  purposes  of  morality  and  instruc- 
tion; and  on  his  work  entitled  ''The  Im- 
provement of  the  Mind."  ...  In 
theology  the  compositions  of  our  author 
are  uncommonly  numerous;  and  every 
page  displays  his  unaffected  piety,  the 
purity  of  his  principles,  the  mildness  of 
his  disposition,  .and  the  great  goodness  of 
his  heart.     The  style  of  all  his  works  is 
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perspicuous,  correct,  and  frequently  ele- 
^nt;  and,  happily  for  mankind,  his 
labours  have  been  translated  and  dispersed 
with  a  zeal  which  does  honour  to  human 
nature ;  for  there  are  probably  few  per- 
sons who  have  studied  the  writings  of  Dr. 
Watts  without  a  wish  for  improvement ; 
without  an  effort  to  become  a  wiser  or  a 
better  member  of  society. — Drake, 
Nathan,  1804,  Essays  Illustrative  of  the 
Tatler,  Spectator  and  GuardiaUy  vd.  iii,  pp, 
338,  339. 

Dr.  Watts's  devotional  poetry  was  for 
the  most  part  intentionally  lowered  to  the 
understanding  of  children.  If  this  was  a 
sacrifice  of  taste,  it  was  at  least  made  to 
the  best  of  intentions.  The  sense  and 
sincerity  of  his  prose  writings,  the  excel- 
lent method  in  which  he  attempted  to  con- 
nect the  study  of  ancient  logic  with  com- 
mon sense,  and  the  conciliatory  manner 
in  which  he  allures  the  youthful  mind  to 
habits  of  study  and  reflection,  are  probably 
remembered  with  gratitude  by  nine  men 
out  of  ten,  who  have  had  proper  books  put 
into  their  hands  at  an  early  period  of 
their  education.— Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  ^cimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

Of  Watts,  the  companion  of  our  younger 
and  later  years,  it  is  impossible  to  speak 
without  reverence  and  respect.  His  Hymns 
are  the  charm  of  our  early  youth;  his 
Logic,  the  well-known  theme  of  schoolboy 
study ;  and  his  Sermons,  Eissays,  and  other 
theological  compositions,  are  a  source  of 
never  failing  gratification,  in  the  advance, 
maturity,  and  decline  of  life.  The  man 
at  fourscore  may  remember,  with  grati- 
tude, the  advantage  of  having  committed 
the  Hymns  of  this  pious  man  to  his  infan- 
tine memory. —  Dibdin,  Thomas  Frog- 
NALL,  1824,  The  Library  Companion^  p.  65. 

There  are  some  reputations  that  are 
great  merely  because  they  are  amiable. 
There  is  Dr.  Watts ;'  look  at  the  encomi- 
ums passed  on  him  by  Dr.  Johnson :  and 
yet  to  what,  according  to  his  statement, 
does  his  merit  amount?  Why,  only  to 
this :  that  he  did  that  best  which  none  can 
do  well,  and  employed  his  talents  uniformly 
for  the  welfare  of  mankind.  He  was  a 
good  man,  and  the  voice  of  the  public  has 
given  him  credit  for  being  a  great  one. 
The  world  may  be  forced  to  do  homage  to 
great  talents,  but  they  only  bow  willingly 
to  these  when  they  are  joined  with  benevo- 
lence and  modesty;  nor  will   they  put 


weapons  into  the  hands  of  the  bold  and 
unprincipled  sophist  to  be  turned  against 
their  own  interests  and  wishes. — North- 
COTE,  James,  1826-7,  Conversations,  erf. 
WiUiam  HazliU,  p.  248. 

Watts  had  inherited  a  large  share  of 
the  original  temptation, — that  inward  and 
spiritual  temptation  whereby  man  is 
incited  to  pluck  the  forbidden  fruit.  He 
approached  too  near  the  veil ;  and  confiding 
in  his  own  natural  and  cultivated  acute- 
ness,  endeavoured  sometimes  strictly  to 
define  what  the  Scriptures  have  left  indefi- 
nite, as  if  he  were  possessed  of  an  intellect- 
ual prism  with  which  he  could  decompose 
the  Light  of  Light.  There  were  times 
when  he  was  conscious  of  this.  Upon 
publishing  some  sermons,  many  years  after 
they  were  written,  in  which  he  had  expa- 
tiated on  the  nature  of  the  Trinity,  he 
confessed  in  a  note  that  there  were 
''warmer  efforts  of  imagination  than  riper 
years  could  indulge,  on  a  theme  so  sublime 
and  abstruse.  "—Southey,  Robert,  1834, 
Life  of  Isaac  Watts. 

A  name  never  to  be  uttered  without 
reverence  by  any  lover  of  pure  Christian- 
ity or  by  any  well-wisher  of  mankind. — 
Wilson,  James  Grant,  1876,  The  Poets 
and  Poetry  of  Scotland,  vol.  i,  p.  141. 

In  his  doctrinal  writings  there  are 
signs  of  the  diffuse  sentimentalism  which 
not  unfrequently  acccompanies  a  feeble 
constitution.  We  may  grant  to  his  biog- 
rapher that  there  is  not  an  expression 
in  his  sermons  ''that  could  raise  the  faint- 
est blush  upon  the  cheek  of  modesty,  or 
irritate  the  risibility  of  the  most  puerile. ' ' 
The  more  positive  merits  discovered  by 
the  same  admirer  will,  perhaps,  hardly 
keep  the  modern  reader  from  somnolency. 
The  sermons,  however,  show  something 
of  the  old  unction.  They  appeal  strongly 
to  the  inward  witness  of  the  spirit,  with 
a  comparative  indifference  to  the  ordinary 
evidential  argument.  Unlike  most  of  his 
contemporaries,  he  addresses  the  heart 
rather  than  the  intellect ;  and  in  his  hands 
Christianity  is  not  emasculated  Deism, 
but  a  declaration  to  man  of  the  means  by 
which  God  pleases  to  work  a  supernatural 
change  in  human  nature.  The  emotional 
current  is  still  running  strongly,  though 
combined  with  a  rather  heterogeneous  col- 
lection of  speculative  opinions. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1876,  History  of  English  Thought 
in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  u,  p.  386. 
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Christopher  Pitt 

1699-1748. 

Deserves  a  place  in  the  history  of  English  literature  from  his  translation  of  Virgil. 
Was  born  in  1699,  educated  at  Winchester  College,  and  at  New  College,  Oxford.  In 
1722  was  presented  to  the  living  of  Pimpern,  Dorsetshire.  In  1724  he  resigned  his 
fellowship  and  retired  to  Pimpern.  He  died  in  1748.  Works:  "Vida's  Art  of 
Poetry,  translated  into  English  Verse,"  1725.  "Poems  and  Translations,"  1727. 
•*rhe  iEneid  of  Virgil,  translated  into  English  Metre,"  1740. — ^Moulton,  Charles 
Wells,  1901. 


PERSONAL 

Before  strangers  he  had  something  of 
the  scholars's  timidity  or  distrust;  but 
when  he  became  familiar,  he  was  in  a  very 
high  degree  cheerful  and  entertaining. 
His  general  benevolence  procured  general 
respect,  and  he  had  passed  a  life  placid 
and  honourable,  neither  too  great  for  the 
kindness  of  the  low,  nor  too  low  for  the 
notice  of  the  great.— Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Pitt,  Lives  cf  the  English  Poets. 

VIRGIL 
1740 

The  impartiality  which  we  have  endeav- 
oured to  observe  through  this  work, 
obliges  us  to  declare,  that  so  far  as  our 
judgment  may  be  trusted,  the  latter  poet 
has  done  most  justice  to  Virgil ;  that  he 
shines  in  Pitt  with  a  lustre,  which  Dryden 
wanted  not  power,  but  leisure  to  bestow ; 
and  a  reader,  from  Pitt's  version,  will 
both  acquire  a  more  intimate  knowledge 
of  Virgil's  meaning,  and  a  more  exalted 
idea  of  his  abilities.  .  .  .  Mr.  Pitt, 
no  doubt,  had  many  advantages  above 
Dryden  in  this  arduous  province :  As  he 
was  later  in  the  attempt,  he  had  conse- 
quently the  version  of  Dryden  to  improve 
upon.  He  saw  the  errors  of  that  great 
poet,  and  avoided  them;  he  discovered 
his  beauties,  and  improved  upon  them; 
and  as  he  was  not  impelled  by  neces- 
sity, he  had  leisure  to  revise,  correct, 
and  finish  his  excellent  work. — Cibber, 


Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets, 
vol.  V,  pp.  301,  307. 

Pitt,  engaging  as  a  rival  with  Dryden, 
naturally  observed  his  failures,  and 
avoided  them;  and  as  he  wrote  after 
Pope's  '"Iliad,"  he  had  an  example  of  an 
exact,  equable,  and  splendid  versification. 
With  these  advantages,  seconded  by  great 
diligence,  he  might  successfully  labour 
particular  passages,  and  escape  many 
errors.  If  the  two  versions  are  compared, 
perhaps  the  result  would  be,  that  Dryden 
leads  the  reader  forward  by  his  general 
vigour  and  sprightliness,  and  Pitt  often 
stops  him  to  contemplate  the  excellence 
of  a  single  couplet ;  that  Dryden's  faults 
are  forgotten  in  the  hurry  of  delight,  and 
that  Pitt's  beauties  are  neglected  in  the 
languor  of  a  cold  and  listless  perusal; 
that  Pitt  pleases  the  critics  and  Dryden  the 
people;  that  Pitt  is  quoted,  and  Dryden 
read.  He  did  not  long  enjoy  the  reputa- 
tion which  this  great  work  deservedly  con- 
ferred; for  he  left  the  world  in  1748. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Pitt,  Lives  of 
the  English  Poets. 

Pitt's  translation  was  included,  with 
high  commendation,  in  Warton's  edition 
of  Virgil ;  but  the  prevailing  opinion  of 
contemporaries,  that  it  rivalled  the  work 
of  Dryden  in  beauty  while  it  surpassed  it 
in  accuracy,  has  not  been  confirmed  by 
subsequent  critics. — Seccombe,  Thomas, 
1896,  Dietianary  qf  Natianal  Biography, 
vol.  XLV,  p.  342. 


James  Thomson 

1700-1748. 

Bom  at  Ednam  manse  Kelso,  11th  Sept.  1700,  but  brought  up  at  Southdean, 
Jedburgh.  He  had  studied  for  the  ministry  at  Edinburgh,  when  in  1725  he  removed 
to  London,  and  in  1726  published  ** Winter,"  the  first  of  his  poems  on  the  ''Seasons;" 
it  was  immediately  successful.  ** Summer"  and  ''Spring"  followed  in  1727-28,  and  in 
1730  "Autumn"  completed  the  work.  In  1729  his  "Sophonisba"  was  produced. 
One  luckless  line,  "0  Sophonisba,  Sophonisba  0,"  is  still  remembered  for  the  parody, 
"0  Jemmy  Thomson,  Jemmy  Thomson  0,"  which  killed  what  little  life  the  piece 
possessed.     His  other  tragedies  were  "Agemmnon"  (1738),  "Edward  and  Eleonora" 
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(1739),  ''Trancred  and  Si^ismunda"  (1745),  and  *'Cariolanus''  (1748).  In  1731 
Thomson  was  chosen  to  accompany  the  son  of  Lord  Chancellor  Talbot  on  the  Grand 
Tour.  The  poem  of  ** Liberty"  (1732),  inspired  by  his  travels,  was  dedicated  to  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  who  in  1737  gave  the  poet  a  pension  of  £100  a  year.  He  also 
obtained  the  sinecure  post,  worth  £300  more,  of  surveyor-general  of  the  Leeward 
Islands.  In  1740  the  ''Masque  of  Alfred"  was  produced  before  the  Prince  and  Princess 
of  Wales.  It  contains ''Rule  Britannia"  (claimed  also  for  Mallet.)  Thomson's  finest 
work,  "The  (Tastle  of  Indolence,"  was  published  in  May  1748.  He  died  at  Richmond, 
27th  August  following. — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical 
Dictumary,  p.  914. 


PERSONAL 

DearS'. 

I  promised  my  Friend  Mr.  Tompson 
who  is  now  finishing  his  Subscription  in 
Oxford,  all  the  advantages  I  could  give 
him ;  for  w'^  reason  I  beg  leave  to  introduce 
him  to  so  valuable  an  acquaintance  as  Y". 
W'**  freedom  I  hope  You  will  pardon  in 
Dear  Sir  Y'  most  obedient  and  faithful 
Serv'. — Young,  Edward,  1729,  Letter 
to  Joseph  Spence,  Apr.  1;  Spencers  Anec- 
dotes, ed.  Singer,  p.  298. 

Thomson  came  at  last,  and  disappointed 
me  both  by  his  appearance  and  conversa- 
tion.    Armstrong  bore  him  down,  having 
got  into  his  sarcastical  vein  by  the  wine 
he  had  drunk  before  Thomson  joined  us. 
— Carlyle,  Alexander,  1746-1805-60, 
Autobiography,  p.  160. 
A  bard  here  dwelt,  more  fat  than  bard  be- 
seems; 
Who,  void  of  envy,  guile,  and  lost  of  gain. 
On  virtue  still,  and  nature's  pleasing  themes, 
Poar*d  forth  his  unpremeditated  strain; 
The  world  forsaking  with  a  oalm  disdain, 
Here  langh'd  he  careless  in  his  easy  seat ; 
Here  quaff  *d,  encixieled  with  the  joyous  train. 
Oft  moralizing  sage :  his  ditty  sweet 
He  loathed  mnc^'to  write,  ne  car'd  to  repeat. 

—Thomson,  James,  1748,   The  Castle  cf 
Indolence^  s.  Ixviii. 

The  loss  of  such  an  agreeable  friend  as 
poor  Thomson  is  so  much  the  more  shock- 
ing that  it  was  unexpected  by  everybody. 
He  died  of  a  malignant  nervous  fever,  that 
came  upon  the  back  of  a  tertian ;  and  I 
had  no  notice  of  his  being  in  any  danger 
till  I  saw  it  in  the  most  formidable  shapes. 
It  is  certain  nature  was  oppressed  in  him 
with  a  great  load  of  materials  for  a  disease, 
not  to  be  easily  thrown  off  by  a  constitu- 
tion so  much  worn  as  his  was ;  and  if  he 
had  struggled  through  that  fever,  there 
are  many  reasons  to  believe  that  it  must 
almost  unavoidably  have  been  followed  by 
some  lingering  disease,  much  worse  than 
a  speedy  death.  This  is  the  most  com- 
fortable  light  in  which  I  can  view  this 


shocking  loss.— Armstrong,  John,  1748, 
Letter  to  John  Forbes,  Sept.  3. 

Mr.  Thomson  was  at  the  Leasowes  in 
the  summer  of  1745,  and  in  the  autumn 
of  1746,  and  promised  when  he  came  again 
into  the  country  to  make  a  longer  visit ; 
but  at  the  time  he  was  expected  came  an 
account  of  his  death.  It  seems  he  waited 
too  long  for  the  return  of  his  friend.  Dr. 
Armstrong,  and  did  not  choose  to  employ 
any  other  physician.  He  had  nothing 
of  the  gentleman  in  his  person  or 
address;  but  he  made  amends  for  the 
deficiency  by  his  refined  sense,  spirited 
expressions,  and  a  manner  of  speaking 
not  unlike  his  friend  Quin.  He  did  not 
talk  a  great  deal,  but  after  a  pause  of 
reflection  produced  something  or  other 
that  accounted  for  his  delay.  The  '"Sea- 
sons" would  make  a  fine  poem  in  Latin.  Its 
turgid  phrases  would  lose  their  stiffness, 
and  its  vulgar  idioms  acquire  a  proper 
majesty;  its  propriety  and  description 
shine  the  same.— Shenstone,  William, 
cl748,  MS.  Note  in  his  Copy  <^  the  Seasons, 
Meek  Nature's  Ohild,  again  adieu! 

The  genial  meads,  assigned  to  bless 
Thy  life,  shall  mourn  thy  early  doom ; 

Their  hinds  and  shepherd-girls  shall  dress. 
With  simple.hands,  thy  rural  tomb. 

Long,  long,  thy  stone  and  i)ointed  clay 
Shall  melt  the  musing  Briton's  eyes: 

<'0!  vales  and  wild  woods,  shall  he  say, 
In  yonder  grave  your  Druid  lies  I"    .   . 

—Collins,  William,  1749,   Ode  on  the 

Death  of  Thomson. 

No  par^  his  benevolence  confined, 

No  sect— alike  it  flow'd  to  all  mankind. 

He  loved  his  friend8,~forgive  this  gashing 

tear, 
Alas !  I  feel  I  am  no  actor  here, — 
He  loved  his  friends  with  such  a  warmth  of 

heart, 
So  clear  of  interest,  so  devoid  of  art. 
Such   generous  friendship,  such   unshaken 

zeal. 
No  words  can  speak  it,  but  our  tears  may  telL 
O  candid  truth,  O  faith  without  a  stain, 
O  manners  gently  firm,  and  nobly  plain, 
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0  sympathizing  love  of  others'  blisB, 
Where  will  you.  find  another  breast  like  his? 

— Lyttelton,  George  Lord,  1749,  Pro- 
logue to  Thomson's  Coriolanus. 

The  most  benevolent  heart  that  ever 
warmed  the  human  breast. — Smollett, 
Tobias  George,  1757-58,  History  ofEkg- 
land,  vol.  xiii,  p.  433. 

The  Rev.  Mr.  Kiccarton,  a  man  of  un- 
common penetration  and  good  taste,  had 
very  early  discovered  through  the  rude- 
ness of  young  Thomson's  puerile  essays  a 
fund  of  genius  well  deserving  culture  and 
encouragement.  He  undertook  therefore, 
with  the  father's  approbation,  the  chief 
direction  of  his  studies,  furnished  him  with 
the  proper  books,  corrected  his  perform- 
ances, and  was  daily  rewarded  with  the 
pleasure  of  seeing  his  labour  so  happily 
employed.— Murdoch,  Patrick,  1762,  erf.. 
Works  of  Thomson^  p.  369. 

Thomson  was  of  stature  above  the  mid- 
dle size,  and  ''more  fat  than  bard  be- 
seems," of  a  dull  countenance,  and  a 
gross,  unanimated,  uninviting  appear- 
ance; silent  in  mingled  company,  but 
cheerful  among  select  friends,  and  by  his 
friends  very  tenderly  and  warmly  beloved. 
.  .  .  Among  his  peculiarities  was  a 
very  unskilful  and  inarticulate  manner  of 
pronouncing  any  lofty  or  solemn  composi- 
tion.—Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Thm- 
son.  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

So  charming  Thomson  wrote  from  his 
lodgings,  a  milliner's  in  Bond  Street, 
where  he  seldom  rose  early  enough  to  see 
the  sun  do  more  than  glisten  on  the  oppo- 
site windows  of  the  street. — Piozzi,  Hes- 
ter Lynch,  1789,  Observoiions  and  Reflec- 
tions Made  in  the  Course  of  a  Journey 
through  France,  Italy  and  Germany. 

I  was  acquainted  with  the  author  when 

1  stayed  in  England.  1  discovered  in 
him  a  great  genius,  and  a  great  simplicity : 
I  liked  in  him  the  poet  and  the  true  philos- 
opher, I  mean  the  lover  of  mankind.  I 
think  that  without  a  good  stock  of  such  a 
philosophy  a  poet  is  just  above  the  fidler, 
who  amuses  our  ears  and  cannot  go  to 
our  soul. — Voltaire,  Franqois  Marie 
Arouet,  1790,  Letter  to  Lord  Lyttelton, 
May  17. 

Thomson,  the  poet,  was  so  extremely 
indolent,  that  half  his  mornings  were 
spent  in  bed.  Dr.  Rurney  having  called 
on  him  one  day  at  two  o'clock,  expressed 
surprise  at  finding  him  still   there,  and 


asked  how  he  came  to  lie  so  long?— 
''Ecod,  mon,  because  I  had  no  mot-tive  to 
rise,"  was  his  sole  answer.  (From  Dr. 
Burney). — M alone,  Edmond,  1791,  Ma- 
loniana,  ed.  Prior,  p.  415. 

He  was  buried  in  Richmond  Church, 
under  a  plain  stone  without  any  inscrip- 
tion, and  his  works  formed  his  only 
memorial  until  the  erection  of  the  monu- 
ment in  Westminster  Abbey,  which  was 
opened  to  public  view  on  the  10th  of  May, 
1762.  The  cost  of  it  was  defrayed  by  an 
edition  of  his  works  printed,  under  the 
superintendence  of  Murdoch,  in  two  quarto 
volumes, and  published  by  subscription.  It 
is  situated  between  those  of  Shakespeare 
and  Rowe ;  and  Thomson  appears  sitting, 
leaning  his  left  arm  upon  a  pedestal,  and 
holding  a  book,  with  a  cap  of  Liberty, 
in  his  right  hand.  Upon  the  pedestal  is 
carved  a  bas-relief  of  **The  Seasons,"  to 
which  a  boy  points,  offering  him  a  laurel 
crown.  At  the  feet  of  the  figure  is  a  tragic 
mask  and  ancient  harp.  The  whole  is  sup- 
ported by  a  projecting  pedestal ;  and  on  a 
panel  is  inscribed  his  name,  age,  and  the 
date  of  his  death,  with  the  lines  which  are 
inserted  at  the  commencement  of  this  Mem- 
oir, taken  from  his* 'Summer."  The  monu- 
ment was  designed  by  Adam,  and  executed 
by  Michael  Henry  Spang.  ...  In 
person  Thomson  was  rather  stout  and 
above  the  middle  size;  his  countenance 
was  not  remarkable  for  expression, 
though,  in  his  youth,  he  was  considered 
handsome,  but  in  conversation  his  face 
became  animated,  and  his  eye  fiery  and 
intellectual.  Silent  in  mixed  company, 
his  wit  and  vivacity  seemed  reserved  for 
his  friends,  and  in  their  society  he  was 
communicative,  playful,  and  entertaining. 
Few  men  possessed  in  a  greater  degre 
the  art  of  creating  firm  and  affectionate 
friendships.  Those  with  whom  he  became 
acquainted  at  the  commencement  of  his 
career  loved  him  till  its  close;  and  the 
individuals  who  had  given  to  his  life  its 
sweetest  enjoyments  watched  over  his 
death-bed,  and  became  the  guardians  of 
his  fame,  by  superintending  the  only  mon- 
uments of  which  genius  ought  to  be 
ambitious,  a  complete  edition  of  his  works, 
and  a  tablet  in  Westminster  Abbey. — 
Nicolas,  Sir  Nicholas  Harris,  1831-47, 
ed..  Poetical  Works  of  James  Thomson. 

As  far  as  the  restless  and  rapid  change 
of  property  would  permit  so  near  London, 
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the  residence  of  Thomson  has  been  kept 
from  destruction :  changed  it  is,  it  is  true, 
but  that  change  has  been  made  with  a  ven- 
eration for  the  Muse  in  the  heart  of  the 
new  inhabitant.  The  house  of  Thomson, 
in  what  is  called  Eew-foot  Lane,  at  Rich- 
mond, as  shown  in  the  wood-cut  in  the 
head  of  this  article,  was  a  simple  cottage ; 
behind  this  lay  his  garden,  and  in  front  he 
looked  down  to  the  Thames,  and  on  the 
fine  landscape  beyond.  The  cottage  now 
appears  to  be  gone,  and  in  the  place  stands 
the  goodly  villa  of.  the  earl  of  Shaftes- 
bury ;  the  cottage,  however,  is  not  really 
gone,  it  is  only  swallowed  up  in  the  larger 
house  of  the  present  time.  After  Thom- 
son's death,  his  cottage  was  purchased  by 
George  Ross,  ESsq.,  who,  out  of  venera- 
tion for  his  memory,  forbore  to  pull  it 
down,  but  enlarged  and  improved  it  at  the 
expense  of  £9000.  The  walls  of  the  cot- 
tage were  left,  though  its  roof  was  taken 
off,  and  the  walls  continued  upward  to 
their  present  height.  Thus,  what  was 
Thomson's  cottage  forms  now  the  entrance 
hall  to  Lord  Shaftesbury's  house.  .  .  . 
The  garden  of  Thomson,  which  lay  behind 
the  house  has  been  preserved  in  the  same 
manner  and  to  the  same  extent  as  his 
house ;  the  garden  and  its  trees  remain, 
but  these  now  form  only  part  of  the  pres- 
ent grounds,  as  the  cottage  forms  only 
part  of  the  present  house. — Howitt, 
William,  1846,  Homes  and  HaurUs  of  the 
Mod  Emmeid  British  Poets,  pp.  252,  253. 

Placid  and  good-natured  in  disposition 
Thomson  undoubtedly  always  was;  slug- 
gish and  prone  to  unconventional  habits  in 
later  years  he  must  have  been,  or  his 
friends  would  not  have  twitted  him  so 
excessively  on  the  matter ;  but  a  writer 
who  could  put  to  his  credit  so  much  admira- 
ble and  polished  poetical  work  in  a  some- 
what brief  career,  could  not,  on  the  face 
of  it,  have  been  a  trifler  once  upon  a  day. 
The  storied  peach  which  he  so  leisurely 
plucked  from  his  garden-tree  at  Rich- 
mond has  enjoyed  a  celebrity  much  exceed- 
ing its  due;  in  addition,  a  man  who 
did  his  writing  chiefly  at  midnight  could 
not  with  any  sort  of  fairness  be  expected 
to  be  astir  at  dawn.  Thomson  has  surely 
borne  undeserved  reproach,  if  not  libel, 
on  the  score  of  general  inertia.  .  .  . 
A  writer  who  could  put  so  much  bright, 
wholesome,  and  spiritual  thinking  into  his 
poetry  has  inevitably  drawn  there  for 

)7B 


himself  a  character  with  dominant  traits  of 
the  best  and  finest ;  and,  upon  the  whole, 
there  is  no  significant  reason  to  conclude 
that  he  was  materially  untrue  to  the  ideal 
which  he  thus  upheld.  Men  like  Lyttelton 
and  Rundle,  moral  purists  not  only  in  sen- 
timent but  in  practice,  delighted  in  him. 
And  if  a  man's  letters  to  his  friends  are 
not  cunningly  devised  pieces  of  deception, 
then  Thomson  must  be  deemed  to  have 
been  possessed  of  uncommon  goodness  of 
heart. — Bayne,  Wiluam,  1898,  James 
ThoTTison  (Fajnous  Scots  Series),  pp.  97,107. 

THE  SEASONS 
1726-80 

Mr.  Thomson's  poetical  diction  in  the 
** Seasons"  is  very  peculiar  to  him :  His 
manner  of  writing  is  entirely  his  own :  He 
has  introduced  a  number  of  compound 
words ;  converted  substantives  into  verbs, 
and  in  short  has  created  a  kind  of  new 
language  for  himself.  His  stile  has  been 
blamed  for  its  singularity  and  stiffness; 
but  with  submission  to  superior  judges, 
we  cannot  but  be  of  opinion,  that  though 
this  observation  islrue,  yet  is  it  admirably 
fitted  for  description.  The  object  he 
paints  stands  full  before  the  eye,  we  ad- 
mire it  in  all  its  lustre,  and  who  would 
not  rather  enjoy  a  perfect  inspection  into 
a  natural  curiosity  through  a  microscope 
capable  of  discovering  all  the  minute  beau- 
ties, though  its  exterior  form  should  not 
be  comely,  than  perceive  an  object  but 
faintly,  through  a  microscope  ill  adapted 
for  the  purpose,  however  its  outside  may 
be  decorated.  Thomson  has  a  stiffness  in 
his  manner,  but  then  his  manner  is  new ; 
and  there  never  yet  arose  a  distinguished 
genius,  who  had  not  an  air  peculiarly  his 
own.  'Tis  true  indeed,  the  tow'rijig  sub- 
limity of  Mr.  Thomson's  stile  is  ill  adapted 
for  the  tender  passions,  which  will  appear 
more  fully  when  we  consider  him  as  a  dra- 
matic writer,  a  sphere  in  which  he  is  not 
so  excellent  as  in  other  species  of  poetry. 
— Gibber,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  V,  p.  202. 

Of  all  professed  descriptive  composi- 
tions, the  largest  and  fullest  that  I  am 
acquainted  with,  in  any  language,  is  Mr. 
Thomson's* 'Seasons;"  a  work  which  pos- 
sesses very  xmcommon  merit.  The  style, 
in  the  midst  of  much  splendour  and 
strength,  is  sometimes  harsh,  and  may  be 
censured  as  deficient  in  ease  and  distinct- 
ness.   But  notwithstanding  this  defect, 
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Thomson  is  a  strong  and  a  beautiful 
describer ;  for  he  had  a  feeling  heart,  and 
a  warm  imagination.  He  had  studied  and 
copied  nature  with  care.  Enamoured  of 
her  beauties,  he  not  only  described  them 
properly,  but  felt  their  impression  with 
strong  sensibility.  The  impression  which 
he  felt,  he  transmits  to  his  readers ;  and 
no  person  of  taste  can  peruse  any  one  of 
his  ''Seasons,"  without  having  the  ideas 
and  feelings,  which  belong  to  that  season, 
recalled  and  rendered  present  to  his  mind. 
— Blaie,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric 
and  BeUeS'Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xl. 

Of  any  works  which  have  obtained  con- 
siderable applause,  Thomson's  poem   of 
"The    Seasons"  is  the  most    incorrect. 
Any  reader  who  understands  grammar  and 
classic  composition,  is  disgusted  in  every 
page  of  that  poem  by  faults,  which,  tho 
in  themselves  minute,  yet  to  a  refined  eye 
hide  and  obscure  every  beauty  however 
great,  as  a  very  small  intervening  object 
will  intercept  the  view  of  the  sun.     This 
reason  makes  me  very  much  suspect  the 
fame  of  the  **  Seasons"  will  not  be  of  very 
long  existence;  for  I  know  of  no  work 
that  has  inherited  long  reputation  which 
is  deficient  in  style,  as  the  ''Seasons" 
undoubtedly  are  to  a-  most  remarkable 
degree,     llie  fact  is,  that  the  poem  on 
which  the  future  celebrity  of  Thomson 
will  be  founded  is,  by  a  strange  fatality, 
almost  totally    neglected    at    this  day. 
That  is,  his  ''Castle  of  Indolence:"    a 
poem  which  has  higher  beauties  than  the 
"Seasons,"  without    any  of   the  faults 
which  disgrace  that  work ;  tho  the  con- 
clusion even  of  this  is  most  absurd,  and 
unhappy ;  and  could  never  have  occurred 
to  a  writer  of  taste  except  in  a  fright- 
ful   dream.— Plnkerton,  John  (Robert 
Heron),  1785,  Letters  of  Literature,  p.  64. 
While  virgin  Spring,  by  Eden's  flood, 
Unfolds  her  tender  mantle  green, 
Or  pranks  the  sod  in  frolic  mood, 
Or  tunes  the  ^olian  strains  between ; 
While  Summer,  with  a  matron  grace, 
Retreats  to  Dryburgh's  cooling  shade, 
Yet,  oft  delighted,  stops  to  trace 
The  progress  of  the  spikey  blade ; 
While  Autumn,  benefactor  kind, 
By  Tweed  erects  his  aged  head, 
And  sees,  with  self-approving  mind, 
Each  creature  on  her  bounty  fed ; 
While  maniac  Winter  rages  o*er 
The  hills  whence  classic  Yarrow  flows, 
Rousing  the  turbid  torrent's  roar. 
Or  sweeping,  wild!  a  waste  of  snows ; 


So  long,  sweet  Poet  of  the  year! 
Shall  bloom  that  wreath  thou  well  hast  won, 
While  Scotia,  with  exulting  tear. 
Proclaims  that  Thomson  was  her  son. 

— Burns,  Robert,  1791,  Address  to  the. 
Shade  of  Thomson. 

Can  there  be  a  more  charming  picture 
of  love  in  marriage,  than  that  which  ter- 
minates the  first  ode  of  Thomson  upon 
Spring?— Stael,  Madame  de,  1800,  The 
Infivjence  (f  Literature  upon  Society,  ch.  xv. 

It  is  almost  stale  to  remark  the  beauties 
of  a  poem  so  universally  felt ;  the  truth 
and  genial  interest  with  which  he  carries 
us  through  the  life  of  the  year ;  the  har- 
mony of  succession,  which  he  gives  to  the 
casual  phenomena  of  nature ;  his  pleasing 
transition  from  native  to  foreign  scenery ; 
and  the  soul  of  exalted  and  unfeigned 
benevolence  which  accompanies  his  pros- 
pects of  the  creation.  It  is  but  equal  jus- 
tice to  say,  that  amidst  the  feeling  and 
fancy  of  the  Seasons,  we  meet  with  inter- 
ruptions of  declamation,  heavy  narrative, 
and  unhappy  digression — with  a  parhelion 
eloquence  that  throws  a  counterfeit  glow 
of  expression  on  common-place  ideas  -as 
when  he  treats  us  to  the  solemnly  ridicu- 
lous bathing  of  Musidora ;  or  draws  from 
the  classics  instead  of  nature;  or,  after 
invoking  Inspiration  from  her  hermit-seat, 
makes  his  dedicatory  bow  to  a  patronizing 
Countess,  or  Speaker  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons. As  long  as  he  dwells  in  the  pure 
contemplation  of  nature,  and  appeals  to 
the  universal  poetry  of  the  human  breast, 
his  redundant  style  comes  to  us  as  some- 
thing venial  and  adventitious — it  is  the 
flowing  vesture  of  the  druid ;  and  perhaps 
to  the  general  experience  is  rather  import- 
ing ;  but  when  he  returns  to  the  familiar 
narrations  or  courtesies  of  life,  the  same 
diction  ceases  to  seem  the  mantle  of 
inspiration,  and  only  strikes  us  by  its 
unwieldy  difference  from  the  common  cos- 
tume of  expression. — Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

That  Thomson's  ''Seasons"  is  the  original 
whence  our  modem  descriptive  poets  have 
derived  that  more  elegant  and  correct 
style  of  painting  natural  objects  which 
distinguishes  them  from  their  immediate 
predecessors,  will,  I  think,  appear  evident 
to  one  who  examines  their  several  casts 
and  manners.  That  none  of  them,  how- 
ever, have  yet  equalled  their  master ;  and 
that  his  performance  is  an  exquisite  piece, 
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replete  with  beauties  of  the  most  engag- 
ing and  delightful  kind ;  will  be  sensibly 
felt  by  all  of  congenial  taste : — and  per- 
haps no  poem  was  ever  composed  which 
addressed  itself  to  the  feelings  of  a  greater 
number  of  readers.— Aikin,  John,  1820, 
An  Essay  on  the  Plan  and  Character  of 
Thomson^ s  Seasons. 

Are  then  *'The  Seasons"  and  ''The 
Task"  Great  Poems?  Yes.— Why?  We 
shall  tell  you  in  two  separate  articles. 
But  we  presume  you  do  not  need  to  be  told 
that  that  poem  must  be  great,  which  was 
the  first  to  paint  the  rolling  mystery  of 
the  year,  and  to  shew  that  all  Seasons 
were  but  the  varied  God  ?  The  idea  was 
original  and  sublime;  and  the  fulfilment 
thereof  so  complete,  that  some  six  thou- 
sand years  having  elapsed  between  the 
creation  of  the  world  and  of  that  poem, 
some  sixty  thousand,  we  prophesy,  will 
elapse  between  the  appearance  of  that 
poem  and  the  publication  of  another, 
equally  great,  on  a  subject  external  to 
the  mind,  equally  magnificent. — Wilson, 
John,  1831,  An  Hour's  Talk  about  Poetry, 
BlackwooiTs  Magazine,  vol.  30,  p.  483. 

In  the  whole  range  of  British  poetry, 
Thomson's  **  Seasons"  are,  perhaps,  the 
earliest  read,  and  most  generally  admired. 
He  was  the  Poet  of  Nature,  and,  studying 
her  deeply,  his  mind  acquired  that  placid- 
ity of  thought  and  feeling  which  an 
abstraction  from  public  life  is  sure  to  pro- 
duce. .  .  .  His  pictures  of  scenery 
and  of  rural  life  are  the  productions  of  a 
master,  and  render  him  the  Claude  of  Poets. 
*The  Seasons"  are  the  first  book  from 
which  we  are  taught  to  worship  the  god- 
dess to  whose  service  the  bard  of  Ednam 
devoted  himself ;  and  who  is  there  that  has 
reflected  on  the  magnificence  of  an  external 
landscape,  viewed  the  sun  as  he  emerges 
from  the  horizon,  or  witnessed  the  setting 
of  that  glorious  orb  when  he  leaves  the 
world  to  refiection  and  repose,  and  does 
not  feel  his  descriptions  rush  upon  the 
mind,  and  heighten  the  enjoyment? — Nic- 
olas, Sn^  Nicholas  Harris,  1831-47,  erf.. 
Poetical  Works  ef  James  Thomson. 

No  o^e  can  read  Thomson's  ''Seasons" 
with  pleasure,  and  not  be  thd  better  for 
it.— Brydges,  Sir  Samuel  Egerton,  1834, 
Avtobiography,  vol.  i,  p.  387. 

The  finest  descriptive  poem  in  the  Eng- 
lish or  perhaps  in  any  language.  .  .  . 
The  work  is  animated  throughout  with  so 


gentle  yet  so  genial  a  glow  of  philanthropy 

and  religious  gratitude,  that  its  parts  are, 

so  to  say,  fused  naturally  together;  the 

everchanging  landscape  is  harmonised  by 

this  calm  and  elevated,  and  tender  spirit, 

which  throws  over  the  whole  a  soft  and 

all-pervading  glow,  like  the  tint  of  an 

Italianheaven.— Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847, 

Outlines  of  English  Literature,  pp.  291, 

292. 

...    as  sweet  a  bard 

(Theocritus  and  Maro  blent  in  (me) 

As  ever  graced  the  name.    .    •    . 

The  tmthfnl,  soul-siibdaing  lays  of  him 

Whose  fame  is  with  his  coontry's  being  blent. 

And  cannot  die ;    .    .    . 

Of  him  who  sang  the  Seasons  as  they  roll. 

With  all  a  Hesiod's  truth,  a  Homer's  power. 

And  the  pure  feeling  of  Simonides. 

— MoiR,  David  Macbeth,  c1851,  Thorn- 
soiCs  Birthplace. 

While  it  is  not  devoid  of  sentiment, 
genial  and  refined,  its  more  striking  char- 
acteristic is  the  large  extent  and  compass 
of  knowledge  which  it  displays.  I  have 
looked  upon  it  as  pre-eminently  valuable, 
from  the  fulness  and  beauty  of  its  teach- 
ings in  all  the  prominent  departments  of 
Natural  History,  and  have  thought,  that, 
by  a  somewhat  ample  explanation  of  those 
subjects  in  the  notes,  a  taste  may  be 
formed,  or  matured,  in  this  interesting 
branch  of  study,  and  a  foundation  laid  for 
prosecuting  it  with  happy  success. — 
Boyd,  James  Robert,  1852,  ed.,  The  Sea- 
sons, Prrface,  p.  6. 

The  English  poet,  from  the  midst  of 
the  luxury  and  the  philosophy  of  the  cap- 
ital, seeks  the  country,  .  .  .  and 
though  he  dedicates  his  work  to  a  great 
lady,  his  feelings  are  with  the  people — a 
people  rich  and  proud  of  a  free  fatherland. 
Like  them,  he  loves  its  pastures,  its  forest, 
and  its  fields.  Thence  springs  his  glowing 
manner ;  thence,  under  a  gloomy  sky,  and 
in  a  period  of  cold  philosophy,  is  his 
poetry  so  full  of  freshness  and  color. — 
ViLLEMAiN,  Abel  FRANgois,  1855,  Cours 
de  Litttrature  Franfaise. 

It  described  the  scenery  and  country  life 
of  Spring,  Summer,  Autumn,  and  Winter. 
He  wrote  with  his  eye  upon  their  scenery, 
and  even  when  he  wrote  of  it  in  his  room, 
it  was  with  a  "recollected  love."  The 
descriptions  were  too  much  like  cata- 
logues, the  very  fault  of  the  previous 
Scotch  poets,  and  his  style  was  always 
heavy  and  often  cold,  but  he  was  the  first 
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poet  who  led  the  English  people  into  that 
new  world  of  nature  in  poetry,  which  has 
moved  and  enchanted  us  in  the  work  of 
Wordsworth,  Shelley,  Keats  and  Tennyson, 
but  which  was  entirely  impossible  for  Pope 
to  understand.  The  impulse  he  gave  was 
soon  followed.  Men  left  the  town  to  visit 
the  country  and  record  their  feelings. — 
Brooke,  Stopford,  1876,  Ekglish  Litera- 
ture {Primer),  p.  143. 

In  choosing  his  subject,  therefore,  and 
in  the  minute  loving  way  in  which  he 
dwells  upon  it,  Thomson  would  seem  to 
have  been  working  in  the  spirit  of  his 
country.  But  there  the  Scottish  element 
in  him  begins  and  ends.  Neither  in  the 
kind  of  landscape  he  pictures,  in  the  rural 
customs  he  selects,  nor  in  the  language  or 
versification  of  his  poem,  is  there  much 
savor  of  Scottish  habits  or  scenery.  His 
blank  verse  cannot  be  said  to  be  a  gar- 
ment that  fits  well  to  its  subject.  It  is . 
heavy,  cumbrous,  oratorical,  overloaded 
with  epithets,  full  of  artificial  invocations, 
''personified  abstractions,"  and  insipid 
classicalities.  It  is  a  composite  style  of 
language  formed  from  the  recollection 
partly  of  Milton,  partly  of  Virgil's 
Georgics.  Yet  in  spite  of  all  these 
obstructions  which  repel  pure  taste  and 
natural  feeling,  no  one  can  read  the  four 
books  of  the  ''Seasons"  through,  without 
seeing  that  Thomson,  for  all  his  false 
style,  wrote  with  his  eye  upon  Nature, 
and  laid  his  finger  on  many  a  fact  and 
image  never  before  touched  in  poetry. — 
Shairp,  John  Campbell,  1877,  On  Poetic 
Interpretation  of  Nature,  p.  197. 

Thomson's  descriptions  are  not  .always 
due  to  the  colors  thrown  upon  them  by  his 
own  hopes  and  fears  for  himself ;  it  is  only 
passages  here  and  there  that  have  a  direct 
biographical  interest.  The  gloomy  notes 
of  the  opening  of  his  poem  on  Winter  are 
only  significant  of  the  mood  in  which  he 
began  the  poem ;  once  fairly  absorbed  in 
his  subject,  he  seems,  as  it  were,  to  have 
been  carried  on  the  wings  of  imagination 
far  above  and  away  from  the  anxieties  of 
his  own  life,  up  into  sublime  contempla- 
tion of  the  great  forces  of  Nature,  and 
into  warm  sympathy  with  the  human  hard- 
ships and  enjoyments,  horrors  and  amuse- 
ments, peculiar  to  the  season. — Minto, 
William,  1894,  The  Literature  qf  the 
Georgian  Era,  ed.  Knight,  p.  61. 

The  "Seasons"  was  at  one  time,  and 


for  many  years  the  most  popular  volume 
of  poetry  in  the  country.  It  was  to  be 
found  in  every  cottage,  and  passages  from 
the  poem  were  familiar  to  every  school- 
boy. The  appreciation  of  the  work  was 
more  affectionate  than  critical,  and  Thom- 
son's faults  were  sometimes  mistaken  for 
beauties ;  but  the  popularity  of  the  "Sea- 
sons" was  a  healthy  sign,  and  the  poem, 
a  forerunner  of  Cowper 's ' '  Task, ' '  brought 
into  vigorous  life,  feelings  and  sympathies 
that  had  been  long  dormant. — Dennis, 
John,  1894,  The  Age  qfPope,  p.  91. 

This  Scotch  poet  is  wordy ;  he  draws  long 
breaths;  he  is  sometimes  tiresome;  but 
you  will  catch  good  honest  glimpses  of  the 
country  in  his  verse  without  going  there 
— not  true  to  our  American  seasons  in 
detail,  but  always  true  to  Nature.  The  sun 
never  rises  in  the  west  in  his  poems ;  the 
jonquils  and  the  daisies  are  not  confounded ; 
the  roses  never  forget  to  blush  as  roses 
should;  the  oaks  are  sturdy;  the  hazels 
are  lithe;  the  brooks  murmur;  the  tor- 
rents roar  a  song ;  the  winds  carry  waves 
across  the  grainfields;  the  clouds  plant 
shadows  on  the  mountains. — Mftchell, 
Donald  G.,  1895,  English  Lands  Letters 
and  Kings,  Queen  Anne  and  the  Georges,  p. 
75. 

"The  Seasons"  shows  that  as  far  as 
intrinsic  worth  is  concerned  the  poems  are 
marked  with  a  strange  mingling  of  merits 
and  defects,  but  that,  considered  in  their 
historical  place  in  the  development  of  the 
poetry  of  nature,  their  importance  and 
striking  originality  can  hardly  be  over- 
stated. Though  Thomson  talked  the  lan- 
guage of  his  day,  his  thought  was  a  new 
one.  He  taught  clearly,  though  without 
emphasis,  the  power  of  nature  to  quiet  the 
passions  and  elevate  the  mind  of  man,  and 
he  intimated  a  deeper  thought  of  divine 
immanence  in  the  phenomena  of  nature. 
But  his  great  service  to  the  men  of  his 
day  was  that  he  shut  up  their  books,  led 
them  out  of  their  parks,  and  taught  them 
to  look  on  nature  with  enthusiasm. — Rey- 
nolds, Myra,  1896,  The  Treatment  qf 
Nature  in  English  Poetry,  p.  89. 

Between  the  ages  of  Pope  and  Scott, 
Thomson  continued  the  most  popular  poet 
in  the  English  language,  and  it  would  be 
difiicult  to  set  a  limit  to  the  extent  of  his 
influence.  His  plays,  cold  and  undramatic, 
were  of  no  great  moment ;  and  his  political 
pieces,  dreary   diatribes   and  citations. 
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might  have  remained  unwritten.  Even 
his  ''Castle  of  Indolence,"  with  its  rich 
archaic  setting  and  its  sensuous  and  lan- 
guid splendour,  must  have  Exercised  a 
charm  always  only  upon  the  inner  few. 
But  his  **  Seasons"  were  a  new  voice  on 
the  earth ;  their  imagery,  fresh  and  exu- 
berant, carried  men  back  to  the  natural 
wells  of  delight — the  simple  enjoyments 
of  sense,  the  glory  of  valley  and  woodland, 
and  the  magic  and  the  majesty  of  the  sea. 
The  verse,  moreover,  in  which  they  were 
written  was  the  first  blank  verse  of  the 
modern  kind. — Eyre-Todd,  George,  1896, 
Scottish  Poetry  of  the  Eighteenth  Century^ 
vol,  I,  p.  100. 

His  style  is  indeed  deeply  marked  by  the 
artificiality  of  the  time ;  the  blank  verse 
moves  heavily;  warmth  and  enthusiasm 
for  his  great  subject  are  seldom  shown. 
But  he  has  much  small,  close,  and  true 
observation,  in  which  the  lines  move  with 
a  fresh  or  spontaneous  movement — fine 
but  rare  genuine  touches  of  Nature. — 
Palgrave,  Francis  Turner,  1896,  Land- 
scape in  Poetry,  p.  169 

Hazlitt  called  Thomson  ''the  best  of  our 
descriptive  poets,"  and  the  title,  in  its 
exact  sense,  will  not  with  justice  be  denied 
him.  His  claim  springs  first  from  the 
completeness  of  his  devotion  to  the  treat- 
ment of  external  nature ;  no  British  poet 
rivals  him  in  absolute  absorption  in  this 
subject.  No  work  in  the  range  of  Brit- 
ish literature  approaches  "The  Seasons" 
in  dealing  with  Nature  in  a  manner  so  apt 
and  strenuous.  Again,  he  excels  in  the 
expansiveness  of  his  power  in  transcribing 
from  Nature ;  his  imagination  ranges  afar, 
while  it  depicts  with  precision;  he  can 
treat  broad  and  striking  areas  with  force 
as  well  as  picturesqueness.  A  third  emi- 
nent characteristic  is  the  freshness  with 
which  he  invests  his  portrayal.  In  this 
he  is  second  to  none  of  the  most  original 
of  his  Scottish  precursors. — Bayne,  Wil- 
liam, 1898,  James  Thomson  (Famous  Scots 
Series),  p.  114. 

We  have  grown  so  accustomed  to  a  more 
intimate  treatment  and  a  more  spiritual 
interpretation  of  nature,  that  we  are  per- 
haps too  apt  to  undervalue  Thomson's  sim- 
ple descriptive  or  pictorial  method.  Com- 
pared with  Wordsworth's  mysticism,  with 
Shelley's  passionate  pantheism,  with 
Bjrron's  romantic  gloom  in  presence  of  the 
mountains  and  the  sea,  with  Keats'  joyous 


re-creation  of  mythology,  with  Thoreau's 
Indian-like  approach  to  the  innermost 
arcana — with  a  dozen  other  moods  familiar 
to  the  modem  mind — it  seems  to  us  unim- 
aginative. Thomson  has  been  likened,  as  a 
colorist,  to  Rubens;  and  possibly  .the 
glow,  the  breadth,  and  the  vital  energy  of 
his  best  passages,  as  of  Rubens'  great 
canvases,  leave  our  finer  perceptions  un- 
touched, and  we  ask  for  something  more 
esoteric,  more  intense.  Still  there  are 
permanent  and  solid  qualities  in  Thomson's 
landscape  art,  which  can  give  delight  even 
now  to  an  unspoiled  taste.  To  a  reader 
of  his  own  generation,  "The  Seasons" 
must  have  come  as  the  revelation  of  a 
fresh  world  of  beauty.  Such  passages 
as  those  which  describe  the  first  spring 
showers,  the  thunderstorm  in  summer, 
the  trout-fishing,  the  sheep-washing,  and 
the  terrors  of  the  winter  night,  were 
not  only  strange  to  the  public  of  that 
day,  but  were  new  in  Elnglish  poetry. — 
Beers,  Henry  A.,  1898,  A  History  qf 
English  Romanticism  in  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  p.  107. 

MS.  CORRECTIONS  OF  THE 
SEASONS 
It  has  long  been  accepted  as  a  fact 
among  scholars  that  Pope  assisted  Thom- 
son in  the  composition  of  the  "Seasons." 
Our  original  authority  for  the  statement 
is,  I  suppose,  Joseph  Warton.  Johnson 
who  had  heard,  through  Savage,  a  great 
deal  about  Thomson,  does  not  mention 
this.  .  .  .  But  if  the  best  authorities 
at  the  Museum  many  years  ago  were  pos- 
itive that  this  handwriting  is  Pope's, 
their  successors  at  the  present  time  are 
equally  positive  that  it  is  not.  On  this 
point  the  opinion  of  Mr.  Warner,  whom 
Mr.  W.  Y.  Fletcher  kindly  consulted  for 
me,  is  very  decided.  Nor  does  Mr.  Court- 
hope,  to  whom  I  have  shown  the  volume, 
recognize  the  hand  as  bearing  much  re- 
semblance to  Pope's.  Without  pretend- 
ing to  an  independent  judgment  upon  such 
matters,  I  must  say  that  it  has  all  along 
been  perplexing  to  me  how  the  opinion 
that  this  was  Pope's  handwriting  could 
ever  have  been  confidently  entertained. 
.  .  .  At  present  I  am  inclined  to 
believe  these  notes  to  be  the  work  of  a 
very  intimate  and  even  devoted  friend. 
If  space  permitted,  I  think  I  could  show 
that  they  were  written  by  a  man  of  finer 
taste — perhaps  of  greater  poetic  gift — 


262 


JAMES  THOMSON 


than  Thomson  himself. — ^Tovby,  D.  C, 
1894»  -471  Interleaved  Copy  qf  ThomsoTCs 
**Seas(ms/*  The  AtheruBumj  vol.  2,  pp. 
131,  132. 

''Through  the  black  night  that  sits 
immense  around."  Indeed,  throughout 
''The  Seasons"  Thomson's  indebtedness 
to  his  corrector  is  incalculable ;  many  of 
the  most  felicitous  touches  are  due  to  him. 
Now,  who  was  his  corrector?  .  .  . 
What  has  long  therefore  been  represented 
and  circulated  as  an  undisputed  fact — 
namely,  that  Pope  assisted  Thomson  in 
the  revision  of  "The  Seasons" — rests  not, 
as  all  Thomson's  modem  editors,  have 
supposed,  on  the  traditions  of  the  eight- 
eenth century,  and  on  the  testimony  of 
authenticated  handwriting,  but  on  a  mere 
assumption  of  Mitf  ord.  That  the  volume 
in  question  really  belonged  to  Thomson, 
and  that  the  corrections  are  originals, 
hardly  admits  of  doubt,  though  Mitford 
gives  neither  the  pedigree  nor  the  history 
of  this  most  interesting  literary  relic.  It 
is  of  course  possible  that  the  corrections 
are  Thomson's  own,  and  that  the  differ- 
ences in  the  handwriting  are  attributable 
to  the  fact  that  in  some  cases  he  was  his 
own  scribe,  in  others  he  employed  an 
amanuensis;  but  the  intrinsic  unlikeness 
of  the  corrections  made  in  the  strange 
hand  to  his  characteristic  style  renders 
this  improbable.  In  any  case  there  is 
nothing  to  warrant  the  assumption  that 
the  corrector  was  Pope. — Collins,  John 
Churton,  1897,  A  Literary  Mare's-Nest, 
The  Saturday  Review,  vol.  84,  p.  118. 

(1)  There  is  no  one  to  whom  Thomson 
would  have,  between  1738  and  1744,  so 
likely  applied  for  criticism  and  sugges- 
tions as  his  friend  and  neighbour,  the 
great  Mr.  Pope.  (2)  There  is  no  one 
but  Pope  who  could,  at  that  time,  have 
written  verse  equal  or  nearly  equal  to 
that  of  Thomson.  (3)  If  the  writing 
be  certainly  not  that  of  Pope,  as  it  is  not 
either  that  of  any  other  known  writer  who 
could  be  supposed  to  have  been  the  au- 
thor of  such  emendations  and  additions, 
there  remains  only  to  conclude  that  the 
real  author  used  an  amanuensis.  But 
instead  of  Mr.  Churton  Collins's  sugges- 
tion (which  he  himself  declares  to  be 
improbable,  and  which  seems  to  me  utterly 
untenable)  that  the  notes  are  Thomson's 
while  employing  an  amanuesis,  I  hold  by 
the  notion  that,  whoever  the  amanuensis, 


the  notes  were  dictated  by  Pope. — Morel, 
Lfe)N,  1898,  Thomson  and  Pope,  The  Sat- 
urday Review,  vol.  86,  p.  208. 

LIBERTY 
1782 

I  do  not  know  a  pleasure  I  should  enjoy 
with  more  pride  than  that  of  filling  up  the 
leisure  of  a  well  employed  year  in  exert- 
ing the  critic  of  your  poem ;  in  consider- 
ing it  first,  with  a  view  to  the  vastness  of 
its  conception,  in  the  general  plan, 
secondly,  to  the  grandeur,  the  depth,  the 
unleaning,  self -supported  richness  of  the 
sentiments ;  and  thirdly,  to  the  strength, 
the  elegance,  the  music,  the  comprehen- 
sive living  energy,  and  close  propriety  of 
your  expression.  I  look  upon  this  mighty 
work  as  the  last  stretched  blaze  of  our 
expiring  genius.  It  is  the  dying  effort  of 
despairing  and  indignant  virtue,  and  will 
stand,  like  one  of  those  immortal  pyra- 
mids, which  carry  their  magnificence 
through  times  that  wonder  to  see  nothing 
round  them  but  uncomfortable  desert. — 
Hill,  Aaron,  1734,  Letter  to  Thomson, 
Feb.  17. 

Liberty  called  in  vain  upon  her  votaries 
to  read  her  praises,  and  reward  her  en- 
comiast :  her  praises  were  condemned  to 
harbour  spiders,  and  to  gather  dust :  none 
of  Thomson's  performances  were  so  little 
regarded.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81, 
Thomson,  Lives  qfthe  English  Poets. 

His  poem  on  Liberty  is  not  equally  good : 
his  Muse  was  too  easy  and  good-natured 
for  the  subject,  which  required  as  much 
indignation  against  unjust  and  arbitrary 
power,  as  complacency  in  the  constitu- 
tional monarchy,  under  which,  just  after 
the  expulsion  of  the  Stuarts  and  the  estab- 
lishment of  the  House  of  Hanover,  in  con- 
tempt of  the  claims  of  hereditary  pretend- 
ers to  the  throne,  Thomson  lived.  Thom- 
son was  but  an  indifferent  hater ;  and  the 
most  indispensable  part  of  the  love  of  lib- 
erty has  unfortunately  hitherto  been  the 
hatred  of  tyranny.  Spleen  is  the  soul  of 
patriotism,  and  of  public  good:  but  you 
would  not  expect  a  man  who  has  been  seen 
eating  peaches  off  a  tree  with  both  hands 
in  his  waistcoat  pockets,  to  be  "overrun 
with  spleen,"  or  to  heat  himself  need- 
lessly about  an  abstract  proposition. — 
Hazlfft,  Wiluam,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
English  Poets,  Lecture  v. 

Though  the  most  laboured,  and  in 
its   author's   opinion    the    best    of   his 
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productions,  "Liberty"  was  never  popu- 
lar ;  and  perhaps  most  persons  have  found 
it  as  difficult  to  read  to  an  end  as  Dr. 
Johnson  did,  who  eagerly  avails  himself  of 
the  neglect  with  which  it  was  treated  to 
indulge  in  one  of  those  sneers  with  which 
his  account  of  Thomson  abounds. — Nic- 
olas, Sir  Nicholas  Harris,  1831-47,  erf., 
Poetical  Works  of  James  Thomson. 

The  English  poet  Thomson  wrote  a  very 
good  poem  on  the  Seasons,  but  a  very 
bad  one  on  Liberty,  and  that  not  from 
want  of  poetry  in  the  poet,  but  from  want 
of  poetry  in  the  subject.— Goethe  by  Eck- 
ERMANN,  John  Peter,  ISS2,  Conversations 
cf  Goethe^  vol.  ii,  p.  427. 

The  early  productions  of  Thomson  are 
inferior  to  the  beginnings  of  most  poets, 
and  ''Liberty"  is  a  composition  which  has 
been  seldom  perused  save  by  editors  and 
proof-readers. — Child,  Francis  J.,  1863, 
ed..  Poetical  Works  of  James  Thomson^ 
Advertisement. 

His  poem  upon  ** Liberty,"  which  John- 
son confesses  that  he  had  never  read, 
appears — so  far  as  I  have  inspected  it — 
to  be  a  series  of  such  sounding  common- 
places as  Bolingbroke  was  in  the  habit  of 
embodying  in  his  political  essays.  Doubt- 
less, there  was  some  sincerity  in  such  dec- 
lamation, but  clearly  there  was  little  pas- 
sion. It  implied  contempt  for  priestcraft, 
and  dislike  to  the  absolute  rule  of  a  des- 
pot ;  but  not  the  least  desire  to  upheave 
and  reconstruct  society.  It  is  the  senti- 
ment of  a  British  Whig,  not  of  Rousseau 
or  Voltaire.  The  poem  on  **  Liberty"  and 
the  plays,  in  which  he  indulged  the  same 
vein,  are  as  dead  as  Blackmore. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1876,  History  cf  English  Thought 
in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  ii,  p,  360. 

Every  one  who  has  really  endeavoured  to 
read  his  favourite  * 'Liberty"  must  endorse 
Johnson's  contemptuous  verdict  on  it. 
It  is  not  only  not  good  as  a  whole,  but 
(which  is  more  remarkable)  it  is  scarcely 
even  good  in  parts.  It  is  with  consid- 
erable difficulty  that  one  is  able  to  pick 
out  a  few  lines  here  and  there  where  the 
admirable  descriptive  faculty  of  the  writer 
has  had  room  to  make  itself  felt. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1880,  English  PoetSy 
ed.  Ward,  vol.  ni,  p.  169. 

The  idea  at  the  root  of  **  Liberty" 
oppressed  him  from  Paris  to  Rome,  and 
from  Rome  back  to  London.     And,  after 


all,  the  sum  and  substance  of  his  foreign 
experience  produced  no  worthy  result. 
The  poem  proved  that  constitutional  free- 
dom was  a  theme  on  which  his  imagination 
could  not  range  freely,  though  it  could  do 
so  intensely,  as  in  ''Rule  Britannia."  A 
rationalised  social  philosophy  was  not 
the  kind  of  work  for  which  he  was  fitted, 
though  he  himself  did  not  yet,  if  he  ever 
did,  perceive  this ;  but  it  was  decisively 
demonstrated  by  the  common  verdict  pro- 
nounced upon  this  one  deliberate  philo- 
sophical poem.  .  .  .  The  opinion  of  every 
succeeding  age  of  readers  has  reversed 
the  judgment  of  Thomson  on  what  he  con- 
sidered to  be  his  ''noblest  work."  No 
other  conclusion  is  possible.  In  "Lib- 
erty" he  attempted  a  task  that  both  in 
material  and  scope  was  not  adapted  to  his 
powers. — Bayne,  Wiluam,  1898,  James 
Thomson  {Famous  Scots  Series),  pp.  82,  84. 

THE  CASTLE  OF  INDOLENCE 

1748 

There  is  a  poem  by  Thomson,  the  "Castle 
of  Indolence,"  with  some  good  stanzas. — 
Gray,  Thomas,  1748,  Letter  to  Thomas 
Wharton,  June  5,  Works,  vol.  ii,  p.  184. 

I  conclude  you  will  read  Mr.  Thomson's 
"Castle  of  Indolence:"  it  is  after  the 
manner  of  Spenser ;  but  I  think  he  does 
not  always  keep  so  close  to  his  style  as  the 
author  of  the  "School-Mistress,"  whose 
name  I  never  knew  until  you  were  so  good 
as  to  inform  me  of  it, — I  believe  the 
"Castle  of  Indolence"  will  afford  you  much 
entertainment;  there  are  many  pretty 
paintings  in  it;  but  I  think  the  wizard' 
song  deserves  a  preference : 
"He  needs  no  mnse  who  dictates  from  the 
heart.'* 

—Hertford,  Countess,  1748,  Letter  to 
Lady  Luxborough,  May  15. 

To  the  "Castle  of  Indolence"  he  brought 
not  only  the  full  nature,  but  the  perfect 
art,  of  a  poet.  The  materials  of  that 
exquisite  poem  are  derived  originally  from 
Tasso;  but  he  was  more  immediately 
indebted  for  them  to  the  "Fairy  Queen:" 
and  in  meeting  with  the  paternal  spirit  of 
Spenser  he  seems  as  if  he  were  admitted 
more  intimately  to  the  home  of  inspira- 
tion.—Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Speci- 
mens of  the  British  Poets. 

A  structure  of  genuine  talent,  certainly 
not  piled  when  that  "bard,  more  fat  than 
bard  beseems,"  was,  where  he  delighted 
to  be,   on    the    spot  itself,    though  so 
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witchingly  framed  for  voluptuous  ease, 
that  the  reader  is  ready  to  lie  down  under 
its  influence, — not,  however,  to  sleep. — 
Montgomery,  James,  1833,  Lectures  on 
General  Literature^  Poetry,  d&c,  p.  132. 

Not  only  is  the  best  imitation  ever  made 
of  the  great  author  of  "The  Faerie 
Queen,''  but  one- of  the  most  delightful 
works  in  the  English  language. — Shaw, 
Thomas  B.,  1847,  Outlines  qf  English 
Literature,  p.  294. 

.  "The  Castle  of  Indolence,''  more 
thoroughly  complete,  more  delicately 
finished,  and  aspiring  to  a  certain  plot 
and  story,  displays  more  of  the  artist, 
with  very  little  less  of  the  poet,  than  the 
' '  Seasons. ' '  It  is,  certainly,  the  sweetest 
piece  of  poetic  seduction  in  the  world. 
No  hymn  to  Sleep  ever  was  so  soft — no 
"dream  within  a  dream,"  of  rest  beyond 
the  dreaming  land,  was  ever  so  subtle. — 
GiLFiLLAN,  George,  1853,  ed.  Thomson's 
Poetical  Works,  p.  xvii. 

No  man  or  boy  need  hope  to  be  lured 
into  early  rising  by  the  study  of  this 
poem.— CoLUER,  Wiluam  Francis,  1861, 
A  History  of  English  Literature,  p.  303. 

The  beauty  and  purity  of  imagination, 
also,  diffused  over  the  melodious  stanzas 
of  the  "Castle  of  Indolence,"  make  that 
poem  one  of  the  gems  of  the  language. — 
Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious 
History  of  English  Literature  arid  of  the 
English  Language,  vol,  ii,  p,  286. 

Is  an  exquisite  masterpiece,  with  not  a 
grain  of  perishable  matter  in  it.  Com- 
pletely free  from  all  of  Thomson's  usual 
faults  and  less  pleasing  peculiarities,  it 
is  fresh,  terse,  and  natural,  perfectly 
melodious,  and  has  a  charming  humour 
rarely  displayed  by  the  author  in  his  other 
pieces,  though  indicated  elsewhere,  as,  for 
instance,  in  the  hunters'  drinking-bout  in 
'  *  Autumn. ' ' — Child,  Francis  J. ,  1863,  ed., 
Poetical  Works  of  Jamjes  Thomson, 
Advertisement, 

One  of  the  most  highly-finished  and  one 
of  the  most  imaginative  of  the  productions 
of  the  eighteenth  century. — Walker, 
Hugh,  1893,  Three  Centuries  qf  Scottish 
Literature,  vol.  ii,  p.  73. 

The  best  poem  written  between  Dryden 
and  Blake.  ...  He  has  penetrated 
the  secret  of  the  verse-paragraph ;  he  has 
borrowed  many  of  the  minor  mannerisms ; 
he  has  adopted  (subject  to  the  influence 
of  two  generations  of  reformed  English) 


the  classicalised  vocabularies.  But  he 
has  done  more  than  this.  He  has  put  the 
je  ne  sais  quoi  of  personality  into  his 
rhythm :  so  that  Thomsonian  blank  verse 
is  a  kind  in  itself,  and  stands  out  among 
the  non-dramatic  kinds  of  the  Ehiglish 
unrhymed  decasyllable  as  no  others  do  but 
Milton's  own  and  Tennyson's. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1896,  Social  England,  ed. 
Traill,  vol.  v,  pp.  82,  83. 

No  work  of  poetry  between  the  time  of 
Spenser  and  Thomson  is  so  marked  by 
this  absolutely  delicate  idealising  ten- 
dency ;  nothing  like  it  appears  again  till 
the  time  of  Keats.  We  do  not  hear  much 
about  the  significance  of  Thomson's  part 
in  setting  forth  anew  the  "sweet-slippiDg 
movement"  and  charm  of  the  Spenserian 
manner  as  a  model  for  the  poets  of  the 
nineteenth  century  literary  renaissance; 
but  there  can  be  no  doubt  about  the 
validity  of  his  right  in  this  matter.  In 
the  romantic  method,  so  excellently  rep- 
resented by  Thomson,  Keats  may  be  taken 
as  the  most  direct  successor  who  under- 
stood the  extraordinary  richness  of  the 
note  that  was  struck  in  ''The  Castle  of 
Indolence ;"  for  though  there  is  its  mystic 
glamour  in  the  poetry  of  Coleridge,  Keats, 
in  his  work,  combines  in  a  more  general 
way,  the  main  aims  in  the  literary  design  of 
Thomson. — Bayne,  Wiluam,  1898,  James 
Thomson  (Famous  Scots  Series),  p.  131. 

ALFRED 
1740 

The  music  of  this  noble  "ode  in  honour 
of  Great  Britain,"  which,  according  to 
Southey,  "will  be  the  political  hymn  of 
this  country  as  long  as  she  maintains  her 
poetical  power,"  was  composed  by  Dr.  Ame 
for  his  masque  of  "Alfred,"  and  first  per- 
formed at  Cliefden  House,  near  Maiden- 
head, on  August  1,  1740.  Cliefden  was 
then  the  residence  of  Frederick,  Prince  of 
Wales,  and  the  occasion  was  to  commem- 
orate the  accession  of  George  I.,  and  in 
honour  of  the  birthday  of  the  young  Prin- 
cess Augusta.  The  masque  gave  so  much 
satisfaction  that  it  was  repeated  on  the 
following  night.  Dr.  Ame  afterwards 
altered  it  into  an  opera,  and  it  was  so 
performed  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre,  on 
March,  20,  1745,  for  the  benefit  of  Mrs. 
Ame.  In  the  advertisements  of  that  per- 
formance, and  in  another  of  the  following 
month.  Dr.  Ame  entitles  "Rule,  Bri- 
tannia," "a  celebrated  ode;"  from  which 
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it  may  be  inferred  that  (although  the 
entire  masque  had  not  been  performed  in 
public),  "Rule,  Britannia,"  had  then 
attained  popularity.  Some  detached  pieces 
of  the  masque  had  been  sung  in  Dublin,  on 
the  occasion  of  Ame's  visit  with  his  wife, 
but  no  record  of  any  other  public  perform- 
ance has  hitherto  been  discovered.  The 
words  of  the  masque  were  by  Thomson  and 
Mallet,  but  Thomson  seems  to  have  taken 
the  lead  in  the  affair,  since,  in  the  news- 
papers of  the  day,  he  alone  is  mentioned 
as  the  author,  bi  the  book,  the  names 
of  Thomson  and  Mallet  are  both  given. 
— Chappell,  William,  1855-59,  Popular 
Music  qf  the  Olden  Time,  vol.  ii,  p.  686. 

The  utmost  appropriateness  accom- 
panies this  assignment  of  the  authorship 
of  "Rule  Britannia."  No  more  fitting 
lyrist  than  he  who  sang  so  admirably  and 
so  unremittingly  of  Nature  and  of  man, 
and  the  social  and  industrial  glory  of  his 
country,  could  have  composed  the  unchal- 
lenged paean  of  the  nation's  greatness. — 
Bayne,  Wiluam,  1898,  James  Thomson 
(Famous  Scots  Series),  p.  160. 

There  is  no  evidence  that  during  their 
lifetime  either  Thomson  or  Mallet  claimed 
the  authorship;  but  this  is  certain,  it 
was  printed  at  Edinburgh  during  Mallet's 
lifetime  in  the  second  edition  of  a  well- 
known  song-book  entitled ' '  The  Charmer,  *  * 
with  Thomson's  initials  appended  to  it. 
It  is  certain  that  Mallet  had  friends  in 
Edinburgh,  and  it  is  equally  certain  that 
he  nor  any  of  his  friends  raised  any  objec- 
tion to  its  assignment  to  Thomson.  In 
1743,  in  1759  and  in  1762  Mallet  published 
collections  of  poems,  but  in  none  of  these 
collections  does  he  lay  claim  to  ''Rule 
Britannia,"  and  though  it  was  printed  in 
song-books  in  1749,  1750,  and  1761,  it  is 
in  no  case  assigned  to  Mallet.  None  of  his 
contemporaries,  so  far  as  we  know, 
attributed  it  to  him,  and  it  is  remarkable 
that  in  a  brief  obituary  notice  of  him 
which  appeared  in  the  ''Scots  Magazine" 
in  1765,  he  is  spoken  of  as  the  author 
of  the  famous  ballad  "William  and 
Uargaret,"  but  not  a  word  is  said  about 
this  lyric— Collins,  John  Churton, 
1897,  The  Authorship  of  *'Rule  Britannia,'' 
The  Saturday  Review,  vol.  83,  p.  190. 

DRAMAS 

The  town  flocks  to  a  new  play  of 
Thomson's,  called  "Tancred  and  Sigis- 
mnnda:"  it  is  very  dull;  I  have  read  it. 


I  cannot  bear  modern  poetry ;  these  refiners 
of  the  purity  of  the  stage  and  of  the 
incorrectness  of  English  verse  are  most 
wofully  insipid.  I  had  rather  have 
written  the  most  absurd  lines  in  Lee,  than 
"Leonidas"  or  "The  Seasons;"  as  I  had 
rather  be  put  into  the  round-house  for  a 
wrong-headed  quarrel  than  sup  quietly  at 
eight  o'clock  with  my  grandmother. — 
Walpole,  Horace,  1745,  To  Sir  Horace 
Mann,  March  29,  Letters,  ed.  Cunningham, 
vol.  1,  p.  347. 

Mr.  Thomson's  tragedies  seem  to  me 
wisely  intricated  and  elegantly  writ ;  they 
want  perhaps  some  fire,  and  it  may  be 
that  his  heroes  are  neither  moving  nor 
busy  enough,  but  taking  him  all  in  all, 
methinks  he  has  the  highest  claim  to  the 
greatest  esteem. — Voltaire,  FRANgois 
Marie  Arouet,  1790,  Letter  to  Lord 
LytteUon,  May  17. 

Though  "Agamemnon"  is  not  a  capital 
play  on  the  whole,  and  abounds  in  languid 
and  long  declamatory  speeches,  yet  parts 
of  it  are  striking,  particularly  Melisan- 
der's  account  of  the  desert  island  to  which 
he  was  banished,  copied  from  the  "Phil- 
octetes"  of  Sophocles;  and  the  prophetic 
speeches  of  Cassandra  during  the  moment 
of  Agamemnon's  being  murdered,  well 
calculated  to  fill  the  audience  with  alarm, 
astonishment,  and  suspense  at  an  awful 
event,  obscurely  hinted  at  in  very  strong 
imagery.  These  speeches  are  closely 
copied  from  the  "Agamemnon"  of 
Eschylus,  as  is  a  striking  scene  in  his 
"Eleonora"  from  the  "Alcestis"  of 
Euripides.  Thomson  was  well  acquainted 
with  the  Greek  tragedies,  on  which  I  heard 
him  talk  learnedly  when  I  was  once 
introduced  to  him  by  my  friend  Mr.  W. 
Collins.— Warton,  Joseph,  1797,  ed. 
Pope's  Works,  vol.  vii,  p.  10. 

The  beautiful  fancy,  the  gorgeous 
diction,  and  generous  affections  of 
Thomson,  were  chilled  and  withered  as 
soon  as  he  touched  the  verge  of  the 
Drama ;  where  his  name  is  associated  with 
a  mass  of  verbose  puerility,  which  it  is 
diflScult  to  conceive  could  ever  have  pro- 
ceeded from  the  author  of  the  "Seasons" 
and  the  "Castle  of  Indolence.  "—Jeffrey, 
Francis  Lord,  1822-44,  Contributions  to 
the  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  2,  p,  334. 

"Tancred  and  Sigismunda"  (founded  on 
a  story  in  "Gil  Bias")  was  the  most  suc- 
cessful of  Thomson's  pieces  on  the  stage ; 
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Garrick  and  Mrs.  Gibber  appeared  in  it, 
and  it  continued  as  an  acting  piece  up  to 
1788,  if  not  later. — Rossetti,  Wiluam 
Michael,  1878,  Ldves  cf  Famous  Pods, 
p.  139. 

It  can  only  be  matter  for  regret  that 
Thomson  wasted  so  much  of  his  life  over 
compositions  in  which  he  was  so  little 
qualified  to  excel.  He  had  not  the 
dramatic  faculty.  His  plays  are  cold, 
lifeless,  and  uninteresting.  They  are 
equal  in  bulk  to  all  his  other  poetry  com- 
bined, yet  there  is  hardly  a  line  in  the 
whole  for  the  loss  of  which  the  world 
would  be  poorer. — Walker,  Hugh,  1893, 
Jliree  Centuries  qf  Scottish  IMeraiure^  voL 
n,  p.  70. 

It  [''Sophonisba'']  was  a  poor  imitation 
of  Otway,  and  there  was  little  opportunity 
in  it  for  the  display  of  the  poet's  charac- 
teristic excellencies ;  it  was  nevertheless 
sold  to  Millar  for  130  guineas,  and  went 
through  four  editions  during  the  year 
(several  translations  appeared,  a  Russian 
one  in  1786).  One  line  of  **Sophonisba" 
at  least  has  defied  oblivion.  Nat  Lee  had 
written  "0  Sophonisba,  Oh!"  Thomson 
expanded  the  sentiment  in  the  verse 
Oh !  Sophonisba,  Sophonisba,  Oh ! 

the  inanity  of  which  was  pointed  out,  not  at 
the  theatre,  as  has  generally  been  assumed, 
but  in  an  envious  little  squib,  called  "A 
Criticism  of  the  New  Sophonisba"  (1730). 
The  quick  eye  of  Fielding  soon  detected 
the  absurdity,  which  was  paraded  in  his 
"Tom  Thumb  the  Great,"  the  line  "Oh! 
Huncamunca,  Huncamunca,  Oh !"  appear- 
ing as  a  kind  of  refrain.  It  is  noticeable 
that  the  line  "'0  Sophonisba,  I  am  wholly 
thine,"  was  not  substituted  by  Thomson 
until  after  1738.— Seccombe,  Thomas, 
1898,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography^ 
vol,  LVi,  p.  248. 

GENERAL 

Poets,  like  yon,  their  own  protectors  stand. 
Plac*d  above  aid  from  pride's  infeiior  hand. 
Time,  that  devours  a  lord's  unlasting  name, 
Shall  land  her  soundest  depth  to  float  your 
fame.    .    .    . 

— Hill,  Aaron,  1726,  To  Mr.  James 
Thomson. 

.     .     Thomson,  in  this  praise,  thy  merit 

OAA  * 

The  tongae  that  praises  merit,  praises  thee. 

—Savage,  Richard,  1729,  The  Wand- 
erer^  Canto  I. 


Tho'  Thomson,  sweet  descriptive  bazd 

Inspiring  Autumn  snng; 

Tet  how  should  we  the  months  regard. 

That  fltopp'd  his  flowing  tongae? 

Ah  luckless  months,  of  all  the  rest, 

To  whose  hard  share  it  fell! 

For  snre  his  was  the  gentlest  breast 

That  ever  snng  so  well.    .    .    • 

He !  he  is  gone,  whose  mortal  strain 

Could  wit  and  mirth  refine; 

He !  he  is  gone,  whose  social  vein 

Surpassed  the  power  of  wine. 

— Shenstone,  Wiluam,  1748,  Verses  to 
William  LytUeUnty  Esq. 

.    .     .    The  Poet  well  you  know: 

Oft  has  he  touched  your  hearts  with  tender 

woe: 
Oft  in  this  crowded  house,  with  just  applause 
Ton  heard  him  teach  fair  Virtue's  purest 

laws; 
For  his  chaste  Muse  employ*d  her  heaven- 
taught  lyre 
None  but  the  noblest  passions  to  inspire, 
Not  one  immoral,  one  corrupted  thought. 
One  line,  which,  dying,  he  could  wish  to  blot. 

— Lyttelton,  George  Lord,  1749,  Pro- 
logue to  Thomson^s  '*Coriolanus." 

Thomson  was  blessed  with  a  strong  and 
copious  fancy ;  he  has  enriched  poetry  with 
a  variety  of  new  and  original  images, 
which  he  painted  from  nature  itself,  and 
from  his  own  actual  observations;  his 
descriptions  have,  therefore,  a  distinct- 
ness and  truth  which  are  utterly  wanting 
to  those  of  poets  who  have  only  copied 
from  each  other,  and  have  never  looked 
abroad  on  the  subjects  themselves. 
Thomson  was  accustomed  to  wander  away 
into  the  country  for  days  and  for  weeks, 
attentive  to  each  rural  sight,  each  rural 
sound ;  while  many  a  poet  who  has  dwelt 
for  years  in  the  Strand  has  attempted  to 
describe  fields  and  rivers,  and  has  gen- 
erally succeeeded  accordingly. — Warton, 
Joseph,  1756,  Essay  on  the  Genius  and 
Writings  of  Pope. 

Mr.  Thomson,  though,  in  general,  a 
verbose  and  affected  poet,  has  told  this 
["Palemon  and  Lavinia"]  story  with 
simplicity;  it  is  rather  given  here  for 
being  much  esteemed  by  the  public  than 
by  the  editor.— Goldsmith,  0uver,1767, 
The  Beaviies  of  English  Poetry. 

As  a  writer,  he  is  entitled  to  one  praise 
of  the  highest  kind :  his  mode  of  thinking, 
and  of  expressing  his  thoughts,  is  originid. 
His  blank  verse  is  no  more  the  blank  verse 
of  Milton,  or  of  any  other  poet,  than  the 
rhymes  of  Prior  are  the  rhymes  of  Cowley. 
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nbers,  his  pauses,  his  diction,  are 
(WD  growth,  without  transcription, 
i  imitation.  He  thinks  in  a  peculiar 
ind  he  thinks  always  as  a  man  of 
;  he  looks  round  on  nature  and  on 
th  the  eye  which  nature  bestows 
Q  the  poet;  the  eye  which  dis- 
hes, in  every  thing  presented  to  its 
hatever  there  is  on  which  imagina- 
Q  delight  to  be  detained,  and  with 
1  that  at  once  comprehends  the 
ad  attends  to  minute. — Johnson, 
L.,  1779-81,  Thomson,  Lives  of  the 
I  Poets. 

ison  was  admirable  in  description ; 
always  seemed  to  me  that  there 
mewhat  of  affectation  in  his  style, 
at  his  numbers  are  sometimes  not 
rmonized.  I  could  wish  too,  with 
inson,  that  he  had  confined  himself 
country;  for  when  he  describes 
e  never  saw,  one  is  forced  to  read 
ith  some  allowance  for  possible 
resentation.  He  was,  however,  a 
et,  and  his  lasting  fame  has  proved 
)WPER,  William,  1788,  Letter  to 
ingy  June  19. 

!  Buchan  is  screwing  out  a  little 
)ral  fame  from  instituting  a  jubilee 
»mson.     I  fear  I  shall  not  make  my 

0  Mr.  Berry  by  owning  I  would  not 
m  this  last  week's  fine  weather  for 

four  ** Seasons''  in  blank  verse, 
is  more  nature  in  six  lines  of 
egro"  and  *'Penseroso"  than  in  all 
oured  imitations  of  Milton.  What  is 
in  Thomson's  of  original? — Wal- 
30RACE,  1791,  To  the  Miss  Berrys, 
5. 

1  poems,  those  who  are  able  to  taste 
ish  that  divine  art  which  raises  the 
I  clay  from  the  soil  on  which  he 
tes  to  the  heaven  of  sentiment, 
will  delight  in  seeing  the  beautiful 
»s  of  Nature  presented  to  the  eyes 
ctators  and  not  readers,  and  after 
delightful  impressions  are  over, 
rill  find  themselves  happier  and 
than  they  were  before. — Buchan, 
1791,  Address  at  the  Coronation  of 
it  of  Thomson,  Sep,  22. 

oson,  though  dear  to  my  heart, 
a  florid.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1811,  The 
f  the  Poets. 

1  the  wits  of  Queen  Anne  this  foreign 
attained  the  summit  of  its  reputa- 
ind  has  ever  since,  we  think,  been 


declining,  though  by  slow  and  almost 
imperceptible  graduations.  Thomson  was 
the  first  writer  of  any  eminence  who 
seceded  from  it,  and  made  some  steps 
back  to  the  force  and  animation  of  our 
original  poetry.  Thomson,  however,  was 
educated  in  Scotland,  where  the  new  style, 
we  believe,  had  not  yet  become  familiar ; 
and  lived,  for  a  long  time,  a  retired  and 
unambitious  life,  with  very  little  inter- 
course with  those  who  gave  the  tone  in 
literature  at  the  period  of  his  first  ap- 
pearance. Thomson,  accordingly,  has 
always  been  popular  with  the  much  wider 
circle  of  readers,  than  either  Pope  or 
Addison;  and,  in  spite  of  considerable 
vulgarity  and  signal  cumbrousness  of 
diction,  has  drawn,  even  from  the  fastidi- 
ous, a  much  deeper  and  more  constant 
admiration. — Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord, 
1811,  Ford*s  Dramatic  Works,  Edinburgh 
Review,  vol.  18,  p.  282. 

.    .    .    the  strain  my  Thomson  sung, 
Delicious  dreams  inspiring  by  his  note, 
What  time  to  Indolence  his  harp  he  strung; 

—Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1816,  Harold  the 
Dauntless,  Introduction. 

He  is  frequently  pedantic  and  ostenta- 
tious in  his  style,  because  he  had  no 
consciousness  of  these  vices  in  himself. 
He  mounts  upon  stilts,  not  out  of  vanity, 
but  indolence.  He  seldom  writes  a  good 
line  but  he  m^es  up  for  it  by  a  bad  one. 
He  takes  advantage  of  all  the  most  trite 
and  mechanical  common-places  of  imagery 
and  diction  as  a  kindly  relief  to  his  Muse, 
and  as  if  he  thought  them  quite  as  good, 
and  likely  to  be  quite  as  acceptable  to  the 
reader,  as  his  own  poetry.  He  did  not 
think  the  difference  worth  putting  himself 
to  the  trouble  of  acconvplishing.  He  had 
too  little  art  to  conceal  his  art :  or  did 
not  even  seem  to  know  that  there  was  any 
occasion  for  it.  His  art  is  as  naked  and 
undisguised  as  his  nature ;  the  one  is  as 
pure  and  genuine  as  the  other  is  gross, 
gaudy,  and  meretricious. 
Thomson  is  the  best  of  our  descriptive 
poets ;  for  he  gives  most  of  the  poetry  of 
natural  description.  Others  have  been 
quite  equal  to  him,  or  have  surpassed  him, 
as  Cowper  for  instance,  in  the  picturesque 
part  of  his  art,  in  marking  the  peculiar 
features  and  curious  details  of  objects : 
— no  one  has  yet  come  up  to  him  in  giving 
the  sum  total  of  their  effects,  their  varying 
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influences  on  the  mind. — Hazutt,  Wil- 
liam, 1818,  Lectures  on  the  English  Poets, 
Lecture  v. 

The  sweet-Bonled  P6et  of  the  SeasonB. 

.  .  .  —Wordsworth,  William,  1820, 
Sonnety  June. 

Thomson  is  the  first  of  our  Descriptive 
Poets ;  I  had  almost  said,  the  first  in  the 
world.  He  is  one  of  the  best  Poets,  and 
the  worst  versifiers,  that  ever  existed. 
To  begin  with  the  least  pleasing  part  of 
our  subject,  his  versification,  it  is  artificial 
and  elaborate;  timid  and  pompous; 
deserting  simplicity,  without  attaining 
dignity.  It  scorns  the  earth,  without 
being  able  to  soar  into  the  air. — Neele, 
Henry,  1827-29,  Lectures  on  English 
Poetry f  p.  180. 

Byron  and  Scott,  brilliant  as  are  the 
pictures  which  they  exhibit,  have  too 
exclusively  occupied  public  attention ;  and 
there  may  be  an  admixture  of  aristocratic 
fashion  in  this  over  ardent  display  of 
homage.  Thomson,  with  loftier  themes, 
is  the  poet  of  all  times,  and  of  every  class 
of  readers.  I  allude  more  especially  to 
the  "Seasons.''  His  ''Castle  of  Indo- 
lence," to  be  fairly  appreciated,  should 
be  in  the  hands  of  those  who  are 
accustomed  to  the  refinements  of  com- 
position— by  whom  it  will  ever  be  esteemed 
as  one  of  the  most  impressive  and  exquisite 
pieces  within  the  circle  of  true  poesy. — 
Corney,  Bolton,  1841,  Memorandum  on 
the  Text  of  ^^  The  Seasons,**  Gerdleman*s 
Magazine,  vol.  Ill,  p.  145. 

The  entire  prospect, — one  of  the  finest 
in  England,  and  eminently  characteristic 
of  what  is  best  in  English  scenery, — 
enabled  me  to  understand  what  I  had  used 
to  deem  a  peculiarity, — in  some  measure  a 
defect, — in  the  landscapes  of  the  poet 
Thomson.  It  must  have  often  struck  the 
Scotch  reader  that  in  dealing  with  very 
extended  prospects,  he  rather  enumerates 
than  describes.  His  pictures  are  often 
mere  catalogues,  in  which  single  words 
stand  for  classes  of  objects,  and  in  which 
the  entire  poetry  seems  to  consist  in  an 
overmastering  sense  of  vast  extant, 
occupied  by  amazing  multiplicity.  .  .  . 
Now  the  prospect  from  the  hill  at  Hagley 
furnished  me  with  the  true  explanation  of 
this  enumerative  style.  Measured  along 
the  horizon,  it  must,  on  the  lowest  esti- 
mate, be  at  least  fifty  miles  in  longitudinal 
extent;    measured    laterally,  from    the 


spectator  forwards,  at  least  twenty.  .  .  . 
The  real  area  however  must  rather  exceed 
than  fall  short  of  a  thousand  square  miles : 
the  fields  into  which  it  is  laid  out  are 
small,  scarcely  averaging  a  square  furlong 
in  superficies.  .  .  .  With  these  there 
are  commixed  innumerable  cottages, 
manor-houses,  villages,  towns.  Here  the 
surface  is  dimpled  by  unreckoned  hollows; 
there  fretted  by  uncounted  mounds ;  all  is 
amazing,  overpowering  multiplicity, — a 
multiplicity  which  neither  the  pen  nor  the 
pencil  can  adequately  express;  and  so 
description,  in  even  the  hands  of  a  master, 
sinks  into  mere  enumeration.  The  picture 
becomes  a  catalogue. — Miller,  Hugh* 
1847,  First  Impressions  af  England  and  its 
People,  pp.  135,  136. 

Thomson  writes  like  a  poet  who  made 
what  he  went  to  find. — Hunt,  Leigh, 
1850,  Autobiography,  vol.  ii,  p.  205. 

A  certain  careless  greatness  is  the 
principal  element  of  his  genius.  He  was, 
as  Coleridge  truly  said,  ''rather  a  great 
than  a  good  poef  Except  in  passages 
of  the  ''Castle  of  Indolence,"  there  is 
little  finish  or  true  polish  about  his  poetry. 
He  did,  indeed,  labour  much  at  the  file, 
but  it  was  seldom  under  the  presence  of  a 
high  ideal  of  Art;  and  his  alterations,  like 
those  of  John  Foster,  were  often  anything 
but  improvement.  His  great  power  lay 
in  his  deep,  glowing,  childlike  enthusiasm 
for  nature,  and  in  the  fulness  with  which 
he  retained  this  on  to  mature  manhood ; 
so  that,  while  in  understanding  he  was 
thirty,  in  freshness  of  feeling  he  was  only 
thirteen.'  He  excelled  more  in  the  wide 
landscape  view,  than  in  the  cabinet  pieture 
or  the  miniature.  He  was  better  at 
describing  the  Torrid  Zone  than  a  lady 
bathing — coping  with  the  aggregate 
terrors  of  Winter  than  telling  a  tale  of 
individual  woe.  He  is  more  a  sublime  and 
sensuous,  than  he  is  a  refined,  spiritualized, 
or  beautiful  poet.  He  resembles  rather 
Byron  in  all  but  his  elasticity,  and  the 
fierce  and  savage  nature  that  burned  in 
him  than  such  poets  as  Shelley,  who  seem 
half  abstracted  from  earth,  and  to  con- 
verse more  with  its  hovering  shadows  than 
with  its  solid  substance. — Gilfillan, 
George,  1853,  ed.  Thomson^s  Poetical 
Works,  p.  16. 

Dismissing  the  ideal  shepherds  and 
shepherdesses  who  formerly  trailed  their 
silks,  like  the  ladies  in  the  portraits  of 
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the  Restoration,  over  imaginary  plains, 
and  rejecting  altogether  the  machinery  of 
the  heathen  mythology,Thomson  addressed 
himself  directly  to  Nature,  and  trans- 
ferred the  landscape  to  his  canvas  with 
truthfulness  and  simplicity.— Bell, 
Robert,  1855,  ed..  Poetical  Works  eg 
James  ThomsoUy  vol.  i,  p.  46. 

No  poet  has  ever  been  more  inspired  by 
the  love  of  external  nature,  or  felt  with 
more  keenness  and  delicacy  those  analogies 
between  the  mind  and  the  things  it  looks 
upon,  which  are  the  fountains  of  poetic 
feeling.  The  faults  of  Thomson  are 
triteness  of  thought  when  he  becomes 
argumentative,  and  a  prevalent  pomposity 
and  pedantry  of  diction ;  though  his  later 
work,  ''The  Castle  of  Indolence,"  is  sur- 
prisingly free  from  these  blemishes. — 
BoTTA,  Anne  C.  Lynch,  1860,  Hand-Book 
cf  Universal  Literaturey  p.  507. 

If  Young  is  all  art  and  effort,  Thomson 
is  all  negligence  and  nature ;  so  negligent, 
indeed,  that  he  pours  forth  his  unpre- 
meditated song  apparently  without  the 
thought  ever  occurring  to  him  that  he 
could  improve  it  by  any  study  or  elabora- 
tion, any  more  than  if  he  were  some  winged 
warbler  of  the  woodlands,  seeking  and 
caring  for  no  other  listener  except  the 
universal  air  which  the  strain  made  vocal. 
As  he  is  the  poet  of  nature,  so  his  poetry 
has  all  the  intermingled  rudeness  and 
luxuriance  of  its  theme.  There  is  no 
writer  who  has  drunk  in  more  of  the 
inmost  soul  of  his  subject.  If  it  be  the 
object  of  descriptive  poetry  to  present  us 
with  pictures  and  visions  the  effect  of 
which  shall  vie  with  that  of  the  originals 
from  which  they  are  drawn,  then  Thomson 
is  the  greatest  of  all  descriptive  poets; 
for  there  is  no  other  who  surrounds  us 
with  so  much  of  the  truth  of  Nature,  or 
makes  us  feel  so  intimately  the  actual 
presence  and  companionship  of  all  her 
hues  and  fragrances. — Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature  and  qf  the  English  Language, 
vol.  n,  p.  286. 

He  is  the  leading  priest  in  a  solemn 
procession  to  find  God — not  in  the  laws 
by  which  he  has  ordered  his  creation,  but 
in  the  beauty  which  is  the  outcome  of 
those  laws.  I  do  not  say  there  is  much 
of  the  relation  of  man  to  nature  in  his 
writing ;  bat  thitherward  it  tends.  He  is 
true  about  the  outsides  of  God;  and  in 


Thomson  we  begin  to  feel  that  the  revela- 
tion of  God  as  meaning  and  therefore 
being  the  loveliness  of  nature,  is  about  to 
be  recognized.  I  do  not  say — to  change 
my  simile — that  he  is  the  first  visible  root 
in  our  literature  whence  we  can  follow 
the  outburst  of  the  flowers  and  foliage  of 
our  delight  in  nature:  I  could  show  a 
hundred  fibres  leading  from  the  depths  of 
our  old  literature  up  to  the  great  root. 
Nor  is  it  surprising  that,  with  his  age 
about  him,  he  too  should  be  found  tending 
to  magnify,  not  God's  Word,  but  his 
works,  above  all  his  name. — Macdonald, 
George,  1868,  EkigtamTs  Antiphon,  p.  2d2. 
Thomson's  blank  verse,  however,  is 
often  swollen  and  bladdery  to  a  painful 
degree.  He  seems  to  have  imaging,  like 
many  other  writers  of  his  time,  that  blank 
verse  could  not  support  itself  without  the 
aid  of  a  stilted  phraseology,  for  that  fine 
poem  of  his,  in  the  Spenserian  stanza,  the 
''Castle  of  Indolence, "  shows  that  when 
he  wrote  in  rhyme  he  did  not  think  it  nec- 
essary to  depart  from  a  natural  style. — 
Bryant,  William  Cullen,  1870,  A  New 
Library  of  Poetry  and  Song,  Introduction. 

He  was  turgid,  no  good  metrist,  and 
his  English  is  like  a  translation  from  one 
of  those  poets  who  wrote  in  Latin  after  it 
was  dead ;  but  he  was  a  man  of  sincere 
genius,  and  not  only  English,  but  European 
literature  is  largely  in  his  debt.  He  was 
the  inventor  of  cheap  amusement  for  the 
million,  to  be  had  of  All-outdoors  for  the 
asking.  It  was  his  impulse  which  uncon- 
sciously gave  direction  to  Rousseau,  and  it 
is  to  the  school  of  Jean  Jacques  that  we 
owe  St.  Pierre,  Cowper,  ChSteaubriand, 
Wordsworth,  Byron,  Lamartine,  George 
Sand,  Kuskin, — the  great  painters  of 
ideal  landscape.— Lowell,  James  Rus- 
sell, 1871,  A  Good  Word  for  Winter,  My 
Study  Windows,  p.  29. 

He  paints  all  the  little  things,  without 
being  ashamed,  for  they  interest  him; 
takes  pleasure  in  ''the  smell  of  the 
dairy;"  you  hear  him  speak  of  the 
''insect  armies,"  and  "when  the  enven- 
omed leaf  begins  to  curl,"  and  of  the 
birds  which,  foreseeing  the  approaching 
rain,  **  streak  their  wings  with  oil,  to 
throw  the  lucid  moisture  trickling  off. " 
He  perceives  objects  so  clearly  that  he 
makes  them  visible :  we  recognise  the  Eng- 
lish landscape,  green  and  moist,  half 
drowned  in  floating  vapours,  blotted  here 
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and  there  by  violet  clouds,  which  burst  in 
showers  at  the  horizon,  which  they  darken. 
.  .  .  Thirty  years  before  Rousseau, 
Thomson  had  expressed  all  Rousseau's  sen- 
timents, almost  in  the  same  style.  .  .  . 
Like  Rousseau,  he  praised  gravity,  patri- 
otism, liberty,  virtue ;  rose  from  the  spec- 
tacle of  nature  to  the  contemplation  of 
God,  and  showed  to  man  glimpses  of  im- 
mortal life  beyond  the  tomb.  Like  him, 
in  fine,  he  marred  the  sincerity  of  his 
emotion  and  the  truth  of  his  poetry  by 
sentimental  vapidities,  by  pastoral  billing 
and  cooing,  and  by  such  an  abundance  of 
epithets,  personified  abstractions,  pompous 
invocations  and  oratorical  tirades,  that 
we  perceive  in  him  beforehand  the  false 
and  decorative  style  of  Thomas,  David, 
andthe  Revolution.  — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literaturey  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  ii,  bk,  iii,  eh,  vii,  pp.  217,  219. 

Thomson  is  one  of  those  minor  poets 
who  are  read  by  each  successive  genera- 
tion with  about  equal  favor.  His  fame  is 
as  high  now  as  it  was  during  his  lifetime, 
perhaps  higher.  His  descriptions  of  Eng- 
lish  scenery,  because  of  their  faithfulness 
to  nature,  are  much  read  by  foreigners, 
especially  by  Germans. — Hart,  John  S., 
1872,  A  Manual  of  English  Literature,  p. 
219. 

For  generations  past,  as  the  magic  of 
Nature  unrolls  its  annual  recurrences  and 
vicissitudes,  some  beauty  or  some  majesty 
has  here  and  there,  by  this  person  and  by 
that,  been  more  keenly  perceived,  more 
deeply  loved,  or  acknowledged  with  a 
more  fully  realized  sense  of  awe,-  because 
of  something  written  by  Thomson.  He 
has  been  one  of  the  concentrators  and 
intensifiers — one  of  the  fixing  and  fash- 
ioning spirits — of  that  characteristically 
modern  passion,  the  love  of  scenery. 
.  .  .  Our  progenitors,  to  the  fourth 
and  fifth  step  of  ascent  from  our  own  time, 
have  delighted  in  Thomson ;  and,  notwith- 
standing the  shifting  of  literary  models, 
and  of  the  tenor  of  public  taste,  our  suc- 
cessors, to  as  remote  or  a  remoter  term, 
may  probably  do  the  same. — Rossetti, 
William  Michael,  1878,  Lives  of  Famous 
Poets,  p.  144. 

Thomson  dared  to  be  true  to  the  face 
of  nature,  and  to  make  the  delineation  of 
it  the  all-suflScient  object  of  poetry.  And 
it  enhances  the  merit  of  the  poet  that  in 
this,  a  new  form  of  poetic  art,  he  was 


thoroughly  successful,  and  influenced  the 
eighteenth  century  literature  of  Britain, 
indeed  all  British  literature  since  his  time. 
— VErrcH,  John,  1878,  The  History  and 
Poetry  of  the  Scottish  Border,  p.  443. 

No  competent  criticism  of  any  school 
has  ever  denied  Thomson's  claim  to  a 
place,  high  if  not  of  the  highest,  among 
poets  of  the  second  order.  His  immense 
and  enduring  popularity  would  settle  the 
question,  if  it  had  ever  been  seriously 
debated.  For  the  orhis  terrarum  may 
indeed  judge  without  hesitation  on  such 
point,  when  its  judgment  is  ratified  be- 
forehand by  many  generations.  Popular- 
ity which  outlasts  changes  of  manners  and 
fashions  is  a  testimony  to  worth  which 
cannot  be  left  out  of  the  account,  and 
Thomson's  popularity  is  eminently  of  this 
kind.  Neither  the  somewhat  indiscrimi- 
nate admiration  of  the  romantic  style,  of 
which  Percy  set  the  fashion,  nor  the  nat- 
uralism of  Cowper,  nor  the  great  revolu- 
tion championed  in  various  ways  by  Scott, 
by  the  Lakists,  and  by  Byron,  nor  the  still 
more  complete  revolution  of  Shelley  and 
Keats,  availed  to  shake  the  hold  of  "The 
Seasons"  on  the  popular  mind. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1880,  English  Poets,  ed. 
Ward,  vol.  Ill,  p.  168. 

For  the  most  part  in  Thomson,  we  have 
mere  picturesqueness — a  reproduction  of 
Nature  for  the  mere  pleasure  of  repro- 
ducing her — a  kind  of  stock-taking  of  her 
habitual  eflPects. — Myers,  Frederic  Wil- 
liam Henry,  1880,  Wordsworth  (English 
Men  of  Letters),  p.  85. 

Just  at  present  Thomson's  reputation 
is  a  pious  tradition  rather  than  a  visibly 
potential  reality.  It  seems  strange  that 
this  should  be  so,  in  an  age  which  gives 
unmistakable  and  increasing  welcome  to 
the  apostles  of  the  new  naturalism ;  for 
it  is  no  exaggeration  to  say  that  the  dis- 
coveries of  Jefferies  and  of  Burroughs 
were  well  known  to  Thomson,  and  that 
Thomson  presented  his  transcripts  of 
nature  with  perfect  truth,  freedom,  and 
beauty,  and  sublimity  of  effect.  One  of 
the  secrets  of  Thomson's  power  our  new 
naturalists  possess,  namely,  fulness  of 
knowledge,  acquired  by  careful  sympa- 
thetic study;  but  for  the  felicity  of  his 
expression  of  the  phenomena  of  nature  he 
stands  to  this  day  unmatched.  His  pages 
are  broadcast  with  these  felicities  of 
phrase.     Such  are  his  castled  clouds,  for 
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ever  flushing  round  a  flushing  sky;  the 
deepy  horror  of  his  waving  pines;  the 
still  song  of  his  harvests,  breathed  into 
the  reaper's  heart ;  his  sturdy  boy  grasp- 
ing the  indignant  ram  by  the  twisted 
horns;  his  lively-shining  leopard,  the 
beauty  of  the  waste ;  his  ruddy  maid,  full 
as  the  summer  rose  blown  by  prevailing 
sons ;  the  slender  feet  of  his  red-breast, 
attracted  by  the  table  crumbs ;  his  light- 
footed  dews;  his  isles  amid  the  melan- 
choly main.  One  does  not  need  to  pick 
and  choose ;  they  start  from  the  opened 
leaves.— Haliburton,  Hugh,  1893,  James 
Thomson^  Good  Words,  vol.  34,  p.  467. 

He  was  not  an  idealist ;  he  sought  simply 
to  depict  what  he  saw,  and  what  appar- 
ently everyone  might  easily  see.  On  the 
other  hand,  if  Thomson  was  a  realist,  he 
was  assuredly  not  one  of  the  type  to 
which  the  garbage  of  nature  is  as  valuable 
and  as  well  worthy  of  description  as  her 
noblest  scenes.  He  discriminated.  The 
most  commonplace  scene  was  good  enough 
for  his  verse  provided  it  was  perfect  of  its 
kind ;  but  decay  and  dissolution  were,  to 
him,  matter  for  reference,  not  for  elabo- 
rate portraiture. —Walker,  Hugh,  1893, 
Tkree  Centuries  of  Scottish  Literature^  vol. 
n,  p.  67. 

Thomson  must  be  acknowledged  to  be 
one  of  the  greatest  of  our  minor  poets — 
t.  e.,  of  those  that  are  ranked  next  to  the 
great  names  of  Chaucer,  Spenser,  Shake- 
speare, Milton,  Wordsworth,  and  Byron. 
He  holds  this  place  in  virtue  of  his 
vigor  of  imagination,  his  broad  manly  sen- 
timent, the  individuality  of  his  verse,  and 
the  distinction  of  his  subject.  These  have 
given  him  a  remarkable  and  enduring  pop- 
ularity.— MiNTO,  WiLUAM,  1894,  The  Lit- 
erature of  the  Georgian  Era,  ed.  Knight, 
p.  68. 

It  is  true  that  in  this  work  man  as  a 
social  being  still  occupies  too  large  a 
place.  Thomson  cannot  describe  winter 
without  giving  a  sentimental  picture  of 
the  horrors  of  cold,  nor  spring  without 
introducing  a  hymn  to  Love.  Too  fre- 
quently also  there  are  suggestions  of 
the  '^Georgics,''  and  apostrophes  to  those 
"who  live  in  luxury  and  ease, "  or  to  "the 
generous  Englishmen"  who  "venerate  the 
plough. "  Nevertheless,  Thomson  has  the 
painter's  eye.  His  winter  and  his  spring 
are  no  mere  adaptions  from  Vergil.  He 
has  a  true  and  deep  understanding  of  the 


English  landscape.  With  delicate  sub- 
tlety he  renders  the  impressions  produced 
by  spring  or  autumn,  the  charm  of  the 
indefinite  periods  when  season  gives  way 
to  season,  the  approach  of  rain,  the  fore- 
bodings of  storm,  the  scudding  of  heavy 
clouds  across  skies  grey  and  overcast. 
Even  in  the  awkward  French  version  some- 
thing of  the  charm  of  these  pictures  lin- 
gers yet.  .  .  .  It  is  in  these  grey- 
toned  pictures  that  Thomson  excels.  But 
in  others  he  revels  in  precision  of  detail. 
.  .  .  Occasionally,  too,  Thomson  can 
command  richness  of  colouring  and  splen- 
dour of  imagery.  .  .  .  What  French 
author  wrote  in  this  style,  in  1730? — 
Texte,  Joseph,  1895-99,  Jean-Jacques 
Rousseau  and  the  Cosmopolitan  Spirit  in 
Literature,  tr.  Matthews,  pp.  294,  295. 

It  was  Thomson  who  made  the  first  re- 
sistance to  the  new  classical  formula,  and 
it  is,  in  fact,  Thomson  who  is  the  real 
pioneer  of  the  whole  romantic  movement, 
with  its  return  to  nature  and  simplicity. 
This  gift  would  be  more  widely  recognised 
than  it  is  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  poet's 
timidity,  his  easy-going  indolence.  .  .  . 
James  Thomson  is  at  the  present  hour 
but  tamely  admired.  His  extraordinary 
freshness,  his  new  outlook  into  the  whole 
world  of  imaginative  life,  deserves  a  very 
dififerent  recognition  from  what  is  com- 
monly awarded  to  him.  The  "Hymn" 
which  closes  the  "Seasons"  was  first  pub- 
lished in  1730,  when  Pope  was  still  rising 
towards  the  zenith  of  his  fame.  It  re- 
called to  English  verse  a  melody,  a  rapt- 
ure which  had  been  entirely  unknown  since 
Milton's  death,  more  than  sixty  years 
before. — GossE,  Edmund,  1897,  Short 
History  of  Modem  English  Literature, 
pp.  233,  235. 

"Jacob  Thomson,  ein  vergessener 
Dichter  des  achtzehnten  Jahrhunderts" — 
a  forgotten  poet  of  the  eighteenth  century 
— such  is  the  title  of  a  recent  monograph 
on  the  author  of  "The  Seasons"  by  Dr.  G. 
Schmeding.  .  .  .  During  the  present  cen- 
tury there  have  been  no  less  than  twenty 
editions  of  his  poems,  to  say  nothing  of  sep- 
arate editions  of  "The  Seasons;"  while 
his  works,  or  portion  of  them,  have  been 
translated  into  German,  Italian,  modern 
Greek  and  Russian.  Only  two  years  ago 
M.  Leon  Morel,  in  his  "J.  Thomson,  sa  vie 
et  ses  oeuvres, "  published  an  elaborate  and 
admirable  monograph  on  this  "forgotten 
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poet."  And  now  Mr.  Tovey,  .  .  . 
has  given  us  a  new  biography  of  him  and 
a  new  edition  of  his  worl^  making,  if  I 
am  not  mistaken,  the  thirty-second  memoir 
of  him  and  the  twenty-first  edition  of  his 
works  which  have  appeared  since  the 
beginning  of  the  century :  this  is  pretty 
well  for  a  forgotten  poet! — Collins, 
John  Churton,  1897,  A  Literary  Uar€%- 
NesU  The  Saturday  RevieWy  vol.  84, 
p.  117. 

As  late  as  1855  Robert  Bell  remarked 
that  Thomson's  popularity  seemed  ever  on 
the  increase.  The  date  may  be  taken  to 
mark  the  turning  point  in  his  fame,  for 
since  about  1850  he  has  been  unmistakably 
eclipsed  on  his  own  ground,  in  the  favour 
of  the  class  to  whom  he  was  dear,  by  Ten- 
nyson, while  in  Scotland  the  commemora- 
tive rites  which  were  zealously  performed 
in  his  honour  at  £}dnam  and  Edinburgh 
between  1790  and  1820  (when  an  obeli^, 
in  the  erection  of  which  Scott  took  a  lead- 
ing part,  was  erected  at  the  poet's  native 
place)  have  been  supplanted  by  the  cult 
of  Bums.  ...  In  the  possession  of  the 
true  poetic  temperament,  he  has  been  sur- 
passed not  even  by  Tennyson. — Seccombe, 
Thomas,  1898,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biography^  vol,  LVI,  p.  25Z. 

When  he  came  to  England  he  found  but 
little  entertainment  in  the  landscapes 
around  London,  and  longed  for  ''the  living 
stream,  the  airy  mountain,  and  the  hang- 
ing rock."     He   portrays  with  evident 


delight  the  changeful  aspect  of  his  native 
watercourses  in  the  various  seasons  of  the 
year.  He  Imew  well  the  "deep  morass" 
and  ''shaking  wilderness,"  where  many  of 
them  "rise  high  among  the  hills,"  and 
whence  they  assume  their  "mossy- 
tinctured"  hue.  He  traces  them  as  they 
"roll  o'er  their  roclqr  channel"  until  they 
at  last  lose  themselves  in  "the  ample 
river' '  Tweed.  He  describes  them  as  they 
appear  at  sheep-washing  time,  and  dwells 
on  their  delights  for  boys  as  bathing- 
places.  But  it  is  their  wilder  moods  that 
dwell  most  vividly  in  his  memory,  when 

From  the  hills 
0*er  rocks  and  woods,  in  broad  brown  cata- 
racts, 
A  thousand  snow-fed  torrents  shoot  at  once. 

It  is  worthy  of  remark,  however,  that 
even  though  nature  is  his  theme,  the  poet 
writes  rather  as  an  interested  spectator 
than  as  an  earnest  votary.  He  reveals  no 
passion  for  the  landscapes  he  depicts. 
He  never  appears  as  if  himself  a  portion 
of  the  scene,  alive  with  sympathy  in  all 
the  varying  moods  of  nature.  His  verse 
has  no  flashes  of  inspiration,  such  as  con- 
tact with  storm  and  spate  drew  from 
Bums.  It  was  already  however,  a  great 
achievement  that  Thomson  broke  through 
the  conventionalities  of  the  time,  and  led 
his  countrymen  once  more  to  the  green 
fields,  the  moors,  and  the  woodlands. — 
Geikie,  Sir  Archibald,  1898,  Types  cf 
Scenery  and  their  Influence  on  Literature, 
p.  21. 


Ambrose  Philips 

16757-1749. 

Bom,  in  Shropshire  [?],  1675  [?].  Early  education  at  Shrewsbury  School.  To 
St.  John's  College,  Cambridge,  as  Sizar,  15  June  1693;  B.  A.,  1696;  Fellow  of  St. 
John's  College,  28  fflarch,  1699  to  24  March  1708;  M.  A.,  1700.  Visits  to  Continent, 
1703  and  1710.  J.  P.  for  Westminster,  1714.  Commissioner  for  Lottery,  1717. 
Founded  and  edited  "The  Freethinker,"  1718-19.  To  Ireland,  as  Sec.  to  Bishop  of 
Armagh,  1724.  M.  P.  for  Co.  Armagh  in  Irish  Parliament,  1725.  Sec.  to  Lord 
Chancellor,  Dec.  1726.  Judge  of  Prerogative  Court,  Aug.  1733.  Returned  to  London, 
1748.  Died  there,  18  June  1749.  Works:  ''The  Life  of  John  Williams,"  1700; 
'Tastorals"  (from  Tonson's  * 'Miscellany"),  1710;  "The  Distrest  Mother,"  1712; 
"An  Epistle  to  Charles,  Lord  Halifax,"  1714;  "Epistle  to  the  Hon.  James  Craggs," 
1717;  "Papers  from  'The  Freethinker' "  (3  vols.),  1718-19;  "The  Briton,"  1722; 
"Humphrey,  Duke  of  Gloucester,"  1723;  "A  Collection  of  Old  Ballads,"  1723;  "An 
Ode  on  the  Death  of  William,  Earl  Cowper,"  1728;  "The  Tea-Pot"  [1725?] ;  "To  the 
Hon.  Miss  Carteret,"  1725;  "To  .  .  .  Lord  Carteret,"  1726;  "Codrus,"  1728; 
"Pastorals,  Epistles.  Odes,  etc.,"  1748.  He  tramlated:  "The  Odes  of  Sappho," 
1713;  P.  deLa  Croix's  "Persian  Tales,"  1709.— Sharp,  R.  Farquh arson,  1897,  A 
Dictionary  qf  English  Authors,  p.  226. 
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PERSONAL 

I  have  had  a  letter  from  Mr.  Philips,  the 
pastoral  poet,  to  ^et  him  a  certain  employ- 
ment from  lord-treasurer.  I  have  now 
had  almost  all  the  whig-poets  my  solicit- 
ors ;  and  I  have  been  useful  to  Congreve, 
Steele,  and  Harrison ;  but  I  will  do  noth- 
ing for  Philips ;  1  find  he  is  more  a  puppy 
than  ever;  so  don't  solicit  for  bim. — 
Swift,  Jonathan,  1711,  Journal  to  Stella, 
June  30. 

When  Rimple  Macer,  now  of  high  renown, 
First  fought  a  poet's  fortune  in  the  town : 
Twas  all  th'  ambition  his  high  soul  could 

feel, 
To  wear  red  stockings,  and  to  dine  with 

Steele. 
Some  ends  of  verse  his  betters  might  afford, 
And  give  the  harmless  fellow  a  good  word. 

—Pope,   Alexander,  1727,   Macer:  A 
Character. 

Ambrose  Philips  was  a  neat  dresser, 
and  very  vain. — In  a  conversation  between 
him,  Congreve,  Swift,  and  others,  the  dis- 
course ran  a  good  while  on  Julius  Cassar. 
After  many  things  had  been  said  to  the 
purpose,  Ambrose  asked  what  sort  of  a 
person  they  supposed  Julius  Caesar  was? 
He  was  answered,  that  from  medals,  &c., 
it  appeared  that  he  was  a  small  man,  and 
thin- faced. — **Now,  for  my  part,"  said 
Ambrose,  ''I  should  take  him  to  have 
been  of  a  lean  make,  pale  complexion, 
extremely  neat  in  his  dress ;  and  five  feet 
seven  inches  high:"  an  exact  description 
of  Philips  himself.  Swift,  who  under- 
stood good  breeding  perfectly  well,  and 
would  not  interrupt  anybody  while  speak- 
ing, let  him  go  on,  and  when  he  had  quite 
done,  said;  ''And  I,  Mr.  Philips,  should 
take  him  to  have  been  a  plump  man,  just 
five  feet  five  inches  high ;  not  very  neatly 
dressed,  in  a  black  gown  with  pudding- 
sleeves." — Young,  Edward,  1757,  Spence's 
AnecdoteSy  ed.  Singer,  p.  286. 

In  1729  he  published  by  subscription, 
his  poems  much  enlarged,  with  the  addi- 
tion of  one  entitled  **Namby  Pamby;" 
the  occasion  of  it  was  as  follows: 
Ambrose  Phillips  being  in  Ireland  at  the 
time  when  lord  Carteret  was  lord  lieuten- 
ant of  Ireland,  wrote  a  poem  on  his  daugh- 
ter, lady  Georgina,  now  the  dowager  lady 
Cowper,  then  in  the  cradle ;  in  such  a  kind 
of  measure,  and  with  such  infantine  sen- 
timents, as  were  a  fair  subject  for  ridi- 
cule :  Carey  laid  hold  of  this,  and  wrote 
a  poem,  in  which  all  the  songs  of  children 
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at  play  are  wittily  introduced,  and  called 
it  by  a  name  by  which  children  might  be 
supposed  to  call  the  author,  whose  name 
was  Ambrose,  Namby  Pamby. — Hawkins, 
Sir  John  1776,  A  General  History  eg  the 
Science  and  Practice  qf  Music,  vol.  ii,  p. 
828. 

Of  his  personal  character  all  that  I  have 
heard  is,  that  he  was  eminent  for  bravery 
and  skill  in  the  sword,  and  that  in  con- 
versation he  was  solemn  and  pompous. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  A.  Philips, 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Ambrose  Phillips  was  a  stately  gentle- 
man who  had  passed  the  best  portion  of 
his  life  in  lisping  dull  songs  about  Ghloris 
and  Damon,  Strephon  and  Delia,  weak- 
minded  shepherds  and  bread-and-butter 
shepherdesses,  who  made  it  their  silly 
business  to  play  dismal  tunes  on  oaten 
reeds  to  listening  flocks  of  sheep  which 
they  called  their  "fleecy  care."  To  see 
such  a  man  made  a  fool  of  must  delight 
every  one.  Pope  made  a  fool  of  him  by 
sending  a  paper  to  the  ''Guardian"  brim- 
ful of  good  irony,  in  which  while  he 
appeared  to  praise  Phillips  as  a  superior 
poet  to  Pope,  he  left  Pope  so  much  the 
first  that  Phillips  was  literally  nowhere. 
The  artless  and  literally  Irishman,  Steele, 
was  duped  by  the  excellent  irony;  the 
astute  Addison  saw  the  joke.  Phillips 
was  Addison's  friend ;  Addison  indeed  pro- 
fessed quite  an  affection  for  Phillips.  He 
had  praised  his  Pastorals ;  he  had  praised 
his  Tragedies.  With  great  demureness, 
pretending  not  to  see  Pope's  irony,  he  had 
it  printed.  The  ridicule  of  his  friends 
greatly  exasperated  Phillips,  who  hung  up 
a  rod  at  Button's,  with  which  he  threat- 
ened to  beat  Pope  when  he  should  come 
to  the  coffee-house.  Pope,  who  was  no 
coward,  laughed  contemptuously  at  Phil- 
lips' menaces,  called  him  a  rascal,  and 
charged  him  with  robbing  the  Hanover 
Club.  This  double  consequence — the  dis- 
comfiture of  Phillips  and  the  quarrel  of 
Pope — was  much  enjoyed  by  the  virtuous 
Mr.  Addison. — Russell,  William  Clark, 
1871,  ed.  The  Book  of  Authors,  p.  155,  note. 

PASTORALS 
1710 

As  to  Mr.  Phillips's  Pastorals,  I  take 
the  first  to  be  infinitely  the  best,  and  the 
second  the  worst ;  and  the  third  is  for  the 
greatest  part  a  translation  from  Virgil's 
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Daphnis,  and  I  think  a  good  one.  .  .  . 
In  the  whole  I  agree  with  the  "Tatler," 
that  we  have  no  better  eclogues  in  our  lan- 
guage. This  gentleman,  if  I  am  not  much 
mistaken  in  his  talent,  is  capable  of  writ- 
ing very  nobly,  as  I  guess  by  a  small  copy 
of  his,  published  in  the  **Tatler,"  on  the 
Danish  Winter.  It  is  a  very  lively  piece 
of  poetical  painting,  and  I  reconmiend  it 
particularly  to  your  perusal. — Pope, 
Alexander,  1710,  Letter  to  Cromwell, 
Oct.  28,  Pope^B  WorkSy  ed.  Elrvin,  vd.  vi, 
p.  106. 

In  mock  heroic  poems  the  use  of  the 
heathen  mythology  is  not  only  excusable, 
but  graceful,  because  it  is  the  design  of 
such  compositions  to  divert,  by  adapting 
the  fabulous  machines  of  the  ancients  to 
low  subjects,  and  at  the  same  time  by 
ridiculing  such  kinds  of  machinery  in 
modern  writers.  If  any  are  of  opinion 
that  there  is  a  necessity  of  admitting  these 
classical  legends  into  our  serious  composi- 
tions, in  order  to  give  them  a  more  poetical 
turn,  I  would  recommend  to  their  consid- 
eration the  pastorals  of  Mr.  Philips. 
One  would  have  thought  it  impossible  for 
this  kind  of  poetry  to  have  subsisted  with- 
out fawns  and  satyrs,  wood-nymphs,  and 
water-nymphs,  with  all  the  tribe  of  rural 
deities.  But  we  see  he  has  given  a  new 
life  and  a  more  natural  beauty  to  this  way 
of  writing,  by  substituting  in  the  place  of 
these  antiquated  fables  the  superstitious 
mythology  which  prevails  among  the  shep- 
herds of  our  own  country. — Addison, 
Joseph,  1712,  The  Spectator,  Oct,  30,  No. 
523. 

Theocritus,  who  left  his  dominions  to 
Virgil ;  Virgil,  left  his  to  his  son  Spenser ; 
and  Spenser,  was  succeeded  by  his  eldest- 
bom  Philips.— TiCKELL,  Thomas,  ?  1713, 
Guardian  No.  32. 

When  I  remarked  it  as  a  principal  fault, 
to  introduce  fruits  and  flowers  of  a  foreign 
growth,  the  descriptions  with  the  scene 
lies  in  our  country,  I  did  not  design  that 
observation  should  extend  also  to  animals, 
or  the  sensitive  life ;  for  Mr.  Philips  hath 
with  great  judgment  described  wolves  in 
England,  in  his  first  Pastoral.  Nor  would 
I  have  a  poet  slavishly  confine  himself  (as 
Mr.  Pope  hath  done),  to  one  particular 
season  of  the  year,  one  certain  time  of 
the  day,  and  one  unbroken  scene  in  each 
eclogue.  'Tis  plain,  Spenser  neglected 
this    pedantry,  who,  in  his    pastoral  of 


November,  mentions  the  mournful  sc 
the  nightingale. 
Sad  Philemel  her  song  in  tears  doth 

And  Mr.  Philips,  by  a  poetical  ere 
hath  raised  up  finer  beds  of  flowers 
the  most  industrious  gardener ;  his 
endives,  lilies,  kingcups,  and  dafl 
blow  all  in  the  same  season. — 
Alexander,  1713,  The  Guardian,  N 
p.  264. 

Notwithstanding  the  ridicule  whic 
Philips  has  drawn  upon  himself,  I 
opposition  to  Pope,  and  the  disa 
tageous  light  his  Pastorals  appear  in, 
compared  with  his;  yet,  there  is 
reason  to  believe,  that  Mr.  Philip 
no  mean  Arcadian :  By  endeavouri 
imitate  too  servilely  the  manners  am 
timents  of  vulgar  rustics,  he  has  some 
raised  a  laugh  against  him ;  yet  thei 
in  some  of  his  Pastorals  a  natural  sii 
ity,  a  true  Doric  dialect,  and  very  g 
ical  descriptions. — Gibber,  Theopi 
1753,  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  v,  p.  V* 

Philips  attempted  to  be  more  simp 
natural  than  Pope ;  but  he  wanted  i 
to  support  his  attempt,  or  to  write  i 
ably.  He,  too,  runs  on  the  commo 
beaten  topics;  and  endeavouring 
simple,  he  becomes  flat  and  insi] 
Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rl 
and  BeUes-Letters,ed.  Mills,  Lecture  i 

It  is  not  uninstructive  to  see  how 
able  Ambrose  is,  so  long  as  he  sticks 
fully  to  what  he  really  saw.  The  m« 
he  undertakes  to  improve  on  Nate 
sinks  into  the  mere  court  poet,  ai 
surrender  him  to  the  jealousy  of 
without  a  sigh. — Lowell,  James  Rus 
1871,  A  Good  Word  firr  Winter,  My 
Windows,  p.  45. 

GENERAL 

With  Philips  shall  the  peaoefnl  valleys 
And  Britain  hear  a  second  Spenser  sini 

— TiCKELL,  Thomas,  1713,  On  the 

pect  qf  Peace. 

All  ye  poets  of  the  age  I 
Ail  ye  witlings  of  the  stage, 
Learn  your  jingles  to  reform, 
Orop  your  numbers  and  conform 
Let  your  Uttle  verses  flow 
Gently,  sweetly,  row  by  row. 
Let  the  verse  the  subject  fit. 
Little  subject,  little  wit, 
Namby-Pamby  is  your  guide 
Albion's  joy,  Hibemia*s  pride. 

—Carey,  Henry,  1729,  Namby-Pa 


PHILIPS— COCKBURN 


275 


The  bard  who  pilfered  Pastorals  renown, 
Who  turns  a  Persian  tale  for  half  a  Grown, 
Jnst  writes  to  make  his  barrenness  appear. 
And  strains,  from  hard-bound  brains,  eight 
lines  a  year. 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1735,  Epistle  to  Dr. 
Arbuthnot,  v.  179-182. 

The  opening  of  this  poem  ["An  Epistle 
to  the  EJarl  of  Dorset"],  is  incomparably 
fine.  The  latter  part  is  tedious  and  trifling. 
—Goldsmith,  Ouver,  1767,  The  Beauties 
(f  English  Poetry. 

Of  his  literary  merit  nothing  great  can 
be  said.  As  a  poet  he  seldom  deviates 
from  the  path  of  mediocrity ;  and,  unfor- 
tunately for  his  poetical  fame,  his  quar- 
rel with  Pope  exposed  him  to  a  deprecia- 
tion in  that  department  beyond  what  jus- 
tice would  require. — Drake,  Nathan, 
1804,  Essays  Illustrative  of  the  Tatlery 
Spedaior  and  Chiardian,  vol.  ill,  p.  269. 

A  serious  and  dreary  idyllic  cockney. — 
Thackeray,  William  Makepeace,  1853, 
The  English  Humourists  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century. 

Although  he  published  three  tragedies, 
is  as  a  dramatist  remembered  by  one  of 


these  only,  or  rather  perhaps  on  account 
of  the  celebrity  acquired  by  the  **  Epi- 
logue" bestowed  upon  it  by  the  master- 
spirit of  the  little  literary  senate  in  which 
Philips  had  enrolled  himself.  The  char- 
acteristically sentimental  title  of  ''The 
Distrest  Mother"  (acted  in  1711)  was  not 
intended  to  conceal  the  fact  that  this 
tragedy  was  a  version  of  the  **Androm- 
aque"  of  Racine ;  but  the  efforts  of  Steele 
and  Addison  to  buoy  up  its  theatrical  suc- 
cess have  succeeded  in  securing  to  it  a 
place  among  the  remembered  productions 
of  our  dramatic  literature. — Ward, 
Adolphus  WiLLLUtf,  1875-99,  A  History  of 
English  Dramatic  Literature,  vol.  in,  p. 425. 

The  **  Pastorals"  of  Philips  are  certainly 
poor  productions ;  but  he  was  an  elegant 
versifier,  and  Goldsmith  has  eulogised  the 
opening  of  his  ''Epistle  to  the  Earl  of 
Dorset"  as  "incomparably  fine."  A  frag- 
ment of  Sappho,  translated  by  Philips,  is 
a  poetical  gem  so  brilliant,  that  it  is 
thought  Addison  must  have  assisted  in  its 
composition.— Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
Cychpcedia  of  English  Literaturey  ed.  Car- 
rvihers. 


Catherine  Gockbnui 

1679-1749. 

Mrs.  Catherine  Cockbum,  1679-1749,  was  a  native  of  Londoo,  a  daughter  of  Captain 
David  Trotter,  R.  N.  In  her  17th  year  her  tragedy  of  "Agnes  de  Castro"  was  pro- 
duced with  great  success  at  the  Theatre  Royal.  In  1698  she  gave  to  the  world  the 
"Tragedy  of  Fatal  Friendship,"  and  in  1701,  "The  Unhappy  Penitent."  In  the  same 
year  she  contributed,  with  several  other  ladies,  to  the  Nine  Muses ;  a  tribute  to  the 
memory  of  John  Dryden.  In  1706  her  tragedy  entitled  "The  Revolution  of  Sweden" 
was  acted  at  the  Queen's  Theatre.  In  1708  she  was  married  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Cockbum, 
who  was  subsequently  presented  to  the  living  of  Long-Horsley,  Northumberland.  In 
the  previous  year  she  returned  to  the  communion  of  the  Church  of  England,  which  she 
had  when  quite  young  forsaken  for  the  Church  of  Rome.  In  1726  she  pub.  a  letter  to 
Dr.  Holdsworth  in  vindication  of  Mr.  Locke's  Essay  respecting  the  resurrection  of  the 
body.  In  1747  appeared  her  "Remarks  upon  the  Principles  and  Reasonings  of  Dr. 
Rutherforth's  Essay  on  the  Nature  and  Obligations  of  Virtue."  In  1751  Dr.  Birch 
pab.  an  edition  of  Mrs.  Cockburn's  Works  in  2  vols.  8vo.  This  collection,  however, 
contains  none  of  her  dramatic  pieces  excepting  "The  Fatal  Friendship." — Alliboxe, 
S.  Austin,  1854-58,  A  Criticcd  Dictionary  cf  English  Literature,  vol.  i,  p.  400. 


PERSONAL 

Mrs.  Cockbum  was  no  less  celebrated 
for  her  beauty,  in  her  younger  days,  than 
for  her  genius  and  accomplishments.  She 
was  indeed  small  of  stature,  but  had  a 
remarkable  liveliness  in  her  eye,  and  del- 
icacy of  complexion,  which  continued  to 
her  death.  Her  private  character  ren- 
dered her  extremely  amiable  to  those  who 
intimately  knew  her.    Her  conversation 


was  always  innocent,  useful  and  agreea- 
ble, without  the  least  affectation  of  being 
thought  a  wit,  and  attended  with  a  re- 
markable modesty  and  diffidence  of  her- 
self, and  a  constant  endeavour  to  adapt 
her  discourse  to  her  company.  She  was 
happy  in  an  uncommon  evenness  and 
cheerfulness  of  temper.  Her  disposition 
was  generous  and  benevolent ;  and  ready 
upon  all  occasions  to  forgive  injuries,  and 
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bear  them,  as  well  as  misfortunes,  with- 
ont  interruptiDg  her  own  ease,  or  that  of 
others,  with  complaints  or  reproaches. 
The  pressures  of  a  very  contracted  for- 
tune were  supported  by  her  with  calm- 
ness and  in  silence,  nor  did  she  ever 
attempt  to  improve  it  among  those  great 
personages  to  whom  she  was  known,  by 
importunities;  to  which  the  best  minds 
are  most  averse,  and  which  her  approved 
merit  and  established  reputation  should 
have  rendered  unnecessary. — Gibber, 
Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  qf  the  Poets,  vol. 
V,  p.  118. 

GENERAL 

Posterity,  at  least,  will  be  so  solicit- 
ous to  Icnow,  to  whom  they  will  owe  the 
most  demonstrative  and  perspicuous  rea- 
sonings, upon  subjects  of  eternal  impor- 
tance ;  and  her  own  sex  is  entitled  to  the 
fullest  information  about  one,  who  has 
done  such  honour  to  them,  and  raised  our 
ideas  of  their  intellectual  powers,  by  an 
example  of  the  greatest  extent  of  under- 
standing and  correctness  of  judgment, 
united  to  all  the  vivacity  of  imagination. 
Antiquity,  indeed,  boasted  of  its  Female 
Philosophers,  whose  merits  have  been 
drawn  forth  in  an  elaborate  treatise  of 
Menage.— Birch,  Thomas,  1751,  ed.  Mrs. 
Cathmne  CockhurrCs  CoUeeted  Works. 
Bnt  say  what  matron  now  walks  musing 

forth 
From  the  bleak  mountains  of  her  native 

north? 
While  round  her  brows  two  sisters  of  the 

Nine 
Poetic  wreaths  with  philosophic  twine ! 
Hail,  Ckx;kbum,  hail !  even  now  from  reason's 

bowers 
Thy   Locke  delighted   cnlls    the    choicest 

flowers 
To  deck   his  great,  snccessful   champion's 

head, 
And  Clarke  expects  thee  in  the  lanrel  shade. 
Though  long  to  dark  oblivions  wants  a  prey, 


Thy  aged  worth  passed  onpeioeived  away, 
Tet  Scotland  now  shall  ever  boast  thy  fame, 
While  England  mooms  thy  nndistingiushed 

name, 
And  views  with  wonder,  in  a  female  mind, 
Philosopher,  divine,  and  poet  joined. 
— DuNCOMBE,  John,  1754,  The  Feminead. 

Her  poetry  has  a  compression  of 
thought  and  an  ease  of  style  which  greatly 
distinguished  it  from  the  verse  of  most 
female  writers  in  her  time. — Rowtox, 
Frederic,  1848,  The  Female  Poets  qf  Great 
Britain^  p.  113. 

Although  much  has  been  said  and  writ- 
ten about  Locke  by  the  ablest  metaphysi- 
cians of  his  age,  and  of  each  succeeding 
generation,  it  may  be  questioned  whether 
his  own  words  has  ever  been  more  truly 
construed  than  by  Mrs.  Ck)ckbum.  What 
she  wrote  concerning  his  opinions  during 
his  life  was  approved  by  Locke  himself; 
what  she  wrote  of  them  after  his  decease 
was  acknowledged  to  be  correct  by  his 
most  intimate  associates,  to  whom  he 
had  frequently  and  familiarly  expounded 
them.— WiLUABis,  Jane,  1861,  The  Liter- 
ary Women  qf  England,  p.  184. 

Mrs.  Cockbum  was  a  clever  woman,  and 
kept  no  dull  household,  though  she  there 
wrote  a  defence  of  Locke,  while  her  rev- 
erend husband  was  perusing  an  account 
of  the  Mosaic  deluge.  As  a  metaphysi- 
cal and  controversial  writer,  she  gathered 
laurels  and  abuse  in  her  day,  for  the  lat- 
ter of  which  she  found  compensation  in 
the  friendship  and  admiration  of  Warbur- 
ton.  She  was  a  valiant  woman,  too ;  one, 
whom  asthma  and  the  ills  of  life  could 
not  deter  from  labor.  But  death  relieved 
her  from  all  these,  in  1749 ;  and  she  is 
remembered  in  the  history  of  literature 
as  a  good  and  well-accomplished  woman; 
the  very  opposite  of  Mrs.  Behn  and  all  her 
heroines. — Doran,  John,  1863,  Annals 
qfthe  Fkglish  Stage,  vol.  I,  p.  166. 


Aaron  Hill 

1685-1750. 

Aaron  Hill,  1685-1750,  an  English  poet,  dramatist,  and  miscellaneous  writer,  a 
native  of  London,  is  better  known  to  the  present  age  from  his  quarrels  with  Pope  than 
by  his  literary  compositions.  Among  other  works,  he  pub. — 1.  "A  History  of  the 
Ottoman  Empire/' 1709.  2.  *' Elf  rid;''  a  Tragedy,  1709.  3.  "Caraillus;"  a  Poem, 
1709.  4,  5.  ** Essays  on  Beech  Oil,"  1714-15.  6.  ''Essays  on  Coals  and  Grape- 
Wines,  ' '  1718.  7.  '  *  King  Henry  the  Fifth ;' '  a  Tragedy,  1723.  8.  *  *  The  Northern 
Star;"  a  Poem,  1725.  9.  ** Advice  to  the  Poets,"  1731.  10.  ''The  Impartial;" 
a  poem.  11.  "The  Progress  of  Wit;  a  Caveat  for  the  use  of  an  Eminent  Writer,'* 
(a  satire  upon  Pope,  who  had  introduced  Hill,  rather  in  a  complimentary  manner,  in 
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the^Dunciad.")  12.  "Merope;"a  Tragedy,  from  Voltaire,  with  alterations,  1749. 
His  Miscellaneous  Works — a  collection  of  his  best  pieces — were  published  in  1753,  4 
vols. ;  and  his  Dramatic  Works  (seventeen  in  all),  with  his  Life,  appeared  in  1759,  2 
vols. — Alubone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  A  OrUical  Dictionary  of  English  Literaturey  vol. 
I,  p.  845. 


PERSONAL 

Merope  will  be  acted  on  the  9th  for  the 
author's  bt. — We  believe  it  will  be  suffi- 
cient to  draw  together  a  very  numerous 
audience  on  this  occasion  to  inform  our 
readers  that  the  Gentleman  who  wrote 
this  Tragedy  has  been  confined  to  his  bed 
these  8  months  past  by  a  lingering  and 
consuming  illness;  and  this  only  favour 
which  he  is  to  receive  from  the  public, 
will  in  all  probability  be  the  last. — Gen- 
eral Advertiser,  1750,  Feb.  3. 

His  person  was  (in  youth)  extremely 
fair,  and  handsome ;  his  eyes  were  a  dark 
blue,  both  bright  and  penetrating ;  brown 
hair  and  visage  oval ;  which  was  enlivened 
with  a  smile,  the  most  agreeable  in  con- 
versation ;  where  his  adcbress  was  affably 
engaging;  to  which  was  joined  a  dignity 
which  rendered  bim  at  once  respected  and 
admired,  by  those  (of  either  sex)  who 
were  acquainted  with  him — He  was  tall, 
genteelly  made,  and  not  thin. — His  voice 
was  sweet,  his  conversation  elegant ;  and 
capable  of  entertaining  upon  various  sub- 
jects.— His  disposition  was  benevolent, 
beyond  the  power  of  the  fortune  he  was 
blessed  with ;  the  calamities  of  those  he 
knew  (and  valued  as  deserving)  affected 
him  more  than  his  own:  He  had  forti- 
tude of  mind  sufficient  to  support  with 
calmness  great  misfortune;  and  from 
his  birth  it  may  be  truly  said  he  was 
obliged  to  meet  it.  .  .  .  His  temper, 
though  by  nature  warm  (when  injuries 
were  done  him)  was  as  nobly  forgiving; 
mindful  of  that  great  lesson  in  religion, 
of  returning  good  for  evil ;  and  he  ful- 
filled it  often  to  the  prejudice  of  his  own 
circumstances.  He  was  a  tender  husband, 
friend,  and  father ;  one  of  the  best  mas- 
ters to  his  servants,  detesting  the  too 
common  inhumanity,  that  treats  them 
almost  as  if  they  were  not  fellow- 
creatures.  His  manner  of  life  was  tem- 
perate in  all  respects  (which  might  have 
promis'd  greater  length  of  years)  late 
hours  excepted;  which  his  indefatigable 
love  of  study  drew  him  into ;  night  being 
not  liable  to  interruptions  like  the  day. — 
CiBBER,  Theophilus,  1753,  Lives  of  the 
Poets,  vol.  v,.p.  262. 


Mr.  Hill  in  person  was  tall  and  genteel ; 
in  advanced  life,  his  figure,  air,  and  man- 
ner, were  gracefully  venerable;  with  a 
warm  and  benevolent  mind,  he  had  the 
delicate  address  and  polite  manners  of  the 
complete  gentleman. — Da  vies,  Thomas, 
1780,  Menunrs  of  the  Life  of  David  Garriek, 
vol.  I,  p.  131. 

Few  men  have  so  completely  mistaken 
their  own  abilities  as  Mr.  Hill,  who  did 
every  thing  he  ought  not  to  have  done :  in 
his  youth  an  historian;  in  manhood  he 
gave  up  the  superintendence  of  the  public 
amusements,  an  office  in  which  he  excelled, 
to  be,  in  a  more  advanced  age,  a  vision- 
ary and  unsuccessful  projector. — Noble, 
Mark,  1806,  A  Biographical  History  of 
England,  vol.  Ill,  p.  300. 

One  of  Pope's  Literary  Quarrels  must  be 
distinguished  for  its  romantic  cast.  .  .  . 
Where,  in  literary  history,  can  be  found 
the  parallel  of  such  an  offer  of  self-immo- 
lation ?  This  was  a  literary  quarrel  like 
that  of  lovers,  where  to  hurt  each  other 
would  have  given  pain  to  both  parties. 
Such  skill  and  desire  to  strike,  with  so 
much  tenderness  in  inflicting  a  wound ;  so 
much  compliment,  with  so  much  com- 
plaint ;  have  perhaps  never  met  together, 
as  in  the  romantic  hostility  of  this  literary 
chivalry.— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1814,  Pope, 
Quarrels  of  Authors. 

He  was  reconciled  to  Pope,  and  taught 
the  poor  poet  by  experience  that  his 
friendship  was  worse  than  his  enmity. 
He  wrote  his  letters  of  criticism;  he 
forced  poor  Pope  to  negotiate  for  him 
with  managers  and  to  bring  distinguished 
friends  to  the  performances  of  his  dreary 
plays;  nay,  to  read  through,  or  to  say 
that  he  had  read  through,  one  of  them  in 
manuscript  four  times,  and  made  correc- 
tions mixed  with  elaborate  eulogy.  No 
doubt  Pope  came  to  regard  a  letter  from 
Hill  with  terror,  though  Hill  compared 
him  to  Horace  and  Juvenal,  and  hoped 
that  he  would  live  till  the  virtues  which 
his  spirit  would  propagate  became  as  gen- 
eral as  the  esteem  of  his  genius.  In  short, 
Hill,  who  was  a  florid  flatterer,  is  so  com- 
plimentary that  we  are  not  surprised  to 
find  him  telling  Richardson,  after  Pope's 
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death,  that  the  poet's  popularity  was  due 
to  a  certain  "bladdery  swell  of  manage- 
ment.*' "But,"  he  concludes,  "rest  his 
memory  in  peace!  It  will  very  rarely 
be  disturbed  by  that  time  he  himself  is 
ashes."— Stephen,  Leslie,  1880,  Alex- 
ander Pope  (English  Men  qf  Letters),  p.  128. 

Hill,  though  he  must  be  ranked  among 
the  literary  failures  of  his  age,  was  a 
man  of  some  ability  and  vast  energy,  who 
divided  his  time  between  theatrical  man- 
agement, dramatic  authorship,  and  com- 
mercial and  agricultural  experiments, 
which  nearly  always  ended  in  disaster. 
Totally  destitute  of  any  capacity  for  self- 
criticism,  he  had  a  thorough  confidence 
in  his  own  powers,  and  firmly  believed  that 
his  name  would  be  still  remembered  when 
posterity  had  the  sense  to  realise  the  utter 
worthlessness  of  the  works  of  Mr.  Pope. — 
Thomson,  Clara  LiNKLATER,1900,&imue2 
Richardson^  A  Biographical  and  OrUical 
Study,  p.  77. 

GENERAL 

In  Hill  is  all  that  gen'roos  sonls  revere, 
To  Virtue  and  the  MnBe  for  ever  dear. 

—Savage,  Richard,  1729,  The  Wanderer, 
Canto  L 

I  need  not  assure  you  in  many  words, 
that  I  join  my  suffrage  entirely  with  Lord 
B's  in  general,  after  a  fourth  reading  of 
your  tragedy  of  *  *  Caesar. ' '  I  think  no  char- 
acters were  ever  more  nobly  sustained  than 
those  of  Caesar  and  Brutus  in  particular. 
You  excel  throughout  in  the  greatness 
of  sentiment ;  and  I  add,  that  I  never  met 
with  more  striking  sentences,  or  lively 
short  reprizes.  There  is  almost  every- 
where such  a  dignity  in  the  scenes,  that 
instead  of  pointing  out  any  one  scene,  I 
can  scarce  point  out  any  that  wants  it,  in 
any  degree,  except  you  would  a  little  raise 
that  of  the  plebeians  in  the  last  act. 
That  dignity  is  admirably  reconciled  with 
softness,  in  the  scenes  between  Caesar  and 
Calputnia:  and  all  those  between  Caesar 
and  Brutus  are  a  noble  strife  between 
greatness  and  humanity. — Pope,  Alexan- 
der, 1738,  Letter  to  Hill,  July  21 ;  Pop^s 
Works,  ed.  Elwin  and  Courthope,  vol.  x, 
p.  61. 

When  noble  thonghts  with  language  pure 

unite, 
To  give  to  kindred  excellence  its  right, 
Though   nnencumber'd  with   the   dogs  of 

rhyme, 
Where  tinkling  sounds  for  want  of  meaning 

chime. 


Which,  like  the  rocks  in  Shannon's  mi 

course, 
Divide  the  sense,  and  interrupt  its  forc< 
Well  may  we  judge  so  strong  and  clear 
Flows  higher  from  the  Muses'  sacred  1 

—Richardson,  Samuel,  c1750,  Epii 

The  play  ["Merope"]  is  certain!] 
master-piece  of  Hill,  though  in 
places  he  retains  a  swell  expression 
an  affectation  of  strength,  which  de 
all  ease  and  grace ;  yet  he  is  more  na 
and  simple  in  his  language,  upon 
whole,  in  this  play,  than  in  any  o: 
dramatic  compositions.  The  secom 
is  finely  written.  The  scenes  bet 
Merope  and  Eumenes  is  a  beautiful 
tion  of  genius,  in  describing  the  \ 
ings  of  natural  affection  in  a  son 
mother  unknown  to  each  other. — Da 
Thomas,  1780,  Memoirs  cf  the  La 
David  Garriek,  vol.  i,  p.  147. 

His  poetry  is  in  general  both  pon 
and  empty  enough ;  and  of  all  he  has 
ten,  almost  the  only  passage  that  is 
much  remembered  is  a  satiric  sket 
Pope,  in  a  few  lines  which  have  some 
tative  smartness,  but  scarcely  any  h 
merit. —Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
pendums  History  of  English  Liter atun 
of  the  English  Language,  vol.  II,  p.  28 

Although  an  author  of  very  e 
trie  genius,  whose  pen  was  said  to 
treated  every  subject  from  the  Cre 
to  the  Day  of  Judgment  (both  inclm 
had  in  him  a  nobility  of  soul  which 
out  anything  impure  or  mean  from  hi 
erary  efforts. — Ward,  Adolphus 
LI  AM,  1875-99,  A  History  of  English 
matic  Literature,  vol.  in,  p.  480. 

Wrote  some  original  dramas,  \ 
entitled  him,  no  less  than  his  poen 
the  niche  he  has  obtained  in  the  " 
ciad.'*— Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  ( 
pcedia  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Carru 

Few  men  indeed  so  well  known  i 
own  day  have  sunk  into  such  insignifi< 
in  ours.  ...  As  a  poet  Hill  has  the  fa 
in  composition  exhibited  by  so  mai 
his  contemporaries,  and  he  has  occasic 
a  pretty  turn  of  fancy. — Dennis,  J 
1894,  The  Age  of  Pope,  pp.  104,  106. 

A  considerable  literary  dictator  i 
day,  the  name  of  Aaron  Hill  is  now  o 
the  obscurest  in  the  annals  of  eight 
century  authorship. — Bayne,  Wili 
1898,  James  Thomson  (Famous 
Series),  p.  53. 
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Conyers  Middleton 

1683-1750 

Theolo^an  and  classical  scholar ;  born  at  Richmond,  Yorkshire,  England,  Dec.  27, 
1683 ;  graduated  at  Cambridge  1702,  and  became  a  fellow  of  Trinity  College  1706. 
He  was  for  years  engaged  in  an  acrimonious  quarrel  with  Richard  Bentley ;  wrote  **A 
Letter  from  Rome  showing  an  Exact  Conformity  between  Popery  and  Paganism" 
(1729) ;  became  principal  librarian  of  Cambridge  (1722) ;  was  Woodwardian  Professor 
of  Mineralogy  1731-34.  His  best  known  works  are  an  uncritical  and  highly  eulogistic 
**Life  of  Cicero"  (1741) ;  ** Introductory  Discourse"  (1747) ;  and  the  **Free  Inquiry" 
(1748),  violent  attacks  on  ecclesiastical  miracles.  Died  at  Hildersham,  July  28, 1750. 
— GuDBMAN,  Alfred,  1897,  rev.  JohnsorCs  Universal  CydopcBdia,  vol.  v,  p.  749. 


PERSONAL 

You  have  doubtless  heard  of  the  loss  I 
have  had  in  Dr.  Middleton,  whose  house 
was  the  only  easy  place  one  could  find  to 
converse  in  at  Cambridge.  For  my  part 
I  find  a  friend  so  uncommon  a  thing,  that 
I  cannot  help  regretting  even  an  old  ac- 
quaintance, which  is  an  indifferent  like- 
ness of  it,  and  though  I  don't  approve  the 
spirit  of  his  books,  methinks  'tis  pity  the 
world  should  lose  so  rare  a  thing  as  a 
good  writer.— Gray,  Thomas,  1750,  Let- 
ter to  Thomas  Wharton,  Aug.  19,  Works, 
vd.  n,  p.  198. 

LIFE  OF  CICERO 
1741 

The  style  of  Middleton,  which  is  com- 
monly esteemed  very  pure,  is  blemished 
with  many  vulgar  and  cant  terms;  such 
as,  **Pompey  had  a  month's  mind,**  &c.  He 
had  not  been  successful  in  the  translations 
of  those  many  epistles  of  Tully  which  he 
has  inserted,  which,  however  curious,  yet 
break  the  thread  of  the  narration.  Mon- 
gault  and  Melmoth  have  far  exceeded  him 
in  their  excellent  translations  of  these 
pieces ;  which  are,  after  all,  some  of  the 
most  precious  remains  of  antiquity.  .  .  . 
It  is  a  pleasing  and  useful  work,  espe- 
cially to  younger  readers,  as  it  gives  a 
comprehensive  view  of  a  most  interesting 
period  in  the  Roman  history,  and  of  the 
characters  principally  concerned  in  those 
unportant  events. —  Warton,  Joseph, 
1756,  Essay  on  the  Genius  and  Writings 
of  Pope. 

A  man  of  real  taste  and  politeness. 
His  ''Life  of  Cicero"  will  live  to  do  him 
honour  when  his  other  works  are  forgot- 
ten.— HuRD,  Richard,  1808?  Common- 
place Book,  ed.  Kilvert,  p,  246. 

The  style  of  Middleton  is  considered  to 
be  as  pore  English  as  can  be  read ;  and 
whether  Hume  did,  or  did  not,  form  his 


own  style  upon  that  of  this  author,  it  is  cer- 
tain that  the  late  Mr.  Fox  (no  mean  arbiter 
in  literary  taste)  always  spoke  warmly  of 
the  biography  of  Cicero,  by  Middleton ;  for 
its  style  as  well  as  its  matter.  .  .  . 
There  was  scarcely  a  family  of  distinc- 
tion at  the  time  [of  its  publication] 
but  what  possessed  a  copy  of  Middleton's 
"Cicero."— DiBDiN,  Thomas  Frognall, 
1824,  Library  Companion,  p.  520. 

Never  was  there  a  mind  keener  or  more 
critical  than  that  of  Middleton.  Had  the 
doctor  brought  to  the  examination  of  his 
favourite  statesman's  conduct  but  a  very 
small  part  of  the  acuteness  and  severity 
which  he  displayed  when  he  was  engaged 
in  investigating  the  high  pretensions  of 
Epiphanius  and  Justin  Martyr,  he  could 
not  have  failed  to  produce  a  most  valuable 
history  of  a  most  interesting  portion  of 
time.  But  this  most  ingenious  and 
learned  man,  though 

"So  wary  held  and  wise 
That,  as  'twas  said,  he  scarce  received 
For  gospel  what  the  church  believed," 

had  a  superstition  of  his  own.  The 
great  Iconoclast  was  himself  an  idolater. 
The  great  Awocata  del  Diavolo,  while  he 
disputed,  with  no  small  ability,  the  claims 
of  Cyprian  and  Athanasius  to  a  place  in 
the  Calendar,  was  himself  composing  a 
lying  legend  in  honour  of  St.  Tully !  He 
was  holding  up  as  a  model  of  every  virtue 
a  man  whose  talents  and  acquirements, 
indeed,  can  never  be  too  highly  extolled, 
and  who  was  by  no  means  destitute  of 
amiable  qualities,  but  whose  whole  soul 
was  under  the  dominion  of  a  girlish  vanity 
and  a  craven  fear.  Actions  for  which 
Cicero  himself,  the  most  eloquent  and  skill- 
ful of  advocates,  could  contrive  no  excuse, 
actions  which  in  his  confidential  corre- 
spondence he  mentioned  with  remorse  and 
shame,  are  represented  by  his  biographer 
as    wise,  virtuous,  heroic. — Macaulay, 
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Thomas  Babington,  1834,  Lord  Bacon 
Edinburgh  Review;  Oritieal  and  MiseeUa- 
neom  EsssayB. 

Middleton's  "Life  of  Cicero"  may  be 
considered  as  a  most  important  branch  of 
Roman  history.  It  is  an  admirable  work. 
The  life  of  that  great  man  spreads  over 
the  whole  interesting  period  of  the  dying 
convulsions  of  the  Republic.  .  .  .  The 
eventful  life  of  Cicero ;  his  splendid  public 
services ;  his  exalted  patriotism ;  his  sur- 
prising industry ;  his  immense  erudition ; 
his  profound  sagacity;  his  incorruptible 
integrity ;  his  almost  Christian  philosophy, 
are  thoroughly  apparent  in  his  works,  and 
elegantly  delineated  in  Middleton's  life  of 
him. — Kent,  James,  1853,  Outline  qf  a 
Course  of  English  Reading. 

Reviewing  the  whole  of  the  celebrated 
orator's  public  career,  and  the  principal 
transactions  of  his  times — mixing  up 
questions  of  philosophy,  government,  and 
politics  with  the  details  of  biography, 
Middleton  compiled  a  highly  interesting 
work,  full  of  varied  and  important  infor- 
mation, and  written  with  great  care  and 
taste.  An  admiration  of  the  rounded 
style  and  flowing  periods  of  Cicero  seems 
to  have  produced  in  his  biographer  a  desire 
to  attain  to  similar  excellence ;  and  per- 
haps no  author,  prior  to  Johnson's  great 
works,  wrote  English  with  the  same  care- 
ful finish  and  sustained  dignity.  The 
graces  of  Addison  were  wanting,  but  cer- 
tainly no  historical  writings  of  the  day 
were  at  all  comparable  to  Middleton's 
memoir.  —  Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
Cyclopcedia  of  English  Literaturey  ed.  Car- 
ruthers. 

GENERAL 

Dr.  Conyers  Middleton,  of  Cambridge, 
hath  just  written  and  put  out  a  twelve 
penny  pamphlett  in  English,  to  prove  Cax- 
ton  the  first  printer  in  England;  and 
makes  the  **Ruffinus*'  or  **Hieronymus  de 
Fide,"  printed  in  Oxford  anno  1468,  to 
be  a  cheat,  as  if  there  were  no  such  book 
then  printed  there,  or  at  least  if  there 
were  such  a  book  printed  there,  he  says, 
the  date  should  be  1478.  He  runs  down 
Atkins'  book  about  printing,  as  he  does 
also  the  register  at  Canterbury,  making 
the  record  to  be  a  forgery,  because  the 
register  is  now  wanting.  But  his  whole 
performance  is  poor  and  mean,  and  tho' 
be  endeavours  .to  rob  Oxford  of  an  honour 
that  no  one  pretended  to  take  from  her,  yet 


Middleton  detrahere  ausus  hasrenJtem  eapUi, 
multa  cum  laude^  coronam^  hath  pliunly 
shew'd,  that  he  envys  us  this  glory,  which 
no  one  need  wonder  at,  that  considers  a 
much  bolder  stroke  of  his  lately,  which 
made  a  great  noise,  and  very  deservedly 
blasted  his  reputation,  which  was  his  book 
(for  he  is  known  to  be  the  author,  tho'  his 
name  be  not  to  it)  to  prove  that  Moses 
was  not  an  inspired  writer.  'Tis  certain, 
that  Middleton  is  an  ingenious  man,  but 
if  he  soars  at  all,  and  considerable,  very 
uncommon,  must  be  that  genius  that  suc- 
ceeds.—Hearne,  Thomas,  1734-5,  Rel- 
iquicB  HeamiancBf  ed.  Bliss^  March  3,  vd. 
ui,  p.  171. 

This  man  was  endowed  with  penetration 
and  accuracy.  He  saw  where  his  princi- 
ples led  [**Free  Inquiry  into  the  Mira- 
cles"]; but  he  did  not  think  proper  to 
draw  the  consequences. — Gibbon,  Ed- 
ward, 1764,  Journal,  Feb.  25. 

Dr.  Middleton  was  a  man  of  no  common 
attainments :  his  learning  was  elegant  and 
profound,  his  judgment  was  acute  and 
polished,  his  taste  was  fine  and  correct : 
his  style  was  so  pure  and  harmonious,  so 
vigorously  flowing  without  being  ii^ated, 
that,  Addison  alone  excepted,  he  seems  to 
me  without  a  rival. — Parr,  Samuel,  1787, 
Bellendus  de  Statu. 

Conyers  Middleton  being  the  original 
author  of  the  feud  which  so  greatly  agi- 
tated the  University  and  interested  the 
public,  felt  himself  called  upon  to  vindi- 
cate the  conduct  of  the  majority,  who  had 
so  readily  embraced  his  cause.  This  dis- 
tinguished writer  was  not  one  of  those 
who  are  early  familiar  with  the  press ;  his 
present  pamphlet  happens  to  be  the  first 
published  specimen  of  a  style,  which  for 
elegance,  purity,  and  ease,  yields  to  none 
in  the  whole  compass  of  English  litera- 
ture. In  this  first  essay  he  showed  himself 
to  possess  all  the  talents,  and  to  under- 
stand the  use  of  all  the  weapons  of  a 
controversialist.  The  acrimonious  and 
resentful  feeling  which  prompted  every 
line  is  in  some  measure  disguised  by  the 
pleasing  language,  the  harmony  of  the 
periods,  and  the  vein  of  scholarship  which 
enlivens  the  whole  tract. — Monk,  James 
Henry,  1830-33,  Life  of  Richard  Beniky, 
vol.  II,  p.  67. 

This  celebrated  man  was  the  most  malig- 
nant of  a  malignant  crew.  In  his  Review 
of  Bentley's  Proposals  for  Editing  the 
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:  Text  of  the  Greek  Testament,  he 
)  like  a  serpent, — more  rancorous 

pamphlets  never  were  written.  He 
.  Waterland  with  the  same  perfect 
;nity ;  and  his  letters  to  Warburton, 
shed  in  a  quatro  collection  of  his 
>llaneous  Tracts,  show  that  he  conld 
ine  the  part  of  sycophant,  upon  occa- 
with  that  of  assassin-like  lampooner. 

therefore,  no  unacceptable  retribu- 
in  the  eyes  of  those  who  honour  the 
)ry  of  Dan.  Waterland  and  Bentley, 
worth  a  hecatcomb  of  Middletons, 

the  reputation  of  this  venomous 
ir  is  now  decaying, — upon  a  belief  at 
horoughly  established  that  in  two  at 
,  and  those  two  the  most  learned,  of 
orks,  he  was  an  extensive  plagiarist. 
!  QuiNCEY,  Thomas,  1857,  Richard 
!cy,  Collected  Writings^  ed.  Masson, 
V,  p.  124,  note. 

I  was  **a  man  of  war  from  his  youth ;" 
had  his  judgment  been  equal  to  his 
ing,  he  might  have  obtained  a  place 
3  first  rank  of  English  letters.  .  .  . 
e  were  disposed  to  allow  his  rigid 
>doxy, — and  this  would  be  a  large 
nd  upon  the  charity  of  a  theological 
5, — it  is  impossible  to  deny  his  pas- 
for  controversy.     He  seems  never  to 

been  so  much  pleased  as  when,  by 
;hing  some  startling  point  of  disputa- 

be  succeeds  in  horrifying  the  mind 
is  more  orthodox  brethren. — Alli- 
,  S.  Austin,  1870,  Critical  Dictionary 
glish  Literature^  vol.  ii. 

batever  may  be  the  cause,  there  is  a 
of  bitterness  in  his  later  controver- 
mtings.  Middleton  has  the  tone  of 
appointed  man.  Probably  he  felt 
3lf  to  be  in  a  false  position.  He  is 
open  to  the  charge  of  insidious  hos- 
to  Christianity  than  such  writers  as 
il  and  Collins ;  for,  whilst  expressing 
ments  almost  identical  with  those  of 
eists,  he  retained  ecclesiastical  pref- 
nt  to  the  end  of  his  life.  Disappoint- 
at  the  discovery  that  he  had  for- 
1  his  chances  of  higher  preferment 
verstepping  the  conventional  limits 
thodoxy,  and  possibly  some  of  the 
Qtent  often  felt  by  men  doomed  to 
tmical  retirement  whilst  ambitious  to 
igarded  as  men  of  the  world,  may 
contributed  to  sour  him.  At  any 
we  feel  a  certain  suspicion  of  his 
r  expressed  claims  to  disinterested 


love  of  truth,  and  contempt  for  the  tram- 
mels of  worldly  ambition.  His  best- 
known  book,  "The  Life  of  Cicero,"  is  the 
chief  foundation  of  his  claims  to  a  pecul- 
iar excellence  of  style;  but  his  other 
writings,  in  spite  of  the  blemishes  of  sen- 
timent, showed  a  juster  appreciation  of  the 
true  conditions  of  the  argument  than  any 
hitherto  noticed,  and  may  be  counted  as 
amongst  the  most  powerful  agents  in  the 
intellectual  development  of  the  time. 
Middleton,  who  had  held  his  own  against 
Bentley,  could  not  summarily  be  put  down 
as  an  ignorant  dabbler  in  matters  too 
deep  for  him.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1876, 
History  (f  English  Thought  in  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  vol.  i,  p.  254. 

It  has  been  considered  that  Middleton's 
covert  attacks  upon  the  credibility  of 
miracles  and  other  matters  of  Protestant 
creed,  marked  the  beginning  of  a  new  tide 
of  critical  religious  speculation  in  Eng- 
land. His** Free  Inquiry  into  Miraculous 
Powers' '  caused  quite  a  sensation  when  it 
appeared  in  1747.  The  arguments  of 
Middleton  were  ridiculed  by  Wesley,  and 
scandalised  Gray,  but  they  strengthened 
the  hands  of  Hume,  and  they  helped  to 
mould  the  conscience  of  Gibbon. — GossE, 
Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth 
Century  Literature,  p.  278. 

Following  the  various  lines  which  the 
literature  of  the  century  presents  to  us, 
we  find  in  Middleton  a  distinct  type,  which 
is  clearly  distinguished  from  what  has 
gone  before,  and  is  carried  on  consistently 
in  certain  features  to  the  end.  His  learn- 
ing, within  its  limits,  is  clear,  practical, 
and  free  from  pedantry.  All  his  equip- 
ment is  well  assorted  and  adaptable; 
there  is  nothing  about  it  either  of  cum- 
brousness  or  mystery.  His  style  is  exact, 
logical,  and  full  of  common  sense;  if 
it  is  bald  it  therein  reflects  the  limita- 
tions of  the  man.  —  Craik,  Henry,  . 
1895,  ed.,  English  Prose,  vol.  iv,  p.  3. 

His  place  here,  however,  is  that  of  the 
most  distinguished  representative  of  the 
absolutely  plain  style — not  colloquial  and 
vernacular  like  Bentley's,  but  on  the  other 
hand  attempting  none  of  the  graces  which 
Addison  and  Berkeley  in  their  different 
ways  achieved — a  style  more  like  the 
plainer  l^atin  or  French  styles  than  like 
anything  else  in  English. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1898,  A  Short  History  of  English 
Literature,  p.  541. 
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Henry  Saint- John 

Viscount  Bolingbroke 

1678-1751 

Born,  in  London,  1678 ;  baptized  10  Oct.  Educated  at  Eton.  Married  (i),  Frances 
Winchcombe,  1700.  M.  P.  for  Wootton-Bassett,  Dec.  1701.  Hon.  D.  D.,  Oxford,  1702. 
Sec.  for  War,  1704.  Re-elected  M.  P.  for  Wootton-Bassett,  1705.  Sec.  of  State, 
1710-14.  M.  P.  for  Berkshire,  Oct.  1710.  Created  Viscount  Bolingbroke  and  Baron  St. 
John  of  Lydiard  Tregoze.  7  July  1712.  Sec.  of  State  to  Pretender,  July  1714  to  1716. 
Abandoned  Jacobite  Cause,  1716.  Wife  died,  Nov.  1718.  Married  (ii),  Mme.  Marie 
Claire  de  Villette,  May  1720.  Restored  to  favour  at  English  Court,  1723.  Resumed 
political  life.  Contrib.  to  **The  Craftsman,"  1727-34.  In  later  years  spent  much  time 
in  France.  Political  career  ended,  1740.  Died,  in  London,  12  Dec.  1751.  Buried  at 
Battersea.  Works:  **Letter  to  the  'Examiner'  "  (Anon.),  1710;  "Considerations 
upon  the  Secret  History  of  the  White  Staflf"  (anon. ;  attrib.  to  Bolingbroke),  1714; 
•*The  Public  Spirit  of  the  Whigs"  (anon. ;  with  Swift),  1714;  '*The  Representation  of 
the  Lord  Viscount  Bolingbroke"  (anon.;  attrib.  to  Bolingbroke),  1715;  "Letter 
.  .  .  to  the  Dean  of  St.  Patrick's"  (anon.),  1715;  "The  Occasional  Writer" 
(anon.),  1727;  "Observations  on  the  Public  Affairs  of  Great  Britain, "  (under  pseud. : 
"W.  Raleigh"),  1729:  "The  Craftsman  Extraordinary"  (3  pts. ;  anon.),  1729; 
"Letter  to  Caleb  Danvers"  (under  pseud. :  "John  Trott"),  1730;  "A  Final  Answer 
to  the  Remarks  on  the  Craftsman's  Vindication"  (anon. ),  1731 ;  "The  Freeholder's 
Political  Catechism"  (from  "The  Craftsman"),  1733;  "The  Idea  of  a  Patriot  King" 
(anon.),  [1735?];  "A  Dissertation  upon  Parties"  (from  "The  Craftsman"),  1735 
(2nd  edn.  same  year) ;  "Good  Queen  Anne  Vindicated"  (anon.),  1748;  "A  Collection 
of  Political  Tracts"  (anon.),  1748;  "Letters  on  the  Spirit  of  Patriotism"  (anon.), 
1749;  "A  Familiar  Letter  to  the  most  impudent  man  living"  (anon.),  1749.  Postku- 
mom:  "Letters  on  the  Study  and  Use  of  History"  (2  vols.),  1752;  "Reflections 
concerning  Innate  Moral  Principles,"  1752;  "Letters  to  Dr.  Jonathan  Swift,"  1752; 
"Letter  to  Sir  W.  Wyndham,"  1753;  "Reflections  on  the  State  of  the  Nation,"  1753; 
"Introductory  Letter  to  Pope,"  1753;  "Letters  and  Correspondence,"  ed.  by  G. 
Parke  (4  vols.),  1798.  Collected  Works:  ed.  by  D.  Mallet  (5  vols.),  1754.  lAfe:  by 
T.  Macknight,  1863.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English 
Authors,  p.  245. 

PERSONAL  fault  is  talking  to  his  friends  in  way  of 

Thus  from  the  noisy  crowd  exempt,  with  ease  complaint  of  too  great  a  load  of  business, 

And  plenty  blest,  amid  the  mazy  groves,  ^vhich  looks  a  little  like  affectation ;  and 

Sweet  sohtnde!  where  warbling  birds  provoke  j^e  endeavours  too  much  to  mix  the  fine 

The  silent  Mnse,  dehcions  rural  seat  «^«4.i^,« ««j  «,««  ^4?  «i^««„«^  «,n.u  4.u« 

Of  St.  John,  English  Memmins,  I  presumed  gentleman  and  man  of  pleasure  with  the 

To  sing  Britannic  trophies,  inexpert  ^^^  <^{  busmess.     What  truth  and    sm- 

Of  war,  with  mean  attempt ;  while  he,  intent  cerity  he  may  have  I  know  not.     .     .     . 

(So  Anna's  will  ordains),  to  expedite  He  turns  the  whole  parliament,  who  can 

His  military  charge,  no  leisure  finds  do  nothing  without    him. — SwiFT,  JONA- 

To  string  his  charming  shell;  but  when  re-  THAN,  1711-12,  Journal  to  Stella. 

tum*d,  O,  Bolingbroke !  O  favourite  of  the  skies, 

'Consummate  Peace  shall  rear  her  cheerful  O  bom  to  gifts  by  which  the  noblest  rise, 

head.  Improved  in   arts  by  which    the    brightest 
Then  shall  his  Ohurchill,  in  snblimer  verse,  please. 

For  ever  triumph ;  latest  times  shall  learn  Intent  to  business,  and  polite  for  ease ; 

From  such  a  chief  to  fight,  and  bard  to  sing.  Sublime  in  eloquence,  where  loud  applause 

^Philips,  John,  1705,  Blenheim.  Hath  styPd  thee  Patron  of  a  nation's  cause. 

I  think  Mr.  St.  John  the  greatest  young  — Parnell,  Thomas,  1713,  Essay  on  the 

man  I  ever  knew :  wit,  capacity,  beauty.  Different  Styles  of  Poetry. 
quickness  of  apprehension,  good  learning,         I  am  extremely  glad  to  hear  that  my 

and  an  excellent  taste ;  the  best  orator  in  Lord  Treasurer  takes  care  of  his  health, 

the  House  of  Commons,  admirable  conver-  I  hope  he  will  continue   to  do  so ;  for 

sation,  good  nature,  and  good  manners :  though  I  am  a  poor,  discarded  mistress, 

generous,and  a  despiser  of  money.  His  only  yet  my  best  wishes  shall  always  attend  his 
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lordship.  I  beg  my  most  humble  service 
to  him  and  his  lady. — Bolingbroke,  Lady 
F.,  1713,  Letter  to  Lord  Harley,  Aug.  18. 

Oxford  was  removed  on  Tuesday :  the 
queen  died  on  Sunday.  What  a  world 
is  this !  and  how  does  fortune  banter  us ! 
—Bolingbroke,  Henry  Saint-John  Lord, 
1714,  Letter  to  Swift,  Aug.  3. 

And  so  poor  Harry  is  turned  out  from 
being  Secretary  of  State,  and  the  seals 
are  given  to  Mar;  and  they  use  poor 
Harry  most  unmercifully  and  call  him 
knave  and  traitor,  and  God  knows  what. 
I  believe  all  poor  Harry's  fault  was  that 
he  could  not  play  his  part  with  a  grave 
enough  face ;  he  could  not  help  laughing 
now  and  then  at  such  kings  and  queens. 
—Stair,  Lord,  1716,  Letter  to  Horace 
Walpohf  March  3. 

It  is  necessary  that  I  should  make  you 
share  my  delight  at  a  journey  I  have  made 
to  La  Source,  the  abode  of  Lord  Boling- 
broke and  Madame  de  Villette.  I  have 
found  in  this  eminent  Englishman  all  the 
learning  of  his  country,  and  all  the  polite- 
ness of  ours.  I  have  never  heard  our  lan- 
guage spoken  with  more  energy  and  jus- 
tice. This  man,  who  has  been  all  his  life 
immersed  in  pleasure  and  in  business,  has, 
however,  found  time  for  learning  every- 
thing, and  retaining  everything.  He  is 
as  well  acquainted  with  the  history  of 
the  ancient  Egyptians  as  with  that  of  Eng- 
land. He  knows  Virgil  as  well  as  Milton. 
He  loves  the  poetry  of  England,  Prance, 
and  Italy ;  but  he  loves  them  differently, 
because  he  discerns  perfectly  the  differ- 
ence of  their  genius. — Voltaire,  Fran- 
gois  Marie  Arouet,  1721,  Letter  to 
Tkiriot. 

Though  you  have  not  signed  your  name, 
I  know  you :  you  are  an  infamous  fellow, 
a  perjured,  ungrateful,  unfaithful  rascal 
.  .  .  of  so  profligate  a  character,  that 
in  your  prosperity,  nobody  envied  you, 
and  in  your  disgrace  nobody  pities.  You 
were  in  the  interests  of  France  and  of 
the  Pope,  as  hath  appeared  by  your  writ- 
ings, and  you  went  out  of  the  way  to  save 
yourself  from  the  gallows.  You  have  no 
abilities;  you  are  an  emancipated  slave,  a 
proscribed  criminal,  and  an  insolvent 
debtor.  You  went  out  of  the  way  to  save 
yourself  from  the  gallows,  and  Herostra- 
tos  and  Nero  were  not  greater  villains 
than  you.  You  have  been  a  traitor  and 
should  be  used  like  one.     And  I  love  my 


master  so  well  that  I  will  never  advise  him 
to  use  you,  lest  you  should  jostle  me  out 
of  my  employment.  I  know  you  to  be  so 
hot-headed  that  when  you  read  this  you 
will  vent  all  your  malice  against  me. 
But  do  I  not  value  it,  for  I  would  rather 
have  you  my  enemy  than  my  friend. 
Change  your  name  and  be  as  abusive  and 
scurrilous  as  you  please,  I  shall  find  you 
out.  You  may  change  to  a  flame,  a  lion, 
a  bull,  or  a  bear,  I  shall  know  you,  baffle 
you,  conquer  you,  and  contemn  you.  All 
your  opposition  will  redound  to  my  hon- 
our and  glory. — Walpole,  Sir  Robert^ 
1727  Political  Pamphlet. 

Lord  Bolingbroke  is  one  of  the  politest 
as  well  as  greatest  men  in  the  world. — He 
appeared  careless  in  his  talk  of  religion, 
— In  this  he  differed  from  Fenelon :  Lord 
Bolingbroke  outshines  you,  but  then  holds 
himself  in,  and  reflects  some  of  his  own 
light,  so  as  to  make  you  appear  the  less 
inferior  to  him. — Ramsay,  Chevalier, 
1728-30,  Spencers  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,, 
;?.  40. 
Come  then,  my  friend!  my  genins!  come 

along; 
O  master  of  the  poet  and  the  song! 
And  while  the   mnse  now  stoops,  or  now 

ascends, 
To  man's  low  i)a88ion8,  or  their  glorions  ends. 
Teach  me.  like  thee  in  yarions  nature  wise, 
To  fall  with  dignity,  with  temper  rise ; 
Formed  by  thy  converse,  happily  to  steer 
From  grave  to  gay,  from  lively  to  severe ; 
Correct  with  spirit,  eloquent  with  ease, 
Intent  to  reason,  or  polite  to  please. 
Oh !  while  along  the  stream  of  Time  thy  name 
Expanded  flies,  and  gathers  all  its  fame. 
Say,  shall  my  little  bark  attendant  sail, 
Pursue  the  triumph,  and  partake  the  gale? 
When  statesmen,  heroes,  kings,  in  dust  re- 

pose. 
Whose  sons  shall  blush  their  fathers  were 

thy  foes. 
Shall  then  this  verse  to  future  age  pretend 
Thou  wert  my  guide,  philosopher,  and  friend? 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1732,  An  Essay  on 
Man,  Epistle  iv,  v.  373-390. 

I  would  never  be  acquainted  with  Ijord 
Bolingbroke,  because  I  always  looked  upon 
him  as  a  vile  man. — Montagu,  Lady 
Mary  Wortley,  1740-41,  Spence's  A7i£C' 
dotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  176. 

As  to  the  Lord  Bolingbroke's  general 
character,  it  was  so  mixed  that  he  had 
certainly  some  qualifications  that  the 
greatest  men  might  be  proud  of,  and  many 
which  the  worst  would  be  ashamed  of: 
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he  had  fine  talents,  a  natural  eloquence, 
great  quickness,  a  happy  memory,  and 
very  extensiye  knowledge;  but  he  was 
vain,  much  beyond  the  general  run  of  man- 
kind, timid,  false,  injudicious,  and  un- 
grateful; elate  and  insolent  in  power, 
dejected  and  servile  in  disgrace:  few 
people  ever  believed  him  without  being 
deceived,  or  trusted  him  without  being 
betrayed :  he  was  one  to  whom  prosperity 
was  no  advantage,  and  adversity  no  in- 
struction :  he  had  brought  affairs  to  that 
pass  that  he  was  almost  as  much  distressed 
in  his  private  fortune  as  desperate  in  his 
political  views,  and  was  upon  such  a  foot 
in  the  world  that  no  king  would  employ 
him,  no  party  support  him,  and  few  par- 
ticulars defend  him ;  his  enmity  was  the 
contempt  of  those  he  attacked,  and  his 
friendship  a  weight  and  reproach  to  those 
he  adhered  to.  Those  who  were  most 
partial  to  him  could  not  but  allow  that 
he  was  ambitious  without  fortitude,  and 
enterprising  without  resolution;  that  he 
was  fawning  without  insinuation,  and 
insincere  without  art ;  that  he  had  admir- 
ers without  friendship,  and  followers  with- 
out attachment;  parts  without  probity, 
knowledge  without  conduct,  and  experi- 
ence without  judgment.  This  was  cer- 
tainly his  character  and  situation;  but 
since  it  is  the  opinion  of  the  wise,  the 
speculative,  and  the  learned,  that  most 
men  are  bom  with  the  same  propensities, 
actuated  by  the  same  passions,  and  con- 
ducted by  the  same  original  principles, 
and  differing  only  in  the  manner  of  pur- 
suing the  same  ends,  I  shall  not  so  far 
chime  in  with  the  bulk  of  Lord  Boling- 
broke's  contemporaries  as  to  pronounce 
he  had  more  failings  than  any  man  ever 
had ;  but  it  is  impossible  to  see  all  that 
is  written,  and  hear  all  that  is  said  of 
him,  and  not  allow  that  if  he  had  not  a 
worse  heart  than  the  rest  of  mankind,  at 
least  he  must  have  had  much  worse  luck. 
— Hervey,  John  Lord,  1743  ?  Memoirs  of 
the  Reign  of  George  11,  vol.  i,  p.  71. 

In  the  name  of  God,  whom  I  humbly 
adore,  to  whom  1  offer  up  perpetual 
thanksgiving,  and  to  the  order  of  whose 
providence  I  am  cheerfully  resigned. 
This  is  the  last  Will  and  Testament  of  me, 
Henry  St.  John,  in  the  Reign  of  Queen 
Anne,  and  by  her  grace  and  favour  Vis- 
count Bolingbroke,  after  more  than  thirty 
years'  proscription,  and  after  the  immense 


losses  I  have  sustained  by  unexpected 
events  in  the  course  of  it,  by  the  injustice 
and  treachery  of  persons  nearest  to  me, 
by  the  negligence  of  friends,  and  by  the 
infidelity  of  servants,  as  my  fortune  is  so 
reduced  at  this  time  that  it  is  impossible 
for  me  to  make  such  disposition  and  to 
give  such  ample  legacies  as  I  always  in- 
tended.—  Bolingbroke,  Henry  Saint- 
John  Viscount,  1751,  WHl. 

HERE  LYES 

henry  ST.  JOHN, 

IN  THE  DAYS  OF  QUEEN  ANNB 

SECRETARY  AT  WAR,  SECRETARY  OP  STATE, 

AND  VISCOUNT 

BOLINGBROKE. 

IN  THE  DAYS  OF  KING  GEORGE  THE  FIRST 

AND  KING  GEORGE 

THE  SECOND 

SOMETHING  MORE  AND  BETTER. 

HIS  ATTACHMENT  TO  QUEEN  ANNE 

EXPOSED  HIM  TO  A  LONG  AND  SEVERE 

PROSECUTION. 

HE  BORE  IT  WITH  FIRMNESS  OF  MIND. 

HE  PASSED  THE  LATTER  PART  OF  HIS  LIFE 

AT  HOME, 

the  enemy  of  no  national  party, 

the  friend  of  no  faction ; 

distinguished  under  the  cloud  of  a 

proscription 
which  had  not  been  entirely  taken  off, 

by  zeal  to  maintain  the  liberty 
and  to  restore  the  ancient  prosperfty 

of  great  britain. 
—Bolingbroke,  Henry  Saint-John  Vis- 
count,   1751?    Epitaph,     MS.,    British 
Museum. 

I  believe  I  have  lost  an  enemy  in  Lord 
Bolingbroke.  1  am  sure.  Religion,  and 
the  State,  has.  I  question  whether  we 
shall  see  any  of  his  MSS.  His  ''Apology 
for  his  Public  Conduct,"  which  I  have 
seen,  affects  too  many  parties,  to  see  the 
light ;  and  his  apology  for  his  private  opin- 
ions would  shock  the  people  too  much,  as 
dissolute  as  they  are  now  grown.  His 
''Letters  concerning  the  use  of  reading 
History"  (the  best  of  his  works,  as  his 
"Patriot  King,"  I  think,  is  the  worst),  I 
suppose  we  shall  see,  because  there  are 
printed  copies  of  it  in  several  hands.  It 
is  in  two  volumes,  8vo.  It  was  this  work 
which  occasioned  his  aversion  to  me. 
There  is  a  dissertation  in  it  against  the 
canon  of  Scripture,  which  I  told  Mr.  Pope 
was  full  of  absurdities  and  false  reason- 
ing, and  would  discredit  the  work:  and. 
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at  his  desire,  I  drew  up  a  paper  of  remarks 
upon  it,  which  Lord  Bolin^broke  never 
forgave.  He  wrote  an  answer  to  it  in 
gjreat  wrath  and  mnch  acrimony ;  but,  by 
the  persuasion  of  a  great  man,  suppressed 
it.  It  is  possible  it  may  now  see  the 
light. — Warburton,  William,  1751,  Let- 
ters from  a  Late  Eminent  Prelate,  Dec.  29, 

Lord  Bolingbroke  joined  all  the  polite- 
ness, the  manners,  and  the  graces  of  a 
Courtier,  to  the  solidity  of  a  Statesman, 
and  to  the  learning  of  a  Pedant. — Ches- 
terfield, Philip  Dormer  Stanhope  Earl, 
1752,  Feb.  20,  Letters  to  his  Son. 

The  late  lord   Bolingbroke,   and    the 
lord  Carteret,  afterwards  earl  of  Gran- 
ville.    But  as  1  know  not  enough  of  them 
to  be  very  particular  in  their  characters, 
I  shall  only  describe  them  as  they  were  gen- 
eral ly  spoken  of.     They  were  universally 
esteemed  of  the  greatest  genius  for  parts 
and  knowledge  of  any  men  of  the  age; 
the  latter  thought  to  be  the  better  scholar, 
and  to  have  formed  his  eloquence  more 
upon  the  ancients,  and  to  have  more  of 
their  spirit  in   it,  than  the  former,  but 
the  first  was  far  the  better  writer,  and 
had  been  a  very  lively  and  able  speaker  in 
both    houses    of    parliament.     He    was 
thought  to  have  more  knowledge  and  skill 
in  the  affairs  of  Europe  from  his  long 
experience    abroad   and  intimacy  there 
with  men  of  the  first  rank  for  business 
and  capacity.     But  neither  of  them  were 
thought  to  know  enough  for  the  real  tem- 
per and  constitution  of  their  own  country, 
altho'  lord  Bolingbroke  wrote  much  on 
that  subject,  they  were  both  of  them  of 
unbounded  spirit  and  ambition,  impatient 
of  restraint,  contemning  the  notion  of 
equality  with  others  in  business,  and  even 
disdaining  to  be  anything  if  not  the  first 
and  highest  in  power.    They  were  not 
famed  for  what  is  called  personal  cour- 
age, but  in  the  conduct  of  affairs  were 
deemed  bold  if  not  rash,   and  the  lord 
Bolingbroke  was  of  a  temper  to  overturn 
kingdoms  to  make  way  for  himself  and 
his  talents  to  govern  the  world;  whilst 
the  other  in  projecting  the  plans  of  his 
administration,  thought    much    more  of 
raising  a  great  name  to  himself  all  over 
Europe,  and  having  that  continued  by  his- 
torians to    all    posterity,  than  of   any 
present  domestic  popularity  or  renown 
whatsoever.— Onslow,  Arthur,  c1752, 


Renuirks  on  Various  Parts  of  Sir  Robert 
WalpoU^s  Conduct,  and  Anecdote  qf  the 
Principal  Leaders  qf  the  Opposition ;  Coxe, 
Memoir  (f  Sir  RiS>ert  WciLpole,  vol.  ii,  p. 
567. 

Sir,  he  was  a  scoundrel  and  a  coward : 
a  scoundrel,  for  charging  a  blunderbuss 
against  religion  and  morality ;  a  coward, 
because  he  had  not  resolution  to  fire 
it  off  himself,  but  left  half  a  crown  to 
a  beggarly  Scotchman,  to  draw  the  trig- 
ger after  his  death ! — Johnson,  Samuel, 

1754,  Life  by  BosweU,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  i, 
p.  312. 

I  own  I  have  small  regard  for  Lord 
Bolingbroke  as  an  author,  and  the  highest 
contempt  for  him  as  a  man.  He  came 
into  the  world  greatly  favored  both  by 
nature  and  fortune,  blest  with  a  noble 
birth,  heir  to  a  large  estate,  endowed  with 
a  strong  constitution,  and,  as  I  have 
heard,  a  beautiful  figure,  high  spirits,  a 
good  memory,  and  a  lively  apprehension, 
which  was  cultivated  by  a  learned  educa- 
tion :  all  these  glorious  advantages  being 
left  to  the  direction  of  a  judgment  stifled 
by  unbounded  vanity,  he  dishonored  his 
birth,  lost  his  estate,  ruined  his  reputa- 
tion, and  destroyed  his  health,  by  a  wild 
pursuit  of  eminence  even  in  vice  and 
trifles. — Montagu,  Lady  Mary  Wortley, 

1755,  Letter  to  the  Conntess  of  Bute,  July 
20. 

There  are  some  characters  that  seemed 
formed  by  Nature  to  take  delight  in  strug- 
gling with  opposition,  and  whose  most 
agreeable  hours  are  passed  in  storms  of 
their  own  creating.  The  subject  of  the 
present  sketch  was,  perhaps,  of  all 
others,  the  most  indefatigable  in  raising 
himself  enemies,  to  shew  his  power  in 
subduing  them ;  and  was  not  less  employed 
in  improving  his  superior  talents,  than  in 
finding  objects  on  which  to  exercise  their 
activity.  His  life  was  spent  in  a  contin- 
ual conflict  of  politics,  and  as  if  that  was 
too  short  for  the  combat,  he  has  left  his 
memory  as  a  subject  of  lasting  contention. 
.  .  .  Nature  seemed  not  less  kind  to 
him  in  her  external  embellishments,  than 
in  adorning  his  mind.  With  the  graces 
of  an  handsome  person,  and  a  face  in  which 
dignity  was  happily  blended  with  sweet- 
ness, he  had  a  manner  of  address  that 
was  very  engaging.  His  vivacity  was 
always  awake,  his  apprehension  was  quick, 
his  wit  refined,  and  his  memory  amazing : 
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his  subtlety  in  thinking  and  reasoning  was 
profound,  and  all  these  talents  were 
adorned  with  an  elocution  that  was  irre- 
sistible. ...  In  whatever  light  we 
view  his  character,  we  shall  find  him  an 
object  rather  properer  for  our  wonder, 
than  our  imitation,  more  to  be  feared 
than  esteemed,  and  gaining  our  admira- 
tion without  our  love.  His  ambition  ever 
aimed  at  the  summit  of  power,  and  noth- 
ing seemed  capable  of  satisfying  his  im- 
moderate desires  but  the  liberty  of  gov- 
erning all  things  without  a  rival.  With 
as  much  ambition,  as  great  abilities,  and 
more  acquired  knowledge  than  Csesar,  he 
wanted  only  his  courage  to  be  as  success- 
ful ;  but  the  schemes  his  head  dictated, 
his  heart  often  refused  to  execute:  and 
he  lost  the  ability  to  perform,  just  when 
the  great  occasion  called  for  all  his  efforts 
to  engage. —Goldsmith,  Ouver,  1770, 
Life  of  Lord  Bolingbroke. 

The  eloquence  and  ostentation  of  Bol- 
ingbroke could  never  impose  on  Arbuth- 
not:  he  told  his  son  (whom  I  once  had 
the  honour  to  converse  with  at  Richmond), 
that  he  knew  Bolingbroke  was  an  infidel, 
and  a  worthless  vain  man. — Beattie, 
James,  1785,  Letter  to  Mrs.  Montagu,  Jan. 
31 ;  Beattiei's  Life  by  Forbes,  vol.  ii,  p.  357. 

Mr.  Burke  told  me  a  few  days  ago  that 
the  first  Lord  Lyttleton  informed  him, 
that  Lord  Bolingbroke  never  wrote  down 
any  of  his  works  but  dictated  them  to  a 
secretary.  This  may  account  for  their 
endless  tautology.  In  company,  accord- 
ing to  Lord  Lyttleton,  he  was  very  elo- 
quent, speaking  with  great  fluency  and 
authority  on  every  subject,  and  generally 
in  the  form  of  harangue  rather  than  col- 
loquial table  talk.  His  company  all 
looked  up  to  him,  and  very  few  dared  to 
interrupt  or  contradict  him. — Malone, 
Edmond,  1787,  MaUmiana,  ed.  Prior,  p. 
375. 

Henry  lord  Bolingbroke  was  one  of  the 
great  ornaments  of  the  beginning  of  the 
present  century.  He  has  been  admired 
as  a  statesman,  an  orator,  a  man  of  let- 
ters and  a  philosopher.  Pope,  in  the 
eagerness  of  his  reverence  and  devotion, 
foresaw  the  time  when  his  merits  would 
be  universally  acknowledged,  and  assured 
the  world  that  the  ''sons"  of  his  personal 
adversaries,  would  ''blush"  for  the  malig- 
nity and  injustice  of ' '  their  fathers. ' '  But 
Pope,  though  a   poet,  was   no  prophet. 


We  every  day  hear  Bolingbroke  spol 
by  one  man  or  another,  with  as  mucl 
tempt  as  could  have  been  expressed  1 
most  rancorous  of  his  political  riv: 
Godwin,  William,  1797,  Qf  Posthx 
Fame,  The  Enquirer  p.  295. 

Bolingbroke  had  beheld  the  de< 
Dryden,  and  the  rise  of  Pope.  It  w 
fortune  to  view  also  the  progress  of 
haps,  a  yet  more  extraordinary  g« 
Voltaire  was  now  giving  early  proc 
those  talents  which  were  afterwai 
astonish  his  age  in  their  develop 
and  to  disappoint  it  by  their  perve 
The  English  philosopher  seems  to 
been  peculiarly  successful  in  winnii 
confidence  and  affections  of  the  y 
He  was  regarded  by  Voltaire  with  scj 
less  esteem  and  admiration  than  by 
In  his  society  these  two  illustrious 
felt  and  acknowledged  a  superior  g< 
and  if  he  had  no  claim  to  excellei 
poetry,  the  art  in  which  they  were  s< 
eminent,  he  surpassed  them  both  i 
philosophy  which  they  so  admired.  . 
Bolingbroke's  private,  like  his  public 
offers  much  subject  both  for  prais* 
blame.  His  passions  were  as  fiery  i 
genius ;  and  in  his  youth  he  disdaii 
control  the  one,  or  to  regulate  the  ( 
Although  eminently  gifted  with 
shining  qualities  which  captivate  ai 
snare,  he  took  little  pains  to  impro^ 
opportunities  he  possessed;  anc 
intrigues  were  rather  numerous 
select.  He  was  not  very  fastidio 
choosing  his  companions  of  either 
but  no  man  was  more  careful  in  the  \ 
tion  of  a  friend.  There  were  few 
whom  he  ever  admitted  to  this  distin< 
and  of  these  none  ever  deserted  o: 
trayed  him.  The  ambition  which  ' 
allow  him  to  brook  no  equal  in  the  a 
istration  of  government,  prompted  h 
domineer  in  private:  his  friendship 
offered  only  to  those  whose  kindred 
ius  marked  them  as  his  equals,  and 
by  these  he  could  never  believe  t\ 
was  loved  until  he  was  implicitly  oh 
The  estimation  in  which  his  frier 
was  held,  appears  from  the  readiness 
which  the  superiority  he  assumed  wa 
ceded :  even  Pope  and  Swift  owned  i 
a  master. — Cooke,  George  Wing: 
1835,  Memoirs  of  Lord  Bolingbrok 
u,  pp.  36,  279. 

He  looked  through   the  characte 
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others  with  a  keen  and  searching  eye. 
His  eloquence,  both  commanding  and 
rewarding  the  attention  of  his  hearers, 
was  ready,  full,  and  gushing;  according 
to  his  own  beautiful  illustration,  it 
flowed  like  a  stream  that  is  fed  by  an 
abundant  spring,  and  did  not  merely  spout 
forth,  like  a  frothy  water,  on  some  gaudy 
day.  His  genius  was  vast  and  lofty,  yet 
able  to  contract  itself  at  will — scarcely 
anything  too  great  for  its  grasp,  and 
scarcely  anything  too  minute  for  its  care. 
With  such  splendid  abilities,  such  active 
ambition,  he  might  have  been  the  greatest 
and  most  useful  statesman  of  his,  or,  per- 
haps, of  any  age.  But  he  utterly  wanted 
virtue.  He  was  no  believer  in  revealed 
religion,  whose  tenets  he  attempted  to  sap 
in  his  writings,  and  disregarded  in  his 
life.  He  had  early  rushed  into  pleasure 
with  an  eagerness  and  excess  that  might 
have  been  forgiven  his  youth  and  his 
ardent  passions,  had  he  not  afterwards 
continued  them  from  a  miserable  personal 
vanity.  He  aimed  at  being  the  modem 
Alcibiades — a  man  of  pleasure  at  the  same 
time  as  a  man  of  business ;  sitting  up  one 
night  to  reel  at  a  drunken  orgy, — sitting 
up  the  next  to  compose  a  despatch  on 
which  the  fate  of  Europe  might  hang ;  at 
one  hour  dealing  forth  his  thunderbolts  of 
eloquence  to  the  awe-struck  senate, — at 
another  whispering  soft  words  at  the  ear 
of  yielding  beauty !  In  this  unworthy  com- 
bination he  lost  all  dignity  of  mind. 
There  ceased  to  be  any  consistency  be- 
tween his  conduct  and  his  language.  No 
man  ever  spoke  more  persuasively  of  the 
fatigues  of  business,  yet  no  man  was  ever 
more  fretful  and  uneasy,  in  retirement. 
For  him,  activity  was  as  necessary  as  air 
for  others.  When  excluded  from  public 
life,  there  were  no  intrigues,  however 
low  and  grovelling,  to  which  he  did  not 
stoop  in  order  to  return  to  it.  Yet  all  his 
writings  breathe  the  noblest  principles  of 
independence.— Stanhope,  Philip  Henry 
Earl,  1836-54,  History  of  England  from 
the  Peace  of  Utrecht  to  the  Peace  of  Ver- 
sailles, vol.  I,  p.  26. 

The  opinions  of  posterity  as  to  his 
character  are  likely  to  be  as  much  divided 
as  were  those  of  his  contemporaries ;  and 
the  safe  conclusion  that  can  be  arrived 
at  is,  that  he  possessed  an  extraordinary 
mixture  of  good  and  evil,  of  greatness  and 
meanness,  of  that  which  ennobles,  as  well 


as  that  which  disgraces  morality.  .  .  . 
His  extraordinary  talents  forced  them- 
selves into  general  notice ;  his  prodigous 
strength  of  memory  and  quick  appre- 
hension, his  dashing  and  brilliant  style, 
was  the  admiration  of  his  friends,  and 
his  social  disposition  rendered  their  affec- 
tion equal  to  their  admiration.  Formed 
to  excel  in  whatever  he  might  undertake, 
he  soon  became  as  notorious  for  his  excess- 
es, as  he  was  afterwards  eminent  for  his 
genius  and  learning. — Timperley,  C.  H., 
1842,  erf.,  Bhcyclapcedia  of  Literary  and 
Typographical  Anecdote,  Compiled  and 
Qmdensed  from  Nicholses  Literary  Anec- 
dotes, etc.,  p.6Sl. 

He  lived  in  the  centre  of  intrigues 
which  were  to  shake  thrones,  and  perhaps 
to  form  them.  He  became  habituated  to 
the  idea  that  everything  could  be  achieved 
by  dexterity,  and  that  there  was  no  test 
of  conduct  except  success.  To  dissemble 
and  to  simulate ;  to  conduct  confidential 
negotiations  with  contending  powers  and 
parties  at  the  same  time ;  to  be  ready  to 
adopt  any  opinion  and  to  possess  none ;  to 
fall  into  the  public  humour  of  the  moment 
and  to  evade  the  impending  catastrophe ;  to 
look  upon  every  man  as  a  tool,  and  never 
to  do  anything  which  had  not  a  definite 
though  circuitous  purpose, — these  were 
his  political  accomplishments ;  and,  while 
he  recognised  them  as  the  best  means  of 
success,  he  found  in  their  exercise  excite- 
ment and  delight.  To  be  the  centre  of  a 
maze  of  manoeuvres  was  his  empyrean. 
.  .  .  Recklessness  with  him  was  a  princi- 
ple of  action.  He  trusted  always  to  his 
fertile  expedients  if  he  failed,  and  ran  the 
risk  in  the  meanwhile  of  paramount  suc- 
cess— the  fortune  of  those  who  are  entitled 
to  be  rash.  With  all  his  audacity,  which 
was  nearly  equal  to  his  craft,  he  had  no 
moral  courage. — Disraeli,  Benjamin, 
(Lord  Beaconsfield),  1847,  Tancred, 
ch.  vi. 

With  two  exceptions,  .  .  .  Lord 
Bolingbroke  came  the  nearest  of  all  par- 
liamentary orators  who  have  been  partic- 
ularly recorded  to  the  ideal  of  a  fine  rhet- 
orician. It  was  no  disadvantage  to  him 
that  he  was  shallow,  being  so  luminous 
and  transparent ;  and  the  splendour  of  his 
periodic  diction,  with  his  fine  delivery, 
compensated  his  defect  in  imagery. — De 
QumcEY,  Thomas,  1859,  Rhetoric,  Col- 
lected Writings,  erf.  Masson,  vol.  x,  j?.  111. 
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Bolingbroke  survived  Pope  fourteen 
years.  He  had  resided  at  Battersea  after 
the  death  of  his  father,  and  here,  in  1750, 
he  brought  her,  who,  he  said,  "liad  been 
the  comfort  of  his  life,"  to  die.  .  .  . 
He  had  lost  one  who  thoroughly  admired, 
comprehended,  and  loved  him.  Their  ten- 
derness had  been  signal.  The  charm  of 
her  society,  her  broken  English,  her  elo- 
quent French,  were  long  remembered  by 
those  who  knew  Lady  Bolingbroke.  The 
experience  for  thirty  years  of  her  virtues 
had  shown  Lord  Bolingbroke  the  value  of 
woman.  A  little  trait  of  Lady  Boling- 
broke, shows  her  clear  perception  of  the 
change  which  came  over  her  once  brilliant 
husband  in  later  days.  Walking  with 
her  in  his  own  grounds,  accompanied  by 
a  friend,  Bolingbroke  began  to  relate 
some  of  the  gallantries  of  his  younger 
days.  **He  reminds  me,"  said  his  lady 
to  the  friend  with  them,  '*of  a  fine  old 
Roman  aqueduct ;  but,  alas !  it  is  in  ruins, 
the  water  has  ceased  to  flow. " — Thomson, 
Katherine  (Grace  Wharton),  1861, 
Celebrated  FrUndahipSf  vol.  n,  pp.  210, 211. 

In  this  English  Alcibiades,  what  rest- 
less, but  what  rich  vitality! — Lytton, 
Edward  Bulwer  Lord,  1863-68,  Cax- 
toniana^  Miscellaneaus  Prose  Works^  vol. 
Ill,  p.  88. 

Elxcessive  drinking,  profane  swearing, 
and  loose  conversation  were  not  even  the 
worst.  It  must  be  confessed  that  the 
Secretary  outraged  the  decencies  of  his 
situation  still  more  grossly.  Though  his 
wife  was  devotedly  attached  to  him,  and 
though  they  still  lived  under  the  same 
roof,  he  was  as  licentious  as  in  the  days 
of  his  early  youth,  when  it  had  been  his 
boast  to  rival  the  wild  exploits  of  Roches- 
ter. The  House  of  Commons,  the  War 
Ofiice,  the  studies  in  his  country  retire- 
ment, the  development  of  his  genius,  the 
Secretary  of  State's  office,  the  rivalry 
with  Harley,  all  the  promptings  of  a  high 
and  justifiable  ambition  had  not  rendered 
his  life  purer  than  that  of  the  lowest  rake 
about  London.  On  the  news  of  St.  John's 
appointment  as  Secretary  of  State  spread- 
ing through  the  town,  an  ancient  lady 
who  presided  over  a  mansion  of  easy  vir- 
tue, exclaimed  with  delight,  **Five  thou- 
sand a  year,  my  girls,  and  all  for  us!" 
It  is  not  from  his  political  enemies,  from 
Steele,  Addison,  or  Walpole  that  we  have 
the  most  explicit  details  of  St.  John's 


habitual  debaucheries.  The  Secretary's 
friends  have  been  the  most  candid.  A 
handsome  woman,  they  all  admit,  some- 
times jestingly  and  sometimes  sadly,  was 
a  temptation  he  never  could  resist.  Rank 
made  no  difference  whatever  in  his  appre- 
ciation. With  the  same  ardour  he  would 
make  love  to  a  maid  of  honour  about  the 
person  of  the  Queen,  or  follow  in  broad 
daylight  a  common  woman  of  the  town, 
whose  appearance  might  happen  to  please 
him,  as  he  was  walking  with  some  friends 
in  the  Mall.  After  this  it  was  an  edifying 
sight  to  behold  the  Secretary  at  bis  pray- 
ers.—Macknight,  Thomas,  1863,  The 
Life  of  Henry  St.  John,  Viscount  Boling- 
broke, p.  213. 

Three  years  of  eager  unwise  power, 
the  thirty-five  of  sickly  longing  and  im- 
potent regret, — such,  or  something  like 
it,  will  ever  be  in  this  cold  modern  world 
the  fate  of  an  Alcibiades. — Bagehot, 
Walter,  1863,  Bolingbroke  as  a  States- 
man, Works,  ed.  Morgan,  vol.  in,  p.  221. 

Bolingbroke  was  capable  of  intrigue, 
but  not  of  action.  He  could  cabal  with 
the  backstairs,  worry  his  colleagues, 
negotiate  with  the  men  of  letters  who 
were  of  his  party,  and  debauch  as  far 
as  possible  the  House  of  Commons. — 
Rogers,  James  E.  Thorold,  1869,  His- 
torical Gleanings,  First  series,  vol.  i,  p.  36. 

A  sceptic  and  cynic,  minister  in  turn 
to  Queen  and  Pretender,  disloyal  alike 
to  both,  a  trafficker  in  consciences,  mar- 
riages, and  promises,  who  had  squandered 
his  talent  in  debauch  and  intrigues,  to 
end  in  disgrace,  impotence,  and  scorn. — 
Taine,  H.  a.,  1871,  History  of  English 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  n,  bk.  iii, 
ch.  iii,  p.  47. 

In  conversation  he  developed  that  ver- 
satility and  fire,  which  distinguish  him 
as  a  writer;  and  perhaps  he  was  alto- 
gether born  rather  to  be  a  writer  than  a 
statesman. — Ranke,  Leopold  Von,  1875, 
A  History  of  England,  vol.  v,  p.  348. 

Adored  by  Pope — whom  he  attended  on 
his  death-bed,  and  who  considered  him  the 
first  writer,  as  well  as  the  greatest  man, 
of  his  age ;  hated  by  Walpole  as  a  polit- 
ical rival;  lauded  by  Swift  and  Smollett; 
despised  as  ''a  scoundrel  and  a  coward" 
by  Dr.  Johnson.  His  youth  had  been  so 
wild  that  his  father's  congratulation  when 
he  was  created  a  viscount  was,  ^'Ah, 
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Harry,  I  ever  said  you  would  be  hanged ; 
but  now  I  find  you  will  be  beheaded.*' — 
Hare,  Augustus  J.  C,  1878,  Walks  in 
London^  vol.  n,  ch.  x. 

St.  John  was  the  inspired  son  of  genius. 
He  was  a  being  formed  on  a  model  that 
had  come  into  notice  in  France,  where  it 
was  copied  from  the  great  monarch  him- 
self. Its  type  was  the  man  of  pleasure, 
who  can  at  an  instant's  notice  become  the 
man  of  affairs.  Display,  luxury,  and  riot 
appeared  to  ordinary  mortals  all  that  such 
a  being  was  capable  of  achieving ;  but  let 
the  sudden  crisis  come,  and  the  call  to 
action,  though  dragged  from  the  gaming- 
table or  the  "'midnight  modern  conversa- 
tion," as  Hogarth  has  immortalised  such 
scenes,  the  debauchee  became  clear  in 
council  and  prompt  in  action.  — Burton, 
John  Hill,  1880,  A  History  (f  the  Reign 
(f  Queen  Anne,  vol.  in,  p.  75. 

We  can  write  with  temper  of  the  latter 
days  of  the  Empire,  or  of  the  constitu- 
tions of  the  Medieval  Republics ;  but  the 
reign  of  Anne  still  rouses  and  enlists  the 
passions  of  partisans.  And  Bolingbroke 
has  been  impartially  assailed  by  every 
party.  It  was  his  misfortune  to  incur  the 
resentment  of  the  Whigs  and  the  resent- 
ment of  the  Tories.  He  was  attacked  by 
the  friends  of  the  Revolution  and  by  the 
enemies  of  the  Revolution,  by  the  Non- 
jurors and  by  the  Presbyterian  Dissenters, 
by  Williamitesand  by  Jacobites,  by  Atter- 
bury  and  by  Defoe.  The  Whigs,  he  him- 
self declared,  had  done  all  they  could  to 
expose  him  for  a  fool,  and  to  brand  him 
for  a  knave ;  and  though  the  Tories  had 
not  impeached  him  for  treason  to  the 
State,  they  had  impeached  him  for  treason 
to  themselves.  ''That  last  burst  of  the 
cloud,"  he  exclaimed,  ''has  gone  near  to 
overwhelm  me."  There  are  some  open 
questions  in  our  Histories  as  in  our  Cab- 
inets; and  the  character  of  Bolingbroke 
may  still  be  regarded  as  an  open  question 
—and  not  improperly.  At  all  events,  the 
writer  who  maintains  that  Henry  St.  John 
was  abler  and  honester  than  most  of  his 
contemporaries,  is  not  necessarily  venti- 
lating a  caprice,  or  airing  a  paradox. — 
Skelton,  John,  1883,  The  Great  Lord 
Bolingbroke,  Essays  in  History  and  Biog- 
raphy, p.  166. 

Nor  was  Bolingbroke's  personal  charac- 
ter, with  all  its  striking  features,  one 
likely  to  prove  attractive  to  a  party  of 


English  fox-hunters,  whether  lay  or  cler- 
ical. .  .  .  His  polished  manners,  his 
lively  wit,  his  quick  perceptions,  his  facile 
speech,  his  ready  invention,  the  ease  with 
which  he  caught  and  mimicked  the  intem- 
perate tone  of  his  rude  supporters,  his 
fondness  for  subterfuge  and  artifice,  his 
affectation  of  philosophical  indifference  to 
the  objects  for  which  he  was  at  the 
moment  most  eagerly  striving,  his  vanity, 
his  industry,  his  simulated  idleness,  his 
unfeigned  respect  for  speculative  truth, 
his  falseness  in  all  public  and  personal 
relations,  the  vastness  and  boldness  of  his 
political  enterprises,  the  nervous  appre- 
hension of  physical  danger  which  at  the 
critical  moment  marred  so  many  of  them, 
the  loftiness  of  his  moral  conceptions,  the 
looseness  and  even  dirtiness  of  his  private 
life, — all  these  things  were  the  marks  of 
a  character  which  in  its  strange  and 
various  traits  an  Italian  of  the  great  age 
of  Florence  would  have  studied  with  re- 
spectful interest,  but  which  repelled  the 
TruUibers  and  Westerns  from  its  very 
dissimilarity  to  their  own.  In  the  states- 
manship of  such  a  man  there  is  no  doubt 
a  natural  propensity  to  indirect  and  tor- 
tuous ways,  to  sinister  intrigues,  to  organ- 
ized deceptions,  to  statements  which, 
when  literally  true,  are  calculated  and 
designed  to  give  a  false  impression,  to 
concealed  engagements  and  sudden  sur- 
prises. Bolingbroke  has  himself  explained 
this  necessity  in  a  characteristic  passage 
and  under  a  fine  simile. — Harrof,  Rob- 
ert, 1884,  Bolingbroke,  A  Political  Stvdy 
and  Criticism,  p.  191. 

It  would,  however,  be  a  great  mistake 
to  confound  Bolingbroke  either  with  frib- 
bles like  the  second  Villiers,  whom  he 
resembled  in  the  infirmities  of  his  temper, 
or  with  sycophants  like  Sunderland,  whom 
he  resembled  in  want  of  principle.  His 
nature  had,  with  all  its  flaws,  been  cast 
in  no  ignoble  mould.  The  ambition  which 
consumed  him  was  the  ambition  which 
consumed  Caesar  and  Cicero,  not  the 
ambition  which  consumed  Harley  and 
Newcastle.  For  the  mere  baubles  of 
power  he  cared  nothing.  Riches  and  their 
trappings  he  regarded  with  unaffected 
contempt.  He  entered  office  a  man  by 
no  means  wealthy,  and  with  expensive 
habits ;  he  quitted  it  with  hands  as  clean 
as  Pitt's.  The  vanity  which  feeds  on 
adulation  never    touched    his    haughty 
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spirit.  His  prey  was  not  carrioiL  His 
vast  and  visionary  ambition  was  bounded 
only  by  the  highest  pinnacles  of  human 
glory.  He  aspired  to  enroll  himself 
among  those  great  men  who  have  shaped 
the  fortunes  and  moulded  the  minds  of 
mighty  nations — with  the  demigods  of 
Plutarch,  with  the  sages  of  Diogenes.  As 
a  statesman  he  never  rested  till  he  stood 
without  a  rival  on  the  summit  of  power. 
As  a  philosopher  he  sought  a  place  be- 
side Aristotle  and  Bacon«  and  the  infirmi- 
ties of  age  overtook  him  while  meditating 
a  work  which  was  to  class  him  with  Guic- 
ciardini  and  Clarendon. — Collins,  John 
Churton,  1886,  Bolingbroke,  A  Historical 
Study y  and  Voltaire  in  England,  p.  14. 

The  defect  of  his  nature  was,  that 
there  was  not  sufficient  ballast  for  the 
weight  of  sail.  He  would  be  first  always ; 
and  not  borrow,  but  found  a  system. 
His  talents  made  him  lead ;  there  was  not 
enough  of  judgment,  patience,  sympathy, 
or,  above  all,  consistency,  to  constitute  a 
successful  leader.  His  career,  in  all  its 
several  divisions,  had  ever  the  same  fea- 
tures. It  left  a  profound  impression  of 
force,  which  may  be  traced  in  contempo- 
rary literature,  but  he  could  never  keep 
his  levies  long  from  disbanding.  His 
immediate  survivors  were  unable  to 
explain  the  sudden  decline  of  the  influence 
of  his  ideas,  when  the  man,  with  his  con- 
tagious strength  of  will,  was  gone ;  pos- 
terity cannot  understand  whence  arose 
his  influence  at  the  first. — Stebbing, 
William,  1887,  Some  Verdicts  of  History 
Reviewed,  p,  152. 

The  year  1751,  which  may  be  said  to 
have  opened  with  the  death  of  poor  Fred- 
erick, closed  with  the  death  of  a  man 
greater  by  far  than  any  prince  of  the 
House  of  Hanover.  On  December  12 
Bolingbroke  passed  away.  .  .  .  There 
had  been  a  good  deal  of  the  spirit  of  the 
classic  philosopher  about  him— the  school 
of  Epictetus,  not  the  school  of  Aristotle 
or  Plato.  He  was  a  Georgian  Epictetus 
with  a  dash  of  Gallicised  grace  about 
him.  He  made  the  most  out  of  every- 
thing as  it  came,  and  probably  got  some 
comfort  out  of  disappointment  as  well  as 
out  of  success.  Life  had  been  for  him 
one  long  dramatic  performance,  and  he 
played  it  out  consistently  to  the  end. — 
McCarthy,  Justin,  1890,  A  History  of 
the  Four  Georges,  vol.  ii,  ch.  zxxix. 


That  he  was  a  consummate  scound 
now  universally  admitted ;  but  his  m 
qualifications,  though  great,  still  e 
differences  of  opinion.  Even  those 
are  comforted  by  his  style  and  sootb 
the  rise  and  fall  of  his  sentences,  arc 
to  admit  that  had  his  classic  head 
severed  from  his  shoulders  a  rogue  ^ 
have  met  with  his  deserts.  He  has 
long  since  stripped  of  all  his  fine 
tences,and  morally  speaking,  runs  as  i 
through  the  pages  of  history  as  ei 
did  (according  to  Goldsmith)  across 
Park.— BiRRELL,  Augustine,  1894, 
says  about  Men,  Women  and  Books,  j. 

St.  Johns's  handsome  person,  and  a 
in  which  dignity  was  happily  blended 
sweetness,  hiis  commanding  presence 
fascinating  address,  his  vivacity,  his 
his  extraordinary  memory,  his  subtle 
thinking  and  reasoning,  and  orate 
powers  of  the  very  highest  order,  coi 
uted  to  his  phenomenal  success  as  a 
liamentary  orator.  Very  few  fragr 
of  his  speeches  have  come  down  t 
but  from  criticisms  of  those  who  1 
him  speak,  and  from  his  published 
ings,  they  must  have  been  brilliant, 
castic,  and  extremely  effective,  and 
Chatham  said  that  the  loss  of  his  spe< 
was  to  be  more  greatly  deplored  tha 
lost  books  of  Livy. — Hardwicke,  Hi 
1896,  History  of  Oratory  and  Orato 
91. 

All  great  men  should  be  judged  b 
aims  and  standards  of  their  age. 
perhaps  no  great  man  ever  needed  the 
pathy  of  imagination  leavening  judg 
more  than  Henry  St.  John,  the  first 
count  Bolingbroke.  He  was  born  1 
admired  rather  than  loved,  to  be  drc 
rather  than  respected.  He  was  uniq 
a  unique  period.  Statesmanship, 
quence,  and  adminstrative  ability,  \ 
in  his  hot-headed  youth  compelled 
admiration  of  Swift  and  the  mingled 
and  wonder  of  both  Harley  and  ] 
borough,  which  in  his  middle  age  by  i 
dazzled  and  embittered  Pulteney  and 
teret,  which  awed  Walpole  and  his  s 
lites  beneath  the  mask  of  their  s< 
which  nearly  succeeded  in  mouldi 
loose  faction  into  a  magnificent  p 
which  provoked,  after  his  death 
young  Burke  into  indignant  imits 
which  controlled  the  reins  of  Govern 
during  the  last  four  years  of  Queen  i 
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and  moved  the  springs  of  opposition  dar- 
ing the  first  eight  years  of  George  the 
Second,  were  allied  to  a  literary  genius 
which  has  left  an  undying  imprint  on  Pope 
and  Voltaire,  a  style  which  kindled  Chat- 
ham, inspired  Gibbon,  and  preluded  Ma- 
caulay,  a  personal  fascination  and  irre- 
sistible persuasiveness  which  enchanted 
his  "dearest  foes/'— Sichel,  Walter, 
1901,  Bolingbroke  and  His  Times,  p.  1. 

THE  IDEA  OF  A  PATRIOT  KING 

1735? 

It  is  a  work,  sir,  which  will  instruct 
mankind  and  do  honour  to  its  author ;  and 
yet  1  will  take  upon  me  to  say  that,  for 
the  sake  of  both,  you  must  publish  it  with 
caution.  The  greatest  men  have  their 
faults,  and  sometimes  the  greatest  faults ; 
but  the  faults  of  superior  minds  are  the 
least  indifferent,  both  to  themselves  and 
to  society.  Humanity  is  interested  in  the 
name  of  those  who  excelled  in  it ;  but  it 
is  interested  before  all  in  the  good  order 
of  society,  and  in  the  peace  of  the  minds 
of  the  individuals  who  compose  it.  Lord 
Bolingbroke's  mind  embraced  all  objects, 
and  looked  far  into  all,  but  not  without  a 
strong  mixture  of  passions,  which  will 
always  necessarily  beget  some  prejudices 
and  follow  more.  And  in  the  subject  of 
religion  particularly  (whatever  was  the 
motive  that  inflamed  his  passions  upon  that 
subject  chiefly),  his  passions  were  there 
most  strong;  and  I  will  venture  to  say 
(when  called  upon  as  I  think  to  say  it), 
what  I  have  said  more  than  once  to  him- 
self, with  the  deference  due  to  his  age 
and  extraordinary  talents;  his  passions 
upon  that  subject  did  prevent  his  other- 
wise superior  reason  from  seeing  that, 
even  in  a  political  light  only,  he  hurt  him- 
self, and  wounded  society  by  striking  at 
establishments  upon  which  the  conduct  at 
least  of  society  depends,  and  by  striving 
to  overturn  in  men's  minds  the  systems 
which  experience  at  least  has  justified, 
and  which  at  least  has  rendered  respecta- 
ble, as  necessary  to  public  order  and 
private  peace,  without  suggesting  to 
men's  minds  a  better,  or  indeed  any  sys- 
tem. You  will  find  this,  sir,  to  be  done 
in  a  part  of  the  work  I  mentioned,  where 
he  digresses  upon  the  criticism  of  Church 
History. — Hyde,  Lord,  1752,  Letter  to 
David  MaUety  March  7. 

This  lord  had  strength  and  elevation  of 


mind;  but  he  was  a  sorry  philosopher. — 
Gibbon,  Edward,  1764,  Journal 

Possibly  the  **  Patriot  King" — his  most 
finished  performance — would  have  thrilled 
the  House  of  Commons  as  a  speech.  Read 
in  cold  blood,  the  weakness  of  the  sub- 
stance weakens  our  appreciation  of  the 
elegance  of  the  style. — Stephen,  Leslie, 
1876,  History  of  English  Thought  in  the 
Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  ii,  p.  169. 

The  most  popular  and  in  some  ways  the 
most  finished  of  his  writings,  a  party  pam- 
phlet devised  for  a  temporary  object,  an 
appeal  from  the  statesmanship  of  the 
nation  to  poets  and  non- jurors  and  strip- 
lings fresh  from  college,  an  adroit  piece 
of  flattery  laid  at  the  feet  of  the  Parlia- 
mentary heir,  but  with  a  graver  meaning 
and  purpose  which  have  secured  it  a  more 
lasting  fame.  For  this  little  tract,  care- 
fully excluded  from  general  circulation 
by  its  author  till  the  eve  of  his  own  death, 
has  influenced  the  speculations  of  four 
generations  of  Englishmen,  formed  the 
political  creed  of  George  III.,  created  the 
faction  of  the  King's  friends,  encouraged 
the  conspirators  who  broke  the  power  of 
the  Whig  nobility,  inspired  that  mixture 
of  the  autocratic  with  the  popular  which 
distinguished  the  rival  policy  of  Chatham 
and  William  Pitt,  and  in  our  own  time 
fired  the  imagination  of  a  great  minister 
who  aimed  at  reviving  under  the  phrase 
imperium  et  libertas  its  distinctive  quali- 
ties.— Harrop,  Robert,  1884,  Boling- 
broke,  A  Political  Study  and  Criticism,  p, 
300. 

On  the  composition  of  the  "Patriot 
King,"  Bolingbroke  took  more  pains  than 
was  usual  with  him.  It  is  perhaps,  in 
point  of  execution,  his  most  finished  work. 
But  style,  though  it  will  do  much  for  a 
writer,  will  not  do  everything.  Indeed, 
Bolingbroke's  splendid  diction  frequently 
serves  to  exhibit  in  strong  relief  the 
crudity  and  shallowness  of  his  matter,  as 
jewels  set  off  deformity. — Collins,  John 
Churton,  1886,  Bolingbroke,  A  Historical 
Study,  and  Voltaire  in  England,  p.  208. 

His  boasted  style,  though  unquestion- 
ably lucid,  is  slipshod  and  full  of  plati- 
tudes, grandiloquent  and  yet  ineffectual. 
.  .  .  Criticism  now  merely  smiles  at 
the  author's  impudent  assumption  of  the 
airs  of  a  great  political  philosopher. — 
GossE,  Edmitnd,  1888,  il  History  qf  Eight* 
eenth  Century  Literature,  p.  174. 
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A  work  important  equally  as  a  histor- 
ical document  and  as  a  model  of  style. 
Chesterfield  said  that  until  he  read  that 
tract  he  did  not  know  what  the  En^i^lish 
language  was  capable  of. — Payne,  E.  J., 
erf.,  Seket  Works  (f  Burke^  vol.  i,  p.  xvl. 

GENERAL 

Lord  Bolingbroke  is  something  superior 
to  anything  I  have  seen  in  human  nature. 
You  know  I  don't  deal  much  in  hyperboles : 
I  quite  think  him  what  I  say. — Lord  Boling- 
broke is  much  the  best  writer  of  the  age. 
—Nobody  knows  half  the  extent  of  his 
excellencies,  but  two  or  three  of  his 
most  intimate  friends. — Whilst  abroad, 
he  wrote  ''A  consolation  to  a  man  in 
exile;"  so  much  in  Seneca's  style,  that, 
was  he  living  now  among  us,  one  should 
conclude  that  he  had  written  every  word 
of  it.  He  also  wrote  several  strictures 
on  the  Roman  affairs  (something  like 
what  Montesquieu  published  afterwards) 
among  which  there  were  many  excellent 
observations.— Pope,  Alexander,  1734- 
36,  Spenee's  Anecdotes^  ed.  Singer,  p.  127. 

I  am  solicitous  to  see  LordBoling- 
broke's  Works.  All  the  writings  I  have 
seen  of  his  appeared  to  me  to  be  copied 
from  the  French  eloquence.  I  mean  a 
poor  or  trite  thought  dressed  in  pompous 
language.— Montagu,  Lady  Mary  Wort- 
ley,  1749,  Letter  to  the  Countess  qfBute, 
Aug.  22. 

The  same  sad  mom  to  chnrch  and  state 
(So  for  onr  sins  'twas  fixed  by  fate) 
A  double  stroke  was  given; 
Black  as  the  whirlwinds  of  the  north, 
St.  John's  fell  genius  issued  forth, 
And  Pelham  fled  to  heaven. 

— Garrick,  David,   1754,    Ode   on   the 
Death  of  Mr.  Pelham. 

The  works  of  the  late  Lord  Bolingbroke 
are  just  published,  and  have  plunged  me 
into  philosophical  studies ;  which  hitherto 
I  have  not  been  much  used  to,  or  delighted 
with;  convinced  of  the  futility  of  those 
researches :  but  I  have  read  his  Philosoph- 
ical Essay  upon  the  extent  of  human 
knowledge,  which,  by  the  way,  makes  two 
large  quartos  and  a  half.  He  there  shows 
very  clearly,  and  with  most  splendid  elo- 
quence, what  the  human  mind  can  and  can- 
not do ;  that  our  understandings  are  wisely 
calculated  for  our  place  in  this  planet,  and 
for  the  link  which  we  form  in  the  universal 
chain  of  things ;  but  that  they  are  by  no 


means  capable  of  that  degree  of  ki 
edge  which  our  curiosity  makes  us  sc 
after,  and  which  our  vanity  make 
often  believe  we  arrive  at. — CHBg 
FIELD,  Phiup  Dormer  Stanhope  E 
1754,  Jan.  15,  Letters  to  his  Son. 

To  this  indeed  I  could  say,  and  it : 
that  I  could  say,  that  my  Lord  Bo 
broke  was  a  great  genius,  sent  int( 
world  for  great  and  astonishing  purp< 
that  the  ends,  as  well  as  means  of  ac 
in  such  personages,  are  above  the 
prehension  of  the  vulgar.  That  hit 
was  one  scene  of  the  wonderful  thro 
out.  That,  as  the  temporal  happinesi 
civil  liberties  and  properties  qf  Eu 
were  the  game  qf  his  earliest  youth, 
couldbenosportsoadequxiteto  theenter 
ment  qfhis  advanced  age  as  the  eternal 
final  happiness  of  all  mankind. — Fieu 
Henry,  1754,  Comment  on  Lord  Bo 
hrok^s  Essays. 

Before  the  Philosophical  works  of 
ingbroke  had  appeared,  great  things 
expected  from  the  leisure  of  a  man, 
from  the  splendid  scene  of  action  in  \< 
his  talents  had  enabled  him  to  mak 
conspicuous  a  figure,  had  retired  to 
ploy  those  talents  in  the  investigatic 
truth.     Philosophy  began  to  congrati 
herself  upon  such  a  proselyte  from 
world  of    business,  and  hoped    to 
extended  her  power  under  the  auspic* 
such  a  leader.     In  the  midst  of  1 
pleasing  expectations,  the  works   t" 
selves  at  last  appeared  in  full  body, 
with  great  pomp.     Those  who  sear 
in  them  for  new  discoveries  in  the 
teries  of    nature;  those  who  exp€ 
something  which  might  explain  or  d 
the  operations  of  the  mind;  those 
hoped  to  see  morality  illustrated  am 
forced ;  those  who  looked  for  new  1 
to  society  and  government;  those 
desired  to  see  the  characters  and  pasi 
of  mankind  delineated ;  in  short,  all 
consider  such  things  as  philosophy, 
require  some  of  them  at  least  in  e 
philosophical  work,  all  these  were 
tainly  disappointed ;  they  found  the  I 
marks  of  science  precisely  in  their  f  oi 
places:  and  they  thought  they   rec( 
but  a  poor  recompense  for  this  disapp 
ment,  in  seeing  every  mode  of  reli 
attacked  in   a   lively  manner,   and 
foundation  of  every  virtue,  and  of  all 
ernment,  sapped  with  great  art  and  i 
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ingenuity.  What  advantage  do  we  derive 
from  such  writings?  What  delight  can 
a  man  find  in  employing  a  capacity  which 
might  be  usefully  exerted  for  the  noblest 
purposes,  in  a  sort  of  sullen  labour,  in 
which,  if  the  author  could  succeed,  he  is 
obliged  to  own,  that  nothing  could  be 
more  fatal  to  mankind  than  his  success? 
— BuBKE,  Edmund,  1756,  A  Vindication 
<f  Natural  Society ,  Preface. 

No  Man  of  taste  can  read  this  noble 
Author,  without  being  pleased  with  his 
manly  Style,  and  strong  Imagination.  His 
Imagination  appears  to  me  his  Character- 
istic; too  much  superior  to  the  other 
Faculties  of  his  mind;  and  at  once  the 
Source  of  his  many  Beauties  as  a  Writer, 
and  his  many  Extravagances  as  a  Rea- 
soner.  As  a  Reasoner,  I  must  place  him 
very  low  in  the  learned  World.  I  have 
hardly  ever  read  an  Author,  even  of  the 
lowest  Character,  so  inconsistent,  not 
only  with  my  Sentiments,  which  I  could 
easily  forgive,  but  with  himself;  so  full 
of  right  Conclusions  from  wrong  Prem- 
ises, and  wrong  Conclusions  from  right 
Premises ;  so  apt  to  imagine  strongly,  and 
to  miscall  it  strong  Reasoning ;  so  scep- 
tical in  the  midst  of  Evidence,  and  so  dog- 
matical and  confident  in  the  absence  of 
Evidence ;  so  apt  to  mistake  his  own  Im- 
portance as  the  Patron  of  a  Cause, 
for  the  Importance,  and  Evidence  of 
the  Cause  itself,  in  the  View  of  others. 
—Da VIES,  Samuel,  1757,  Letter  to  Mr. 
Donald,  April  5,  Princeton  Review^  vol.  9, 
p.  351. 

With  the  most  agreeable  talents  in  the 
world,  and  with  great  parts,  was  neither 
happy  nor  successful.  He  wrote  against 
the  late  king,  who  had  forgiven  him; 
against  sir  Robert  Walpole,  who  did  for- 
give him ;  against  the  Pretender  and  the 
clergy,  who  never  will  forgive  him.  He 
is  one  of  our  best  writers;  though  his 
attacks  on  all  governments  and  all  religi- 
ons (neither  of  which  views  he  cared 
directly  to  own)  have  necessarily  involved 
his  style  in  a  want  of  perspicuity.  One 
must  know  the  man  before  one  can  often 
guess  his  meaning.  He  has  two  other 
faults,  which  one  should  not  expect  in  the 
same  writer,  much  tautology,  and  great 
want  of  connexion. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1758-1806,  A  Catalogue  of  the  Royal  and 
Ncble  Authors  cf  England^  Scotland  and 
Ireland^  ed.  Park^  vol.  v,  p.  229. 


As  a  moralist  therefore,  Lord  Boling- 
broke,  by  having  endeavoured  at  too  much, 
seems  to  have  done  nothing :  but  as  a  polit- 
ical writer,  few  can  equal  and  none  can 
exceed  him.  And  he  was  a  practical  poli- 
tician, his  writings  are  less  filled  with 
those  speculative  illusions,  which  are  the 
result  of  solitude  and  seclusion.  He  wrote 
them  with  a  certainty  of  their  being 
opposed,  sifted,  examined,  and  reviled; 
he  therefore  took  care  to  build  them  up 
of  such  materials,  as  could  not  be  easily 
overthrown :  they  prevailed  at  the  times 
in  which  they  were  written,  they  still 
continue  to  the  admiration  of  the  present 
age,  and  will  probably  last  for  ever. — 
Goldsmith,  Ouver,  1770,  Ltfe  of  Lord 
Bolingbroke. 

Mallet  dreamt  of  getting  golden  moun- 
tains by  Bolingbroke's  legacy ;  he  was  so 
sanguine  in  his  expectations,  that  he 
rejected  the  offer  of  three  thousand  pounds 
tendered  to  him  by  Mr.  Millar  the  book- 
seller, for  the  copy-right  of  that  noble- 
man's works ;  at  the  same  time,  he  was  so 
distress'd  for  cash,  that  he  was  forced  to 
borrow  money  of  this  very  bookseller  to 
pay  his  stationer  and  printer.  .  .  . 
Mallet  heartily  repented  his  refusal  of 
Mr.  Millar's  offer ;  for  the  first  impression 
of  his  edition  of  Bolingbroke's  works  was 
not  sold  off  in  twenty  years. — Da  vies, 
Thomas,  1780,  Memoirs  of  the  Life  qf 
David  Garricky  vol.  ii,  pp.  47,  48. 

Though  I  may  have  recourse  to  this 
author,  sometimes,  for  examples  of  style, 
it  is  his  style  only,  and  not  his  sentiments, 
that  deserve  praise.  It  is  indeed  my  opin- 
ion, that  there  are  few  writings  in  the 
English  language,  which,  for  the  matter 
contained  in  them,  can  be  road  with  less 
profit  of  fruit,  than  Lord  Bolingbroke's 
works.  His  political  writings  have  the 
merit  of  a  very  lively  and  eloquent  style ; 
but  they  have  no  other ;  being,  as  to  the 
substance,  the  mere  temporary  produc- 
tions of  faction  and  party ;  no  better,  in- 
deed, than  pamphlets  written  for  the  day. 
His  posthumous,  or  as  they  are  called,  his 
philosophical  works,  wherein  he  attacks 
religion,  have  still  less  merit;  for  they 
are  as  loose  in  the  style  as  they  are  flimsy 
in  the  reasoning.  An  unhappy  instance, 
this  author  is,  of  parts  and  genius  so  mis- 
erably perverted  by  faction  and  passion, 
that,  as  his  memory  will  descend  to  pos- 
terity with  little  honour,  so  his  productions 
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will  soon  pass,  and  are,  indeed,  already 
passing  into  neglect  and  oblivion. — Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and 
BeUeS'LettreSy  ed,,  Miihy  Lecture  xv. 

His  speculative  effusions,  notwithstand- 
ing their  splendour  of  diction  and  graces 
of  style,  are  not  consulted  as  containing 
just  axioms  or  practical  precepts ;  except 
by  those  who  wish  to  avail  themselves. of 
the  laxity  of  his  political  tenets,  and  his 
affectation  of  recurring  to  first  principles 
and  abstract  doctrines,  for  the  purpose  of 
substituting  a  capricious  and  theoretical 
system,  in  the  place  of  a  well  defined  and 
limited  government. — CoxE,  Wiluam, 
1798,  Memoirs  of  the  Life  and  Administra- 
tion qf  Sir  Robert  Walpok,  vol.  I,  p.  215. 

Lord  Bolingbroke's,  ...  is  a  style  of 
the  highest  order.  The  lofty,  rhythmical, 
full-flowing  eloquence  of  Cicero.  Periods 
of  just  measure,  their  members  propor- 
tioned, their  close  full  and  round.  His 
conceptions,  too,  are  bold  and  strong,  his 
diction  copious,  polished  and  commanding 
as  his  subject.  His  writings  are  certainly 
the  finest  samples  in  the  English  language, 
of  the  eloquence  proper  for  the  Senate. 
His  political  tracts  are  safe  reading  for 
the  most  timid  religionist,  his  philosoph- 
ical, for  those  who  are  not  afraid  to  trust 
their  reason  with  discussions  of  right  and 
wrong. — Jefferson,  Thomas,  1821,  Letter 
to  Francis  Eppes,  Jan.  19 ;  The  Writings 
of  Thomas  Jefferson^  ed.  Ford,  vol.  X,  p. 
183. 

With  all  the  signal  faults  of  his  public 
character,  with  all  the  factiousness  which 
dictated  most  of  his  writings,  and  the 
indefinite  declamation  or  shallow  reason- 
ing which  they  frequently  display,  they 
have  merits  not  always  sufficiently  ac- 
knowledged.—Hallam,  Henry,  1827-41, 
The  Constitutional  History  of  England,  vol. 
n,  ch.  xvi. 

Lord  Bolingbroke,  whom  Pope  idolized 
(and  it  pains  me  that  all  his  idols  are  not 
mine)  was  a  boastful  empty  mouther ! — 
Hazutt,  William,  1830?  Men  and  Man- 
ners. 

The  best  test  to  use,  before  we  adopt 
any  opinion  or  assertion  of  Bolingbroke' s, 
is  to  consider  whether  in  writing  it  he 
was  thinking  either  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole 
or  of  Revealed  Religion.  ...  On  most 
other  occasions  he  may  be  followed  with 
advantage,  as  he  always  may  be  read  with 


pleasure.— Creasy,  Sir  Edward  Shep- 
herd, 1831,  Fifteen  Decisive  Battles  (f  the 
World,  eh.  xi,  note. 

These  "Letters  on  History''  bear 
strong  testimony  to  the  tenacity  of  their 
author's  memory,  and  to  the  extent  of  his 
reading.  His  quotations,  which  are  so 
numerous  that  upon  almost  any  other  sub- 
ject they  would  savour  of  pedantry,  were 
drawn  only  from  his  memory  and  his  com- 
monplace book;  he  had  scarcely  any  of 
the  authors  whom  he  mentions  with  him 
at  Chantelou.  This  has  indeed  betrayed 
him  into  some  few  mistakes.  There  are 
several  inaccurate  quotations,  and  in  more 
than  one  instance  he  has  mistaken  the 
name  of  his  author.  But  these  errors 
were  seldom  suffered  to  go  unpunished. 
.  .  .  Bolingbroke's  writings  are  char- 
acteristic of  himself:  the  style  of  the 
author  bears  a  close  resemblance  to  the 
character  of  the  man.  Brilliant  and  im- 
aginative, manly  and  energetic,  his  power 
of  illustration  never  renders  him  frigid  or 
bombastic.  His  energy  never  degenerates 
into  coarseness.  There  is  an  elegance  in 
his  antithesis  peculiarly  his  own ;  and  if  it 
occurs  sometimes  too  frequently,  the  ner- 
vous sentiment  it  breathes  tempts  us  to 
overlook  the  traces  of  art.  His  words 
are  selected  carefully,  and  combined  with 
skill ;  nor  is  it  easy  to  convict  him  of  a 
tedious  or  ill-constructed  sentence.  But 
the  peculiar  charm  in  Bolingbroke's  style 
is  the  exact  and  beautiful  propriety  of  his 
illustrations.  This  is  characteristic  of  all 
his  works,  but  it  is  more  striking  in  his 
earlier  productions. — Cooke,  George  Win- 
grove,  1835,  Memoirs  of  Lord  Bolingbroke, 
vol.  n,  pp.  175,  263. 

As  a  writer,  Lord  Bolingbroke  is,  I 
think,  far  too  little  admired  in  the  pres- 
ent day.  Nor  is  this  surprising.  His 
works  naturally  fail  to  please  us  from 
the  false  end  which  they  always  have  in 
view,  and  from  the  sophistical  arguments 
which  they  are,  therefore,  compelled  to 
urge.— Stanhope,  Philip  Henry  Earl, 
1836-54,  History  qf  England  from  the 
Peace  of  Utrecht  to  the  Peace  of  Versailles, 
vol.  I,  p.  27. 

His  poetry  is  frigid  and  inharmonious ; 
it  never  rises  above  mediocrity,  and 
usually  sinks  below  it.  .  .  .  Of  the 
six  poetical  pieces  which  are  known  to  be 
his  production,  it  would  be  difficult  to  say 
which  is  the  most  deficient  in  merit.     His 
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own  good  sense,  however, — added  to  the 
want  of  encouragement  which  his  verses 
met  with  from  his  friend  Pope,  and  the 
actual  abuse  which  was  heaped  upon  them 
by  Swift, — appear  to  have  early  convinced 
him  that  his  genius  was  ill-suited  for 
poetry- — Jesse,  John  Heneage,  1843, 
MeTTwirs  of  the  Court  of  England  from  the 
Revolution  in  1688  to  the  Death  of  George 
ike  Second^  vol.  u,  pp.  92,  93. 

Bolingbroke's  writings  command  respect 
from  their  mixture  of  clearness  of  exposi- 
tion with  power  of  argument.  They  form 
also  the  transition  to  the  literature  of 
the  next  age,  in  turning  attention  to  his- 
tory. Bolingbroke  had  great  powers  of 
psychological  analysis,  but  he  despised 
the  study  of  it  apart  from  experience. 
His  philosophy  was  a  philosophy  of  his- 
tory. In  his  attacks  on  revelation  we 
have  the  traces  of  the  older  philosophical 
school  of  deists ;  but  in  the  consciousness 
that  an  historical,  not  a  philosophical, 
solution  must  be  sought  to  explain  the 
rise  of  an  historical  phenomenon  such  as 
Christianity,  he  exemplifies  the  historic 
spirit  which  was  rising,  and  anticipates 
the  theological  inquiry  found  in  Gibbon ; 
and,  in  his  examination  of  the  external 
historic  evidence,  both  the  documents  by 
which  the  Christian  religion  is  attested, 
and  the  effects  of  tradition  in  weakening 
historic  data,  he  evinces  traces  of  the 
influence  of  the  historical  criticism  which 
had  arisen  in  France  under  his  friend 
Pouilly.— Farrar,  Adam  Storey,  1862, 
A  OrUical  History  of  Free  Thought,  p.  144. 

Bolingbroke  looks  down  with  equally 
serene  scorn  upon  priests,  philosophers, 
and  people.  He  is  not  the  least  anxious 
to  refute  divines  by  a  scheme  of  atheist- 
ical philosophy.  He  refutes  them  by 
showing  that  he  can  conceive  a  God  as 
well  as  they  can,  and  that  the  God  whom 
he  conceives  is  one  whose  nature  can  by 
no  possibility  have  any  affinity  with  the 
nature  of  man ;  whom  it  is  the  most  ex- 
travagant presumption  for  man  to  dream 
of  knowing.  Bolingbroke  adds  nothing 
to  what  Hobbes  had  said  and  Locke  had 
implied,  on  the  subject,  except  his  own 
aristocratical  air  of  confidence,  and  a  lit- 
tle abuse  of  Cudworth,  the  Platonists  and 
the  Schoolmen.  He  tosses  philosophical 
expositions  about  as  Pope  found  him  toss- 
ing the  haycocks  at  his  country  seat,  with 
mfinite  grace    and  condescension.    The 


poet  witnessed  each  performance  with 
equal  admiration.  No  ear  could  have 
detected  more  quickly  than  his  the  fal- 
setto in  these  notes  if  he  had  not  been 
bribed,  as  it  was  honourable  to  him  that 
he  should  be,  by  an  extravagant  but  real 
and  quite  disinterested  affection  for  the 
musician. — Maurice,  Frederick  Denison, 
1862,  Moral  and  Metaphysical  Philosophy, 
vol:  II,  p.  452. 

Had  the  manuscripts  of  Bolingbroke's 
philosophical  works  been  given  to  the 
flames,  there  would  have  been  great  ex- 
pressions of  regret  from  the  intellectual 
world ;  and  yet,  although  they  were  looked 
for  with  so  much  impatience,  had  they 
never  been  published  at  all,  his  reputation 
either  as  a  writer  or  a  philosopher  would 
have  lost  nothing.  .  .  .  His  published 
writings  on  the  political  controversies  of 
his  time  still  remain ;  and  they  will  assist 
us  to  form  a  very  correct,  and  even  a 
favourable  estimate  of  what  we  have  lost. 
For,  more  than  almost  those  of  any  other 
man  who  ever  wrote,  St.  John's  literary 
works  resemble  spoken  eloquence.  They 
are  clearly  the  compositions  of  an  orator, 
who,  being  prevented  from  addressing  an 
audience  by  word  of  mouth,  uses  the  pen 
as  his  instrument,  and  writes  what  he 
would  have  spoken.  .  .  .  Their  style 
is,  both  in  its  excellencies  and  defects, 
thoroughly  oratorical ;  glowing,  animated,, 
vehement,  and  if  never  bombastic,  fre- 
quently declamatory,  tautological,  and 
diffuse.  Graceful  and  flowing  as  Boling- 
broke in  the  best  of  his  writings  is,  he 
not  unfrequently  tires  the  reader  with 
repetitions  and  amplifications,  to  which, 
when  set  off  by  his  fine  person  and  pleas- 
ing intonations,  an  audience  might  always 
listen  with  interest  and  delight.  .  .  . 
Though  his  memory  was  so  tenacious, 
that  he  seldom  forgot  what  he  wished  to 
remember,  and  allusions  to  the  great 
authors  of  antiquity  are  prodigally  scat- 
terd  throughout  his  works,  he  never  was 
a  learned  man.  His  information  was,  in 
many  instances,  obviously  acquired  at  sec- 
ond hand ;  nor  did  he  always  make  a  judi- 
cious use  of  what  he  indirectly  obtained. 
In  his  age  it  was  customary  to  refer  much 
more  frequently  than  in  ours  to  the  an- 
cient writers ;  and  quotations  and  remai'ks 
which  were  then  thought  extremely  clever 
are  now  considered  only  worthy  of  school- 
boys.    None  of    the  writers   of  Queen 
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Anne's  reign  abound  more  in  such  pe- 
dantry than  Bolingbroke ;  and  it  is  more 
surprising  to  meet  with  it  in  his  pages  than 
in  those  of  most  of  his  contemporaries, 
because  he  was  not  so  much  a  professed 
author  as  a  statesman  and  a  man  of  busi- 
ness.—Macknight,  Thomas,  1863,  The 
Ltfe  of  Henry  St,  John,  Viscount  BoUng- 
broke,  pp.  66,  69,  131. 

His  irony  is  majestic,  his  lamentations 
are  reserved  and  masculine.  His  graces 
of  language  are  those  which  become  an 
accomplished  statesman.  He  is  not  a 
poet,  and  he  takes  from  poets  no  orna- 
ment obsolete  or  far-fetched.  .  .  . 
His  quotations  and  his  images  harmonise 
with  the  character  he  assumes.  His 
similes  and  illustrations  are  no  wanton 
enrichments  of  fancy;  they  support  the 
argument  they  adorn — like  buttresses 
which,  however  relieved  with  tracery, 
add  an  air  of  solidity  to  the  building 
against  which  they  lean,  and,  in  leaning, 
prop.  Withal,  he  has  been  a  man  of  the 
world's  hard  business — a  leader  of  party, 
a  chief  among  the  agencies  by  which 
opinion  is  moulded  and  action  is  con- 
trolled. And  therefore,  amidst  his  nat- 
ural stateliness,  there  is  an  absence  of 
pedantry — a  popular  and  genial  elegance. 
His  sentences  flow  loose  as  if  disdainful 
of  verbal  care.  Yet  throughout  all  their 
reigns  the  senatorial  decorum.  The  folds 
of  the  toga  are  not  arranged  to  show 
off  the  breadth  of  the  purple  hem;  the 
wearer  knows  too  well  that,  however  the 
folds  may  fall,  the  hem  cannot  fail  to  be 
seen.— Lytton,  Edward  Bulwer  Lord, 
1863-68,  Caxtoniana,  Miscellaneous  Prose 
Works,  vol.  m,  p.  87. 

Bolingbroke  is  now  little  more  than  a 
brilliant  name,  and  all  the  beauties  of  his 
matchless  style  have  been  unable  to  pre- 
serve his  philosophy  from  oblivion.— 
Lecky,  William  Edward  Hartpole, 
1865,  History  of  the  Rise  and  Influence  qf 
the  Spirit  qf  Rationalism  in  Europe,  vol.  i. 

In  Pope's  eyes  an  indescribable  charm 
attached  to  the  society  and  personality  of 
this  unrepentant  Alcibiades.  As  Boling- 
broke discoursed  to  him  on  his  system  of 
natural  theology,  clear  and  shallow  as 
the  streamlet  in  the  grotto  where  they 
sat,  and  conmiunicated  to  him  those  Essays 
which  he  never  had  the  courage  to  pub- 
lish, the  mind  of  bis  friend  became  im- 
bued with  enough  of  the  facile  lesson 


to  make  him  in  his  own  belief  the  disciple 
of  an  exhaustive  system,  while  he  was  in 
reality  only  the  acolyte  of  a  sophist  and 
a  man  of  the  world.— Ward,  Adolphus 
William,  1869,  ed..  Poetical  Works  qf 
Alexander  Pope,  Introductory  Memoir,  p. 
xxxviii. 

He  was  much  too  passionate  for  phil- 
osophical speculation.  The  best  meta- 
physics roused  his  anger  at  the  first 
approach,  and  he  stormed  against  doc- 
trines he  had  not  the  patience  to  compre- 
hend.—Elwin,  WmrwELL,  1871,  ed..  The 
Works  qf  Alexander  P(^,  vol.  Yii,p.  328, 
note. 

On  the  whole,  it  may  be  said  that  the 
reader  who,  finding  how  much  Bolingbroke 
was  admired  by  his  contemporaries,  is  led 
to  study  his  works,  will  not  find  much  to 
reward  him,  except  a  few  happy  sentences, 
such  as  "Don  Quixote  believed,  but  even 
Sancho  doubted.  "—Nicoll,  Henry  J., 
1882,  Landmarks  qf  English  Literature,  p. 
184. 

His  style  may  be  praised  almost  without 
reservation.  It  is  distinguished  by  the 
union  of  those  qualities  which  are  in  the 
estimation  of  critics  sufficient  to  consti- 
tute perfection — by  elevation,  by  rapidity, 
by  picturesqueness,  by  perspicuity,  by 
scrupulous  chastity,  by  the  charm  of  an 
ever-varying  music.  It  combines,  as  no 
other  English  style  has  ever  combined,  the 
graces  of  colloquy  with  the  graces  of  rhet- 
oric. It  is  essentially  eloquent,  and  it  is 
an  eloquence  which  is,  to  employ  his  own 
happy  illustration,  like  a  stream  fed  by  an 
abundant  spring — an  eloquence  which 
never  flags,  which  is  never  inappropriate, 
which  never  palls.  His  fertility  of  ex- 
pression is  wonderful.  Over  all  the  re- 
sources of  our  noble  and  opulent  lan- 
guage his  mastery  is  at  once  exquisite 
and  unlimited.  Of  effort  and  elaboration 
his  style  shows  no  traces.  His  ideas  seem 
to  clothe  themselves  spontaneously  in  their 
rich  and  varied  garb.  He  had  studied,  as 
few  Englishman  of  that  day  had  studied, 
the  masterpieces  of  French  literature, 
but  no  taint  of  Gallicism  mars  the  tran- 
scendent purity  of  his  English.  His  pages 
are  a  storehouse  of  fine  and  graceful 
images,  of  felicitous  phrases,  of  new  and 
striking  combinations.  As  an  essayist 
he  is  not  inferior  to  his  master,  Seneca. 
As  a  political  satirist  he  is  second  only  to 
Junius.     As  a  letter- writer  be  ranks  with 
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Pliny  and  Cicero,  and  we  cannot  but 
regret  that  so  large  a  portion  of  his  cor- 
respondence is  still  permitted  to  remain 
unpublished.  On  English  prose  his  influ- 
ence was  immediate  and  permanent.  It 
would  not  indeed  be  too  much  to  say  that 
it  owes  more  to  Bolingbroke  than  to  any 
other  single  writer. — Collins,  John 
Chukton,  1886,  Bolinghroke,  A  Historical 
Study,  and  Voltaire  in  England,  p.  15. 

Bolingbroke  is  seen  at  his  best,  I  think, 
m  his  **  Letter  to  Sir  William  Wyndham" 
(1752),  which  may  be  described  as  a 
chapter  of  autobiographical  apologetics. 
But  is  he  read  now-a-days  ?  Is  he  worth 
reading  (except,  of  course,  to  the  histor- 
ical student)  ?  His  admirers  are  obliged 
to  concede  that,  if  he  be  read,  it  must 
be  for  the  manner  not  the  matter,  the 
style  not  the  thought;  for  his  historical 
essays  are  "thin'/  in  the  extreme;  his 
idea  of  "a  Patriot  King"  is  simply  that 
of  a  patriarchal  despot ;  and  his  attacks 
on  Christianity  would  win  no  approving 
smile  from  a  modem  agnostic.  As  for  his 
philosophy,  you  will  find  it  in  its  most 
agreeable  form  in  Pope's  * '  Essay  on  Man. ' ' 
I  am  not  sure  that  there  is  very  much 
even  in  his  style.  It  is  unrelieved  by 
felicitous  images,  and  is  seldom  enriched 
by  happy  terms  of  expression;  all  that 
can  be  said  of  it  is,  that  it  flows  easily 
and  clearly,  like  a  pellucid  but  shallow 
stream ;  that  in  attack  it  is  generally  ani- 
mated, and  in  defence  often  dignified. 
As  a  man  of  letters,  Bolingbroke  owned  his 
whilom  reputation  to  his  conspicuousness 
as  a  statesman ;  and  as  a  statesman  his 
influence  largely  depended,  I  think,  on  the 
attractiveness  of  his  brilliant,  restless, 
wayward,  and  ambitious  personality. — 
Adams,  W.  H.  Davenport,  1886,  Good 
Queen  Anne,  vol.  u,  p.  168. 

There  is  no  doubt  that,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  the  views  expressed  in  "The 
Patriot  King,"  his  ideas  died  with  him. 
The  slight  influence  exercised  by  his  many 
writings  after  his  death  seems  to  prove 
the  possession  on  his  part  of  an  immensely 
strong  will.  ...  Of  the  statesmen 
who  are  no  longer  with  us  there  is  no 
name  more  intimately  connected  with  lit- 
erature than  that  of  Bolingbroke.  There 
has  certainly  been  no  English  statesman 
whose  influence,  whether  for  good  or  for 
evil,  on  the  whole  train  of  thought  and 
consequently  on  the  productions  of  two 


such  men  as  dissimilar  as  were  Pope  and 
Voltaire,  has  been  more  marked.  A  very 
delightful  volume  might  be  written  upon 
Bolingbroke  as  a  man  of  letters.  In  an 
age  singularly  fertile  in  prose  writers, 
who  were  remarkable  for  the  elegance  and 
lucidity  of  their  style,  Bolingbroke  more 
than  held  his  own.  In  an  age  distin- 
guished for  the  production  of  exquisite 
skill  in  versification,  Bolingbroke  was 
considered  competent  to  revise  the  proofs 
of  one  of  the  most  renowned  poems  of  the 
greatest  master  of  style  in  the  eighteenth 
century.  In  an  age  when  epistolary  cor- 
respondence, much  of  which  were  still 
regarded  as  models  of  letter-writing,  was 
the  fashion,  Bolingbroke's  letters  will 
bear  comparison  with  the  correspondence 
of  Lady  Mary  Montague  or  with  the  let- 
ters of  Pope.  The  patron  of  struggling 
authors,  the  friend  and  protector  of  Dry- 
den,  the  intimate  friend  and  companion 
of  Pope,  Voltaire,  and  Swift,  an  author 
of  some  of  the  most  interesting  political 
disquisitions  ever  written,  Bolingbroke 
will  be  handed  down  to  posterity  as  a  dis- 
tinguished member  of  that  brotherhood  of 
literary  statesmen  which  includes  such 
men  as  Burke  and  Canning,  and  in  our 
own  day  has  seen  added  to  its  ranks  Lord 
Beaconsfield  and  Mr.  John  Morley,  Lord 
Iddesleigh  and  Mr.  Gladstone. — H  ass  all, 
Arthur,  1889,  Life  of  Viscount  Boling- 
broke  {Stai/esmen  Series),  pp,  175,  181. 

He  handled  the  great  and  difScult 
Instrument  of  written  language  with  such 
freedom  and  copiousness,  such  vivacity 
and  ease,  that  in  spite  of  much  literary 
foppery  and  falsetto,  he  ranks  in  all  that 
musicians  call  execution,  only  below  the 
three  or  four  highest  masters  of  English 
prose.  Yet  of  all  the  characters  in  our 
history  Bolingbroke  must  be  pronounced 
to  be  most  of  a  charlatan ;  of  all  the  writ- 
ing in  our  literature,  his  is  the  hollowest, 
the  flashiest,  the  most  insincere. — Morley, 
John,  1889,  Walpok,  p.  79. 

The  first  George,  though  wholly  illiter- 
ate, yet  took  it  upon  himself  to  despise 
Bolingbroke,  philosopher  though  he  was, 
and  dismissed  an  elaborate  effusion  of  his 
as  "fe«  bagatelles."  Here  again  the  phrase 
sticks,  and  not  even  the  beautiful  type 
and  lordly  margins  of  Mallet's  edition  of 
Lord  Bolingbroke's  writings,  or  the 
stately  periods  of  that  nobleman  him- 
self, can  drive  the  royal  verdict  out  of 
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my  ears.  There  is  nothing  real  about 
these  writings  save  their  colossal  impu- 
dence.—Birrell,  Augustine,  1894,  Es- 
says about  Men^  Women  and  JSooks,  p.  24 

It  may  freely  be  granted  that  Boling- 
broke's  style  is  in  some  respects  vicious ; 
that,  as  Mr.  Gosse  says,  it  is  ''grandilo- 
quent, and  yet  ineffectual. ' '  These  faults 
affect  unfavourably  the  emphasis  of  his 
paragraph;  and  yet,  after  every  deduc- 
tion, Bolingbroke  is  distinctly  a  modem 
paragrapher.  He  knows  the  value  of  the 
short  sentence,  though  he  does  not  use  it 
freely  enough.  Only  13  per  cent,  of  his 
sentences  fall  below  the  length  of  15 
words;  yet  he  alternates  long  propositions 
and  short  onos,  with  telling  effect.  The 
unity  of  his  paragraphs  is  generally  unas- 
sailable. He  looks  to  the  transition  be- 
tween sentences,  and,  what  was  then 
more  rare,  to  the  transition  between  par- 
agraphs. He  balances  sentences,  some- 
times to  windy  lengths,  but  does  not  let 
the  coherence  seriously  suffer.  He  care- 
fully eschews  connectives,  indeed  rather 
too  carefully.  Above  all  he  depends 
more  on  the  paragraph  than  do  his  prede- 
cessors. He  is  always  making  sentences 
that  are  unintelligible  except  in  the  light 
of  the  larger  unit.  He  delights,  as  Ma- 
caulay  does,  in  a  preliminary  generaliza- 
tion so  sweeping  and  so  indefinite  as  to 
require  a  multitude  of  subsequent  proposi- 
tions to  unravel  the  puzzle.  He  has 
deliberately  adopted  the  paragraph  unit, 
and  it  is  evident  that  from  the  study  of 
him  some  of  the  best  English  paragraph- 
ists,  notably  Burke  and  Macaulay,  have 
their  cue,  slight  as  that  cue  is. — Lewis, 
Edwin  Herbert,  1894,  The  History  of  the 
English  Paragraph,  p.  113. 

Bolingbroke  is  one  of  the  few  men 
whose  literary  reputation  has  probably 
been  enhanced  by  the  fact  that  he  is  rarely 
read.  .  .  .  When  from  this  career 
we  turn  to  the  literary  achievement,  the 
glamour  is  stript  off.  We  cannot  deny  to 
him  many  high  literary  gifts.  His  prose 
style  has  the  easy  flow,  the  rotund  and 
grandiloquent  sound,  which  the  habit  of 
the  orator  gives.  His  arguments  are 
always  specious  and  often  at  first  presen- 
tation persuasive.  He  sets  forth  his 
case  with  a  wonderful  harmony  of  illusion, 
even  when  that  case  is  most  palpably  a 
perversion  of  the  truth.  He  maintains 
without  faltering  or  hesitation  an  attitude 


of  proud  and  dignified  patriotism,  founded 
upon  the  fundamental  principles  of  a  con- 
sistent political  creed :  and  we  have  only 
to  think  of  his  actual  career  to  estimate 
the  consummate  skill  of  the  actor  in  so 
doing.  His  display  of  reading — much  of 
it  necessarily  superficial — has  all  the  man- 
ner of  one  careless  how  he  draws  upon  an 
inexhaustible  store:  and  yet  without  a 
doubt,  Bolingbroke  relied  upon  his  tact 
alone  in  skimming  over  the  thinnest  of  ice 
in  his  copious  allusions,  and  in  affecting 
profound  learning.  But  if  his  style  is 
easy  and  flowing  it  is  also  tiresome  in  its 
tautology.  His  flowing  sentences  weary 
us  by  their  lack  of  variety,  and  by  the 
entire  absence  of  the  illustration  which 
fancy  or  imagination  might  have  brought 
to  them.  Above  all  he  wants  entirely  that 
saving  gift  of  humour  which  brightens 
literary  controversies  and  keeps  their 
savour  fresh  when  the  subjects  have  passed 
into  oblivion.  Against  the  approach  of 
such  humour  Bolingbroke's  egotism  and 
affectation  set  an  impenetrable  bar.  He 
has  not  even  that  literary  instinct  which 
enabled  such  a  man  as  Temple  to  refresh 
his  reader  by  digressing  into  devious 
ways,  and  lingering  on  his  road  to  give 
his  imagination  play. —  Craik,  Henry, 
1894,  E^lish  Prose,  vol.  m,  pp.  557,  559. 

Bolingbroke,  perhaps,  may  be  left  us, 
but  it  is  impossible  to  be  very  thankful 
for  Bolingbroke.  That  he  was  a  great 
orator  seems  certain,  though  we  have,  as 
in  the  case  of  all  English  parliamentary 
orators  till  Burke,  next  to  nothing  to 
prove  or  disprove  the  fact.  That  in  his 
brilliant  youth  he  fascinated  and  dazzled 
men  of  letters  from  Dryden  to  Pope,  is 
unquestionable.  That  he  must  have  had 
some  strange  magnetism,  as  after  times 
have  called  it,  to  account  for  his  triumph 
over  the  services  of  Marlborough,  the 
prudery  of  Anne,  the  practised  wiles  of 
Harley,  may  be  taken  for  granted.  His 
own  day  thought  him  great  as  a  master  of 
philosophy  and  of  style.  But  a  famous 
sentence,  ''Who  now  reads  Bolingbroke?'* 
shows  how  soon  this  glamour  lost  its 
effect;  and  though  several  attempts 
(mostly  due  to  the  whimsical  fancy  of 
Lord  Beaconsfield  for  him)  have  of  late 
been  made  to  revive  his  fame,  they  have 
all  failed.  Nay,  most  of  those  who  have 
begun  to  bless  him  have  ended,  if  not 
exactly  by  cursing,  yet  with   that  faint 
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praise  the  sense  of  which  his  adoring 
friend  and  bard  knew  so  well.  The  fact 
is  that  whatever  Bolingbroke  may  have 
been  in  his  youth,  before  that  Tory  d&M- 
cle  which  his  greed  of  power  and  party 
spirit  did  much  to  bring  about,  he  was 
later  very  much  of  a  sham.  His  Deism, 
picked  up  in  France,  was  utterly  shallow ; 
his  philosophy,  in  so  far  as  it  was  not 
mere  fashionable  ''philosophism,"  was 
shallower  still;  and  his  very  style  was 
pinchbeck,  French  polish,  veneer  —  not 
true  metal  or  solid  wood. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1896,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill, 
vol.  V,  p.  84. 

It  has  often  been  remarked  that  his 
writings  are  substantially  orations.  Their 
style  has  been  greatly  admired.  Chester- 
field calls  the  style  ''infinitely  superior  to 
any  one's. ' '  Chatham  advises  his  nephew 
to  get  Bolingbroke  by  heart,  for  the 
inimitable  beauty  of  his  style  as  well  as 


for  the  matter.  The  style,  however,  does 
not  prevent  them  from  being  now  exceed- 
ingly tiresome,  except  to  persons  of  re- 
fined tastes.  The  causes  are  plain.  His 
political  theories  are  the  outcome  not  of 
real  thought,  but  of  the  necessities  of  his 
political  relations.  He  was  in  a  false 
position  through  life.  ...  He  emits 
brilliant  flashes  of  perception  rather  than 
any  steady  light,  and  fails  in  the  attempt 
to  combine  philosophical  tone  with  per- 
sonal ends.  His  dignified  style,  his  famil- 
iarity with  foreign  politics,  and  with  his- 
tory especially  as  regarded  by  a  diplo- 
matist mainly  interested  in  the  balance  of 
power,  impressed  his  contemporaries. 
But  his  dignity  prevents  him  from  rivalling 
Swift's  hard  hitting,  on  the  one  hand, 
while  his '  philosophy  is  too  thin  on  the 
other  to  bear  a  comparison  with  Burke. 
—Stephen,  Lesue,  1897,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  L,  pp.  142,  143. 


Philip  Doddridge 

1702-1751 

Philip  Doddridge,  D.  D.,  a  celebrated  dissenting  (Independent)  divine,  and  writer 
of  hymns ;  son  of  a  merchant,  and  last  of  twenty  children ;  was  born  in  London  June  2G, 
1702;  died  at  Lisbon  Oct.  26,  1751.  From  infancy  he  was  of  infirm  constitution. 
He  enjoyed  the  instructions  of  pious  parents,  and  early  turned  his  attentions  to  the 
ministry.  He  was  first  settled  at  Kibworth  in  1723.  In  1729  he  became  assistant  at 
Harborough,  and  head  of  an  academy  by  the  choice  of  a  general  meeting  of  dissenting 
ministers.  The  same  year  he  was  called  to  Northampton :  he  here  continued  his  activ- 
ity as  teacher,  and  was  very  successful.  He  was  forced,  by  the  rapid  development 
of  consumptive  tendencies,  to  seek  for  health  in  a  milder  climate.  He  went  to  Lis- 
bon, where  he  died,  and  lies  buried  in  the  English  graveyard.  .  •  .  Among  his 
works, the  most  important  are  "Life  of  Colonel  Gardiner,"  "The Family  Expositor,'*  "A 
Commentary  on  the  New  Testament "  (which  became  a  household  work  in  England),  and 
**The  Rise  and  Progress  of  Religion  in  the  Soul"  (1745),  which  he  wrote  at  the  sug- 
gestion of  Dr.  Watts.  With  the  "Pilgrim's  Progress,"  Henry's  **Comment.ary," 
and  Alleine's  ''Alarm,"  it  has  been  more  extensively  used  as  a  stimulus  to  piety  than 
any  other  work  in  the  English  language.  As  an  author  of  hymns  he  was  very  prolific. 
Among  the  more  favorite  ones  are,  ''Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve,"  and 
"Grace,  'tis  a  charming  sound !" — Schafp-Herzog,  e(Z«.,1882,  Religioua  Encyclopaedia, 
vol.  I,  p.  652. 

PERSONAL 

Preached  in  Dr.  Doddridge's  pulpit,  and 
the  sight  of  his  monument  with  a  very  sig- 
nificant inscription,  struck  my  mind  with 
uicommon  energy.  The  congregation  is 
decreased  since  the  doctor's  death,  as  they 
can  find  none  to  supply  his  place  fully. 
Monday,  went  in  company  with  Mr.  War- 
burton  and  Mr.  Wilkinson  to  make  private 
applications  among  the  people,  and  re- 
ceived about  sixteen  pounds,  of  which 
Mrs.  Doddridge  procured  me  three  guineas. 


Dined  with  her,  and  found  her  con- 
versation animated  with  good  sense  and 
piety.  She  remembered  me  as  a  corre- 
spondent of  the  "dear  deceased,"  as  she 
calls  the  doctor,  and  treated  me  with  un- 
common friendship.  I  was  surprised  that 
she  could  talk  of  him  with  so  much 
composure,  notwithstanding  her  flowing 
affections.  She  told  me  "she  never 
had  a  more  comfortable  season,  than 
when  returning  from  Lisbon,  on  the 
boistarous    ocean,    after    the    doctor's 
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death.**— Davibs,  Samuel,  1754,  Diary, 
Aug.  11. 

He  had  an  earnestness  and  pathos  in  his 
manner  of  speaking,  which,  as  it  seemed 
to  be  the  natural  effect  of  a  strong  im- 
pression of  divine  truths  upon  his  own 
heart,  tended  greatly  to  affect  his  hear- 
ers, and  to  render  his  discourses  more 
acceptable  and  useful,  than  if  his  delivery 
had  been  more  calm  and  dispassionate. — 
Orton,  Job,  1766,  Memoirs  €f  Rev.  Philip 
Doddridge. 

We  mean  to  say  nothing  against  the 
doctor's  reputation.  His  fondness  was 
kept  within  legal  bounds,  and  only  over- 
flowed in  a  double  stream  of  benevolence 
towards  the  fair  sex, — in  a  pleasing  mix- 
ture of  piety  and  gayety, — a  double  wish 
to  please  and  to  be  pleased.  But  the  pub- 
lic were  amused  to  see  a  name,  which  had 
hitherto  partaken,  however  mildly,  of  the 
common  gloom  in  which  Dissenters  stand 
with  the  world,  suddenly  invested  with  a 
radiance  of  gallantry  and  hilarity,  ad  if 
Venus  had  taken  an  arch  pleasure  in  throw- 
ing a  light  upon  him  from  the  clouds, 
and  showing  that  doctors  are  men.  .  •  . 
Dr.  Doddridge  was  an  amiable  man,  of  a 
sprightly  blood,  and  of  a  hectic  tempera- 
ment, which  ultimately  threw  him  into  a 
consumption.  His  views  were  too  cheer- 
ful for  his  doctrines,  which  he  was  accused 
of  accommodating  to  different  companies ; 
that  is  to  say,  his  charity  predominated, 
and  he  found  out,  in  his  various  texts, 
something  to  enliven  everybody  he  came 
nigh.  Men  of  other  complexions,  who 
were  uneasy  with  themselves,  preached 
from  uneasy  texts :  he  took  up  the  cheer- 
ful ones,  and  made  everybody  grateful 
wherever  he  went,  talking  to  the  old  of 
Methusaleh,  and  comparing  the  ladies  to 
Eve  in  Paradise.  Accordingly  he  was 
adored  by  all  classes  and  ages.  Doors 
flew  open  to  receive  him;  men  pressed 
his  hands ;  old  ladies  fell  in  love  with  him, 
and  young  ladies,  who  were  not  allowed 
to  fall  in  love,  beatified  his  wife,  and 
wrought  ornaments  for  her  person. — 
Hunt,  Leigh,  1830,  Dr.  Doddridge  and  the 
Ladies,  Wishing-Cap  Papers. 

What  was  the  secret  of  Dr.  Dod- 
dridge's great  success?  He  had  not  the 
rhetoric  of  Bates,  the  imagination  of  Bun- 
yan,  nor  the  massive  theology  of  Owen ; 
and  yet  his  preaching  and  his  publications 
were  as  useful  as  theirs.    ...    He 


was  an  excellent  teacher.  At  a  glance  he 
saw  every  thing  which  could  simplify  his 
subject,  and  he  had  self-denial  sufllcient 
to  forego  those  good  things  which  would 
only  encumber  it.  Hence,  like  his  college 
lectures,  his  sermons  were  continuous  and 
straightforward,  and  his  hearers  had  the 
comfort  of  accompanying  him  to  a  goal 
which  they  and  he  constantly  kept  in  view. 
—Hamilton,  J.,  1851,  Philip  Doddridge, 
North  British  Review,  vol.  14,  p.  364. 

Doddridge  was  an  able  and  faithful 
instructor;  and  by  his  efBcient  manage- 
ment, his  theological  seminary  became 
very  flourishing.  His  course  of  lectures 
in  the  academy  embraced  a  wide  range ; 
comprising  the  ancient  classics,  French, 
English  literature,  geography,  moral  and 
natural  philosophy,  rhetoric,  logic,  geom- 
etry, algebra,  trigonometry,  conic  sec- 
tions, history,  Jewish  antiquities,  Hebrew, 
theology,  preaching,  and  the  pastoral 
care.  He  manifested  a  great  concern  for 
the  intellectual,  moral,  and  religious 
attainments  of  his  students.  Besides  his 
daily  instructions  and  counsels  to  them, 
he  allowed  them  access  to  his  choice  pri- 
vate library,  giving  them,  at  the  same 
time,  suitable  directions  respecting  the 
books  they  should  read.  It  was  his  earn- 
est desire  that  his  students,  on  leaving 
his  academy,  should  not  only  exhibit  a 
high  degree  of  intellectual  culture,  but 
also  that  fervent  piety  and  active  benevo- 
lence, which  would  constrain  them  to  con- 
secrate their  lives  to  the  service  and 
glory  of  God.  .  .  .  The  remains  of 
Doadridge  were  interred  in  the  English 
cemetery  at  Lisbon,  where  his  grave  still 
remains,  and  "like  Henry  Martyn's  at 
Tocat,  is  to  the  Christian  traveler  a  little 
spot  of  .holy  ground. ' '  A  plain  monument 
was  first  raised  over  his  grave,  which  in 
the  course  of  time  became  decayed.  In 
1828,  the  Rev.  Thomas  Taylor  caused  a 
new  marble  tomb  to  be  erected,  with  the 
following  inscription :  *  *  Philip  Doddridge, 
D.  D.,  died  October  26,  1751,  aged  50." 
To  this  is  added:  "With  high  respect 
for  his  character  and  writings,  this  stone 
of  remembrance  was  raised  upon  a  former 
one  in  decay,  in  the  month  of  June,  1828, 
at  the  desire  and  expense  of  Thomas  Tay- 
lor, of  all  his  numerous  pupils  the  only  one 
living."  .  .  .  Dr.  Doddridge  was  of  a 
tall  and  very  slender  form,  having  large 
features,  and   a    cheerful    countenance. 
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His  disposition  was  amiable ;  he  was  ex- 
tremely kind  and  fail  of  sympathy ;  and 
his  manners  were  easy,  agreeable,  and 
courteous.  His  conversational  powers 
were  excellent,  his  discourse  ''being  at 
once  instructive  and  entertaining,  and  not 
unfrequently  rising  to  the  splendid." 
When  engaged  in  conversation,  his  coun- 
tenance was  remarkably  animated.  As  a 
preacher,  Doddridge  possessed  some  qual- 
ities which  rendered  his  discourses  popu- 
lar, weighty  and  effective.  Graceful  and 
vehement  in  his  gestures,  strong  and  im- 
pressive in  his  language,  earnest  and 
pathetic  in  his  address,  he  was  well 
adapted  to  instruct  the  ignorant,  to  per- 
suade the  unbelieving,  to  arouse  the  care- 
less, and  console  the  faithful.  His  vivac- 
ity of  countenance  and  manner  while  in 
the  pulpit,  secured  the  attention  of  his 
audience. — Harsha,  D.  A.,  1864,  Life  qf 
Philip  Doddridge,  pp.  94,  165,  174. 

Doddridge's  equipment  for  the  work  of 
his  academy  was  serviceable  rather  than 
profound.  He  had  a  great  and  discrimi- 
nating knowledge  of  books.  Wesley  con- 
sulted him  on  a  course  of  reading  for 
young  preachers,  and  received  a  very 
detailed  reply  (18  June  1746).  He  knew 
and  understood  his  public;  his  influence 
on  his  pupils  was  stimulating  and  liberalis- 
ing. Doddridge  made  the  use  of  short- 
hand, already  common,  imperative,  adapt- 
ing the  system  of  Jeremie  Rich.  Each 
student  carried  away  a  full  transcript  in 
shorthand  of  his  lectures,  as  well  as  of 
illustrative  extracts.  The  mathematical 
form  of  his  lectures  (in  philosophy  and 
divinity),  with  the  neat  array  of  defini- 
tions, propositions,  and  corollaries,  was 
borrowed  from  Jennings.  Jennings,  how- 
ever, lectured  in  Latin;  Doddridge  was 
one  of  the  first  to  introduce  the  practice 
of  lecturing  in  English. — Gordon,  Alex- 
ander, 1888,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy, vol.  XV,  p.  161. 

THE  FAMILY  tXPOSITOR 

One  part  of  Dr.  Doddridge's  "Family 
Expositor,"  which  must  have  cost  him 
uncommon  pains,  was  his  having  every- 
where interwoven  the  text  with  the  para- 
phrase, and  carefully  distinguished  the 
former  from  the  latter  by  the  Italic  char- 
acter. By  his  method  it  is  impossible  to 
read  the  paraphrase  without  the  text ;  and 
every  one  may  immediately  see,  not  only 


the  particular  clause  to  which  any  expli- 
cation answers,  but,  also,  what  are  the 
words  of  the  original,  and  what  merely 
the  sense  of  the  commentator.  Nor  was 
our  author  content  with  barely  inserting 
the  old  translation,  but  gave  an  entire 
new  version  of  the  whole  Testament,  the 
merit  and  usefulness  of  which  will  in 
many  respects  be  acknowledged.  This 
translation  was  extracted  from  the  para- 
phrase, and  published  in  1765,  in  two 
volumes  12mo,  with  some  alterations  and 
improvements  by  the  editor,  together 
with  an  introduction,  and  a  number  of 
very  short  notes. —KiPPis,  Andrew,  1793, 
Biographia  Britannica. 

Of  a  book  so  well  known  and  so  gener- 
ally esteemed  as  the  "Family  Expositor," 
it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  speak.  It  is 
admirably  adapted  to  the  object  which  the 
author  had  chiefly  in  view ;  and  no  book 
can  be  read  in  a  Christian  family  with  more 
advantage.  .  .  .  The  translation  fre- 
quently corrects  the  received  version; 
but  the  paraphrase  is  often  too  diffuse, 
and  in  the  notes  he  sometimes  discovers 
an  anxiety  to  press  a  fine  thought  into 
the  meaning  of  the  sacred  writer.  His 
"Harmony,"  which  must  have  cost  him 
great  labour,  is  often  unsatisfactory,  has 
too  many  transpositions,  and  is  not  so 
judicious  in  the  arrangement  as  Mac- 
knight's.— Orbie,  WiLUAM,  1824,  BibliO' 
theca  Biblica. 

The  ** Family  Expositor"  of  Doddridge, 
should  find  a  place  upon  the  shelf,  and 
upon  the  table,  of  every  mansion  where 
the  moral  duties  of  a  christian  are  en- 
joined. Doddridge's  heart  was  made  up 
of  all  the  kindlier  affections  of  our  nature ; 
and  was  wholly  devoted  to  the  salvation 
of  men's  souls.  Whatever  he  did,  he 
appears  to  have  done  "to  the  glory  of 
God."  He  read,  he  wrote,  he  preached 
— with  a  zeal,  which  knew  of  no  abate- 
ment, and  with  an  earnestness,  which  left 
no  doubt  of  the  sincerity  of  his  motives. 
— Dibdin,  Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The 
Library  Companiony  p.  64. 

All  works  of  this  kind  are  at  length 
superseded  to  a  certain  extent  by  others ; 
but  if  this  commentary  is  at  all  set  aside, 
it  is  not  from  any  want  of  erudition,  dili- 
gence, or  hermeneutical  skill  and  acumen. 
It  still  remains  a  monument  to  the  care, 
studious  toil,  and  ardent  piety  of  the 
author;  and  in  regard  to  the  historical 
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books,  we  are  not  prepared  to  say,  after 
all  that  has  been  written,  that  there  is 
even  now  any  single  work  which  we  would 
place  before  it.  This  remark  we  make 
with  some  deliberation,  after  almost 
weekly  resort  for  many  years  of  parochial 
exposition,  and  with  a  distinct  reference, 
not  so  much  to  the  popular  and  devo- 
tional, as  the  strictly  learned  portions. 
Measured  with  respect  to  the  apparatiu 
bihlieus  of  the  time,  Doddridge's  Notes 
remain  among  the  most  valuable  scholia 
which  we  possess  on  these  portions 
of  Scripture;  and  his  suggestions  and 
«ven  conjectures  have  been  confirmed  by 
modem  research  and  comparison  as  fre- 
quently as  those  of  any  writer.  If  some- 
times he  gives  too  much  place  and  honour 
by  citations  to  writers  of  mediocrity, 
whose  books  have  not  survived,  the  fault 
may  be  forgiven  by  any  one  who  looks  at 
the  catena  of  hard  but  perishable  German 
names,  adduced  by  such  gatherers  after 
the  learned  host  as  Davidson. — Alexan- 
der, J.  W.,  1857,  Writings  of  Doddridge, 
Princeton  Review,  vol.  29,  p.  250. 

His  "Family  Expositor,**  of  which  the 
first  volume  appeared  in  1739,  is  a  didac- 
tic commment  on  the  New  Testament, 
suited  to  the  taste  of  a  past  generation, 
but  too  colourless  and  diffuse  to  be  of  per- 
manent value. — GrORDON,  Alexander, 
1888,  Dictionary  (f  National  Biography, 
vol.  XV,  p.  162. 

THE  RISE  AND  PROGRESS  OF  RELI- 
GION IN  THE  SOUL 

1745 

I  have  no  need  to  give  you  a  large 
account  of  his  knowledge  in  the  sciences, 
in  which  I  confess  him  to  be  greatly  my 
superior,  and  as  to  the  doctrines  of  divin- 
ity and  the  gospel  of  Christ,  I  know  not 
any  man  of  greater  skill  than  himself,  and 
hardly  one  sufficient  to  be  his  second. 
.  .  .  If  you  have  read  that  excellent 
performance  of  his,  the  **Rise  and  Prog- 
ress, &c.,''  you  will  be  of  my  mind. — 
Watts,  Isaac,  c1746,  Letter  to  Rev.  Mr. 
LonguevUle. 

I  may  with  truth  assure  you,  that  I 
never  was  so  deeply  affected  with  any- 
thing I  ever  met  with  as  with  that  book ; 
and  I  could  not  be  easy  till  I  had  given 
one  to  every  servant  in  my  house. — Som- 
erset, Duchess  of,  1747,  Letter  to  Dodd- 
ridge. 


The  religious  genius  of  Doddridge  is 
seen  at  its  best  in  the  powerful  addresses 
which  make  up  his  volume  "On  the  Rise 
and  Progress  of  Religion  in  the  Soul," 
1745.  This  work  was  planned  and 
prompted  by  Isaac  Watts,  who  revised  a 
portion  of  it.  Its  popularity  has  been 
steadily  maintained;  it  has  been  ren- 
dered into  a  great  variety  of  languages, 
including  Tamil  and  Syriac. —-Gordon, 
Alexander,  1888,  Dictionary  qf  NatUmal 
Biography,  vol.  xv,  p.  162. 

HYMNS 

In  the  number  of  hymns  contributed, 
Doddridge  stands  third  in  the  list  of  con- 
tributors to  the  **New  Congregational 
Hymn  Book, "  having  supplied  fifty  hymns. 
Like  all  his  other  works,  they  are  marked 
by  their  self-forgetful  devotion  to  the 
high  cause  he  served.  As  hymns,  many 
of  them  are  not  above  mediocrity,  but 
some  are  of  a  high  order,  and  others  have 
some  special  excellencies.  As  one  thor- 
oughly familiar  with  the  various  public 
occasions  in  the  history  of  Congregational 
Churches,  Doddridge  provided  several 
very  useful  hymns  for  such  occasions. — 
Miller,  Josiah,  1866,  Our  Hymns, p.in. 

Doddridge's  hymns  have  a  character  of 
their  own.  He  had  not  the  poetical  gen- 
ius with  which  his  friend  Isaac  Watts  was 
endowed,  and  which  he  so  fully  appre- 
ciated. None  of  his  own  metrical  compo- 
sitions have  the  grandeur  of  certain 
psalms  and  hymns  written  by  him  who  has 
been  called  **the  Poet  of  the  Sanctuary." 
But  there  is  a  sweetness  and  tenderness  in 
Doddridge's  versification  on  devotional 
subjects,  in  admirable  harmony  with  his 
amiable  character,  which  has  made  him  a 
favourite  with  all  denominations,  and  has 
given  him  a  place  in  the  hymnology  of 
English  Christendom  which  he  is  not 
likely  to  lose.— Stoughton,  John,  1867- 
81,  History  of  Religion  in  England  from  the 
Opening  qfthe  Long  Parliament  to  the  End 
of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  vi,  p.  94. 

Doddridge  deserves  our  tribute,  also, 
as  **the  sweet  lyrist  of  God's  people." 
Has  he  not  given  voice  to  the  most  cher- 
ished emotions  of  the  soul  ?  Has  he  not 
been  with  us  on  our  covenant  days,  and» 
with  exquisite  pathos,  bid 

The  glowing  heart  rejoice, 
And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad. 

—Saunders,  Frederick,  1875,  Etvenings 
with  the  Sacred  Poets,  p.  2SR. 
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Beyond  all  question,  the  name  of  Dodd- 
ridge is  to  be  classed  with  the  names  of 
the  most  honored  of  the  Poets  of  the 
Sanctuary,— Watts,  Wesley,  Steele,  New- 
ton, Cowper,  and  Kelly — names  that  will 
never  die.— Hatfield,  Edwin  F.,  1884, 
The  Poets  of  the  Churchy  p.  201. 

Of  the  hymns  themselves,  many,  .  .  . 
have  undergone  material  alterations  before 
they  could  be  generally  adopted.  They 
frequently  drop  from  great  heights  of  pure 
devotion  into  prosaic  or  commonplace 
expressions.  Yet  they  are  so  thoroughly 
excellent  in  spirit,  and  oftentimes  so 
admirable  in  phraseology,  that  they  are 
indispensable  to  any  collection  of  sacred 
verse.  They  belong  with  the  deepest 
experiences  of  the  Christian  life,  and  can 
never  be  omitted  or  neglected. —  Dup- 
FiELD,  Samuel  WiLL0UGHBY,1886,JE%Zi«A 
Hymns,  p.  364. 

GENERAL 

May  I  remember  that  I  am  not  to  com- 
pose an  harangue,  to  acquire  to  myself 
the  reputation  of  an  eloquent  orator,  but 
that  I  am  preparing  food  for  precious  and 
immortal  souls,  and  dispensing  the  sacred 
gospel  which  my  Redeemer  brought  from 
heaven  and  sealed  with  His  Blood. — Dodd- 
ridge, Philip,  1742,  The  Evil  and  Danger 
<f  Neglecting  Men^s  Souls. 

It  gave  the  author  singular  pleasure  to 
know  that  these  sermons  were  the  means 
of  convincing  two  gentlemen,  of  a  liberal 
education,  and  distinguished  abilities,  that 
Christianity  was  true  and  divine;  and  one 
of  them  became  a  zealous  preacher,  and  an 
ornament  of  the  religion  he  had  once  de- 
nied and  despised. — Middleton,  Erasmus, 
1779-86,  Biographia  Evangelica. 

His  character  and  writings  will  long 
continue  to  be  revered  and  honoured  by 
all  who  prefer  scriptural  truth  to  human 
systems. — Morrell,  Rev.  T.,  1839,  ed. 
Doddridge^s  Miscellaneous  Works. 

Much  may  be  learned  from  this  learned 
and  devout  writer :  he  has  many  judicious 
criticisms  on  different  authors ;  but  there 
is  a  tone  of  excessive  candour,  bordering 
upon  Latitudinarianism,  especially  in  giv- 
ing too  great  weight  to  objections,  when 
treating  upon  the  Evidences  and  Doctrines. 
His  criticisms  on  theological  writers  in 
his  preaching  Lectures,  not  duly  respect- 
ing Evangelical  Doctrine,  fail  in  discrim- 
ination.— Bickersteth,  Edward,  1844, 
The  Christian  Student 


He  is  always  perspicuous,  but  often  at 
the  cost  of  energy ;  and  generally  harmo- 
nious, yet  in  a  sort  of  inelegant  way. 
We  know  not  how  to  indicate  a  fault  con- 
stantly appearing  in  his  style,  and  that 
of  other  Dissenters  of  that  day,  otherwise 
than  by  saying  it  is  inordinately  genteel. 
Many  turns  of  expression  which  tempora- 
rily floated  on  the  surface  of  elegant  par- 
lance, are  incorporated  into  his  works, 
and  now  appear  undignified,  if  not  ridicu- 
lous. Yet  there  are  occasions  upon  which 
his  native  genius  and  familiarity  with 
good  authors  got  the  better  of  this  man- 
nerism, and  produced  a  diction  both  beau- 
tiful and  expressive.  And  it  is  beyond  a 
question,  that  his  mode  of  conveying 
religious  truth  was  so  acceptable  in  his 
own  time,  as  to  gain  the  attention  of 
many  to  sacred  subjects,  who  would 
otherwise  have  treated  them  with  dis- 
gust.—Alexander,  J.  W.,  1857,  Writ' 
ings  of  Doddridge,  Princeton  Review,  vol. 
29,  p.  256. 

He  removed  to  Market  Harborough  in 
1729,  and  there  opened  an  Academy,  and 
was  ordained  pastor  over  the  Church  in 
Castle  Hill  Meeting  House,  Northampton, 
in  1730.  The  four  volumes  of  sermons 
printed  from  his  MSS.  afford  a  sample  of 
his  preaching  in  that  place.  In  matter 
evangelical,  in  arrangement  lucid,  in 
imagery  tasteful,  in  diction  perspicuous, 
they  must  have  secured  attention  and 
excited  interest.  Never  very  great,  they 
were  always  very  good ;  reminding  one  of 
English  valleys  full  of  cornfields,  gardens, 
and  brooks  of  water.— Stoughton,  John, 
1867-81,  History  of  Religion  in  England, 
from  the  Opening  of  the  Long  Parliament  to 
the  End  of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  vi, 
p.dS. 

The  solid  learning,  unquestioned  piety, 
and  true  catholic  liberality  and  benevo- 
lence of  Dr.  Doddridge,  secured  for  him 
the  warm  respect  and  admiration  of  his 
contemporaries  of  all  sects. — Chambers, 
Robert,  1876,  Cyclopaedia  of  English  Lit- 
erature, ed.  CarriUhers. 

His  divinity  lectures  have  nothing  orig- 
inal, but  they  possess  the  merit  of  skilful 
selection,  and  an  arrangement  which  is 
convenient,  if  artificial.  The  same  may 
be  said  of  his  courses  on  the  kindred  topics 
of  pneumatology  (psychology)  and  ethics. 
—Gordon,  Alexander,  1888,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography,  vol.  XV,  p.  162. 
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William  Whiston 

1667-1752 

William  Whiston,  seceder  from  the  Church  of  Engiand ;  bom  at  Norton,  Leicester- 
shire, Dec.  9,  1667 ;  died  in  London,  Aug.  22, 1752.  He  graduated  at  Clare  Hall,  Cam- 
bridge, 1690;  became  fellow,  1693;  chaplain  to  Bishop  Moore,  of  Norwich,  1694- 
98 ;  Lowestoft,  1698-1701 ;  then  deputy  of  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  whom  he  succeeded, 
1703,  as  Lucasian  professor  of  mathematics  at  Cambridge;  expelled,  1710,  for 
Arianism,  avowed  in  an  essay  on  the  ''Apostolical  Constitutions,''  London,  1708,  and 
persistently  maintained  by  him  as  the  faith  of  the  early  church.  This  essay  he  re- 
printed in  his  "Primitive  Christianity  Revived,"  1711-12,  5  vols.  The  rest  of  his 
life  was  spent  in  London,  writing,  lecturing,  and  preaching  in  his  own  house.  He 
imbibed  Baptist  and  Millenarian  tenets,  but  did  not  leave  the  church  till  1747,  and 
then  as  a  protest  against  the  Athanasian  Creed.  He  was  a  model  of  honesty  and  dis- 
interestedness, but  wayward,  erratic,  obstinate,  intolerant,  and  violently  prejudiced, 
especially  against  the  memory  of  Athanasius,  whom  one  of  his  books  (1712)  held  ''Con- 
victed of  Forgery. "  "Paradoxical  to  the  verge  of  craziness,  '^  he  spent  his  life  in  constant 
controversy  and  industrious  efforts  to  propagate  his  peculiar  opinions.  His  most  valua- 
ble works  are  the  translation  of  Josephus,  1737,  and  a  "Life  of  Dr.  Samuel  Clarke," 
1730.  His  autobiography  appeared  in  3  vols.,  1749-50.— Bird,  Frederic  Mayer, 
1889-91,  (Jondse  Dv^ionary  of  Religious  Knowledge  and  Gazetteer  ^  ed,  Jaeksonj  p.  965. 


PERSONAL 

Think  of  a  man,  who  had  brilliant  pre- 
ferment within  his  reach,  dragging  his 
poor  wife  and  daughter  for  half  a  century 
through  the  very  mire  of  despondency  and 
destitution,  because  he  disapproved  of 
Athanasius,  or  because  the  "Shepherd  of 
Hermas''  was  not  sufficiently  esteemed  by 
the  Church  of  England !  Unhappy  is  that 
family  over  which  a  fool  presides.  The 
secret  of  all  Whiston's  lunacies  may  be 
found  in  that  sentence  of  his  Autobiog- 
raphy, where  he  betrays  the  fact  of 
his  liability,  from  youth  upwards,  to 
flatulency.  What  he  mistook  for  con- 
science was  flatulence,  which  others  (it 
is  well  known)  have  mistaken  for  inspira- 
tion. This  was  his  original  misfortune: 
his  second  was,  that  he  lived  before  the 
age  of  powerful  drastic  journals.  Had 
he  been  contemporary  with  Christopher 
North,  the  knout  would  have  brought  him 
to  his  sense,  and  extorted  the  gratitude 
of  Airs.  Whiston  and  her  children. — De 
Quincey,  Thomas,  1830,  Monk's  Life  of 
Bentleyy  Blaekwood^s  Magazine,  vol.  28,  p. 
451,  nxfte. 

I  may  add  to  what  precedes  that  it  can- 
not be  settled  that,  as  Granger  says, 
Desaguliers  was  the  first  who  gave  exper- 
imental lectures  in  London.  William 
Whiston  gave  some,  and  Francis  Hauksbee 
made  the  experiments.  The  prospectus, 
as  we  should  now  call  it,  is  extant,  a 
quarto  tract  of  plates  and  descriptions, 
without  date.     Whiston,  in  his  life,  gives 


1714  as  the  first  date  of  publication,  and 
therefore,  no  doubt,  of  the  lectures. 
Desaguliers  removed  to  London  soon  after 
1712,  and  commenced  his  lectures  soon 
after  that.  It  will  be  rather  a  nice  point 
to  settle  which  lectured  first ;  probabili- 
ties seem  to  go  in  favour  of  Whiston. — 
De  Morgan,  Augustus,  1871-72,  A 
Budget  of  Paradoxes^  p.  93. 

In  Queen  Anne's  reign  his  search  for  a 
primitive  Christianity  affected  his  the- 
ology, and  brought  on  him  loss  of  his 
means  of  life  in  the  church  and  university. 
He  taught  science ;  lived,  as  a  poor  man, 
a  long  and  blameless  life,  until  his  death, 
in  1752 ;  and  in  his  writings  blended  love 
of  nature  with  the  love  of  God. — Morley, 
Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  of  English  Liter- 
aturey  ed.  Tyler,  p.  555. 

Whiston  was  one  of  the  first,  if  not  the 
first  person,  to  give  lectures  with  experi- 
ments in  London.  He  co-operated  in 
some  of  them  with  the  elder  Francis 
Hauksbee.  The  first,  upon  astronomy, were 
given  at  Button's  coffee-house  by  the  help 
of  Addison  and  Steele,  both  of  whom  he 
knew  well.  He  amused  great  men  by  his 
frank  rebukes.  He  asked  Steele  one  day 
how  he  could  speak  for  the  Southsea 
directors  after  writing  against  them. 
Steele  replied,  "Mr.  Whiston,  you  can  walk 
on  foot  and  I  cannot."  When  be  sug- 
gested to  Craggs  that  honesty  might  be 
the  best  policy,  Craggs  replied  that  a 
statesman  might  be  honest  for  a  fortnight, 
but  that  it  would  not  do  for  a  month. 
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Whiston  asked  him  whether  he  had  ever 
tried  for  a  fortnight.  Whiston's  absolute 
honesty  was  admitted  by  his  contempora- 
ries, whom  he  disarmed  by  his  simplicity. 
.  .  .  Whiston  belonged  to  a  familiar 
type  as  a  man  of  very  acute  but  ill- 
telanced  intellect.  His  learning  was 
great,  however  fanciful  his  theories,  and 
he  no  doubt  helped  to  call  attention  to 
important  points  in  ecclesiastical  history. 
The  charm  of  his  simple-minded  honesty 
gives  great  interest  to  his  autobiography ; 
though  a  large  part  of  it  is  occupied  with 
rather  tiresome  accounts* of  his  writings 
and  careful  directions  for  their  treatment 
by  the  future  republishers,  who  have  not 
yet  appeared.  In  many  respects  he 
strongly  resembles  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield, 
who  adopted  his  principles  of  monogamy. 
His  condemnation  of  Hoadly  upon  that 
and  other  grounds  is  in  the  spirit  of  Dr. 
Primrose.  It  is  not  improbable  that 
Whiston  was  more  or  less  in  Goldsmith's 
mind  when  he  wrote  his  masterpiece. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1900,  Dictionary  qf 
National  Biography,  vol.  LXi,  pp.  11,  13. 

GENERAL 

The  honest,  pious,  visionary  Whiston. 
-Gibbon,  Edward,  1776-78,  Decline  and 
Fall  qf  the  Roman  Empire^  eh.  xliii,  note. 

This  book  [**  Short  View  of  Chronology 
of  Old  Testament"]  partakes  largely  of 
the  wildness,  as  well  as  of  the  learning, 
of  Whiston,  and  is  now  of  little  impor- 
tance. .  .  .  The  Memoirs  of  this 
singular  man,  published  by  himself,  con- 
tain some  curious  information  respecting 
his  times,  and  afford  a  view  of  great  hon- 
esty and  disinterestedness,  combined  with 
an  extraordinary  degree  of  superstition 
and  love  of  the  marvellous. — Orme,  Wil- 
UAM,  1824,  Bibliotheea  BiMica,  p.  467. 

This  admirable  translation  [''Jose- 
phus"]  far  exceeds  all  preceding  ones, 
and  had  never  been  equalled  by  any  subse- 
quent attempt  of  this  kind. — Lowndes, 
William  Thomas,  1834,  The  Bibliogra- 
pher's Manual  of  English  Literature^  vol.  u, 
p.  1045. 

Whiston  opposed  Burnet's  theory,  but 
with  one  ["New  Theory  of  the  Earth"] 
not  less  unfounded,  nor  with  less  igno- 
rance of  all  that  required  to  be  known. — 
Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  Introduction 
to  the  Literature  qf  Europe,  pt.  iv,  eh.  viii, 
par.  32. 

Much  useful  information  in  this  Essay, 


[''Short  View"]  but  fanciful.— Bicker- 
STETH,  Edward,  1844,  The  Christian 
Student. 

Poor  Whiston,  who  believed  in  every 
thing  but  the  Trinity.  —  Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1849,  History  of  Eng- 
land, eh.  xiv,  note. 

A  host  of  speculators,  headed  by  the 
eloquent  Thomas  Burnet  and  the  eccentric 
William  Whiston,  both  men  of  genius  and 
learning,  but  of  more  fancy  than  either 
judgment  or  knowledge  of  the  subjects 
which  in  this  instance  they  undertook  to 
discuss,  produced  in  the  last  years  of  the 
seventeenth  and  the  first  of  the  eighteenth 
century  many  theories  of  the  earth,  which 
explained  not  only  its  structure,  but  its 
origin  and  its  destiny, — in  other  words, 
its  whole  history,  past,  present,  and 
future,  —as  well  as  such  a  task  could  be 
accomplished  by  the  imagination  working 
without  materials,  and  without  the  aid  of 
any  other  faculty.— Craik,  George  L., 
1861,  A  Compendious  History  of  English 
Literature  and  qf  the  English  Language, 
vol.  II,  p.  184. 

Whiston's  theological  works  are  now 
almost  forgotten,  and  he  is  remembered 
almost  exclusively  by  his  translation  of 
Josephus.  This  translation  has  gone 
through  a  number  of  editions,  and  is  still 
much  read,  although  superseded  by  the 
work  of  Dr.  Robert  Traill.— Hart,  John 
S.,  1872,  A  Manual  of  English  Literature^ 
p.2A5. 

Had  he  confined  himself  to  mathematical 
studies,  he  would  have  earned  a  high  name 
in  science ;  but  his  time  and  attention  were 
dissipated  by  his  theological  pursuits,  in 
which  he  evinced  more  zeal  than  judgment, 
&c.— Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Q/clopcedia 
qf  English  Literature,  ed.  Oarruthers. 

Yet  we  feel  for  him  something  of  the 
pitying  kindness  which  he  generally 
excited  in  his  contemporaries.  With  a 
childlike  simplicity  worthy  of  the  Vicar 
of  Wakefield,  he  was  ready  to  sacrifice  all 
his  prospects  rather  than  disavow  or  dis- 
guise a  tittle  of  his  creed.  Had  that  creed 
been  one  of  greater  significance,  disciples 
would  have  revered  him  as  a  worthy  mar- 
tyr, and  adversaries  regarded  him  as 
dangerous  in  proportion  to  his  virtue. 
Unluckily  it  was  a  creed  untenable  by 
any  man  of  sound  intellect.  It  was  filled 
with  queer  crotchets  picked  up  in  various 
byways  of  learning,  and  valued  by  the 
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collector  in  proportion  to  their  oddity. 
Friends  and  opponents — for  be  had  no 
enemies — regarded  his  absurdities  with  a 
pitying  smile^and  were  glad  to  see  him  pick 
up  a  harmless  living  by  giving  astronomical 
lectures  and  publishing  pamphlets  on  a 
vast  variety  of  subjects. — Stephen,  Les- 
lie, 1876,  History  of  English  Thought  in 
the  Eighteenth  Century^  vol.  i,  p.  212. 


Whiston,  notwithstanding  the  vagaries 
which  characterised  his  ''Theory  of  the 
Earth"  (an  attempt  to  harmonise  the 
Bible  and  the  Newtonian  discoveries),  dis- 
charged his  duties  as  Lucasian  professor 
with  credit,  even  though  appearing  as  the 
successor  of  Newton. — Mulunger,  J. 
Bass,  1888,  A  History  qf  the  University  of 
Cawbridgey  p.  169. 


Joseph  Butler 

1692-1752 

Bom,  at  Wantage,  18  May  1692.  Educated  at  Wantage  Latin  School,  and  at  Dis- 
senting School  at  Gloucester  and  Tewkesbury.  To  Oriel  Coll.,  Oxford,  March  1715; 
B.  A.,  11  Oct.  1718;  B.  C.  L.,  10  June  1721.  Ordained  Deacon  at  Salisbury,  Oct. 
1718 ;  Priest,  Dec.  1718.  Preacher  at  Rolls  Chapel,  July  1719  to  autumn  of  1726. 
Prebendary  of  Salisbury,  1721.  Rector  of  Houghton-le-Skeme,  near  Darlington, 
1722.  Rector  of  Stanhope  in  Weardale,  1725.  Lived  secluded  life,  mainly  occupied 
in  writing  "Analogy,"  published  1736.  Chaplain  to  Lord  Talbot,  1733.  D.  C.  L., 
Oxford,  8  Dec.  1733.  Prebendary  of  Rochester,  and  Clerk  of  Closet  to  Queen  Caro- 
line, July  1736.  Bishop  of  Bristol,  Aug.  1738.  Continued  to  hold  Rochester  preb- 
end and  Stanhope  rectorship  till  appointed  Dean  of  St.  PauPs,  24  May  1740.  Clerk 
of  Closet  to  King,  1746.  Bishop  of  Durham,  July  1750.  To  Bristol  and  Bath  for 
health.  Died,  at  Bath,  16  June  1752.  Buried  in  Bristol  Cathedral.  Works : ' '  Several 
Letters  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Clarke,  from  a  Gentleman  in  Gloucestershire''  (anon.),  1716; 
''Letters  of  Thanks  from  a  Young  Clergyman  to  the  Rev.  Dr.  Hare"  (anon.),  1719; 
"Fifteen  Sermons,"  1726;  "The  Analogy  of  Religion,"  1736;  "Sermons  preached 
before  the  Society  for  Propagating  the  Gospel,"  1739;  "Sermon  preached  before  the 
Lord  Mayor,"  1740;  "Sermon  preached  before  the  House  of  Lords,"  1741 ;  "Sermon 
preached  at  the  annual  meeting  of  the  Charity  Children,"  1745;  "Sermon  preached 
before  the  House  of  Lords,"  1747;  "Sermon  preached  before  the  Governors  of  the 
London  Infirmary,"  1748;  Visitation  Charge  at  Durham,  1751.  Posthumous:  "Some 
Remains,  hitherto  unpublished,"  ed.  by  E.  Steere,  1853.  Collected  Works:  ed.  by  Dr. 
Kippis,  1804;  ed.  by  Rt.  Hon.  W.  E.  Gladstone  (2  vols.).  1896.  Life:  by  T.  Bartlett, 
1839;  by  Samuel  Butler,  1896.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  cf 
English  Authors^  p.  43. 
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JOSEPHUS  BUTLER,  LL.  D. 

HUJUSCE  PRIMO  DKECESEOS 

DEINDE  DUNELMENSIS  EPISCOPUS. 

QUALIS  QUANTUSQUE,  VIR  ERAT 

SUA  LIBENTISSIMO  AGNOVPT  ETAS ; 

ET   SI    QUID    PRiESUU   AUT    SCRIPTORI   AD 

FAMAM  VALENT 
MENS  ALTISSIMA,    INGEND    PERSPICACIS   ET 

SUBACTI  VIS 

ANIMUSQUE  PIUS  SIBIPLEX  CANDIDUS 

LIBERAUS 

MORTUI  BAUD  FACILE  EVANBSCET  BIEMORIA. 

OBUT  BATHONI^E 

XVI  KAL.  JUL.  A.  D.  1752, 

ANNOS  NATUS  60. 

— PoRSTER,   Nathaniel?  1752,  Original 
Inscription  on  Tomb^  Bristol  Cathedral. 


He  was  my  father's  friend.  I  could 
almost  say  my  remembrance  of  him  goes 
back  some  years  before  I  was  bom,  from 
the  lively  imagery  which  the  conversa- 
tions I  used  to  hear  in  my  earliest  years 
have  imprinted  on  my  mind.  But  from 
the  first  of  my  real  remembrance,  I  have 
ever  known  in  him  the  kind  affectionate 
friend,  the  faithful  adviser,  which  he 
would  condescend  to  when  I  was  quite  a 
child ;  and  the  most  delightful  companion, 
from  a  delicacy  of  thinking,  an  extreme 
politeness,  a  vast  knowledge  of  the  world, 
and  a  something  peculiar  to  be  met  with 
in  nobody  else.  And  all  this  in  a  man 
whose  sanctity  of  manners,  and  sub- 
limity of  genius,  gave  him  one  of  the  first 
ranks  among  men,  long  before  he  was 
raised  to  that  rank  in  the  world,  which 
must  still,  if  what  I  painfully  fear  should 
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happen,  aggravate  such  a  loss,  as  one  can- 
not but  infinitely  regret  the  good  which 
such  a  mind  in  such  a  station  must  have 
done.— Talbot,  Catherine,  .  1752,  Letter, 
June  13. 

His  life  in  presence  of  his  God  consomed, 
Like  the  bright  lamps   before   the   holy 
shrine. 
His  aspect   pleasing,    mind  with  learning 
fraught. 
His  eloquence  was  like  a  chain  of  gold, 
That  the  wild  passions  of  mankind  con- 
trolled. 
—Axon,  1754,  London  Magazine,  May. 

He  was  of  a  most  reverend  aspect ;  his 
face  thin  and  pale ;  but  there  was  a  divine 
placidness  in  his  countenance  which 
inspired  veneration,  and  expressed  the 
most  benevolent  mind.  His  white  hair, 
hung  gracefully  on  his  shoulders,  and  his 
whole  figure  was  patriarchal. — Hutchin- 
son, William,  1785-94,  History  and  An- 
tiquities of  the  County  Palatinate  (f  Dur- 
ham, vol.  I,  p.  578. 

During  the  short  time  that  Butler  held 
the  see  of  Durham  he  conciliated  all 
hearts.  In  advanced  years  he  retained 
the  same  genuine  modesty  and*  natural 
sweetness  of  disposition  which  had  distin- 
guished him  in  youth  and  in  retirement. 
During  the  performance  of  the  sacred 
office  a  divine  animation  seemed  to  pervade 
his  whole  manner,  and  lighted  up  his  pale, 
wan  countenance,  already  marked  with 
the  progress  of  disease,  like  a  torch  glim- 
mering in  its  socket,  yet  bright  and  use- 
ful to  the  last.— SuRTEES,  Robert,  1816- 
40,  History  of  Durham. 

SACRED 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  JOSEPH  BUTLER,  D.C.L., 

TWELVE  YEARS  BISHOP  OP  THIS  DIOCESE 

AND  AFTERWARDS  BISHOP  OP  DURHAM, 

WHOSE  MORTAL  PART  IS  DEPOSITED 

IN  THE  CHOIR  OF  THIS  CATHEDRAL. 

OTHERS  HAD  ESTABLISHED 
THE  HISTORICAL  AND  PROPHETICAL 

GROUNDS 

OP  THE  CHRISTIAN  REUGION,  AND 

THAT  SURE  TESTIMONY  OP  ITS  TRUTH 

W^HICH  IS  POUND  IN  ITS  PERFECT 

ADAPTATION 

TO  THE  HEART  OF  MAN. 

IT  WAS  RESERVED  FOR  HIM  TO  DEVELOP 

ITS  ANALOGY  TO  THE  CONSTITUTION 

AND  COURSE  OP  NATURE, 

AND  LAYING  HIS  STRONG  FOITNDATIONS 

IN  THE  DEPTH  OF  THAT  GREAT  ARGUMENT, 


THERE  TO  CONSTRUCT 

ANOTHER  AND  IRREFRAGABLE  PROOF : 

THUS  RENDERING  PHILOSOPHY 

SUBSERVIENT  TO  FAITH : 

AND  FINDING  IN  OUTWARD  AND  VISIBLE 

THINGS 

THE  TYPE  AND  EVIDENCE 

OP  THOSE  WITHIN  THE  VEIL. 

BORN  A.  D.,  1692,  DIED  1752. 

— SouTHEY,  Robert,  1834,  Inscription  on 
Monument,  Bristol  Cathedral. 

One  of  these  [nephews],  John,  a 
wealthy  and  eccentric  bachelor,  who  had 
more  taste  for  practical  mechanics  than 
for  metaphysical  research,  appeared  to 
attach  but  little  value  to  his  uncle's  pro- 
duction. Having  occasion  to  borrow  an 
iron  vice  of  his  neighbour  Mr.  Thompson, 
a  shrewd  and  sensible  Scotch  solicitor, 
who  spoke  in  high  terms  of  the  ''Anal- 
ogy," and  expressed  great  respect  for 
the  author,  John  Butler  proposed  that  as 
Mr.  Thompson  liked  the  ** Analogy,"  and 
he  himself  liked  the  iron  vice,  they  should 
make  an  exchange.  To  this  Mr.  Thomp- 
son cheerfully  assented,  and  John  Butler 
left  him  highly  pleased,  and  thinking  that 
he  had  turned  his  uncle's  present  to  an 
excellent  account. — Bartlett,  Thomas, 
1839,  Life  rf  Bishop  Butler,  p.  95. 

Of  Butler's  personal  habits  nothing  in 
the  way  of  detail  has  descended  to  us. 
He  waa  never  married,  and  there  is  no  evi- 
dence of  his  ever  having  spoken  to  any  lady 
save  Queen  Caroline.  We  hear,  however, 
for  certain  that  he  was  commonly  pres- 
ent at  her  Majesty's  philosophical  parties, 
at  which  all  questions,  religious  and  moral, 
speculative  and  practical,  were  discussed 
with  a  freedom  that  would  astonish  the 
present  generation. — Bagehot,  Walter, 
1854,  Bishop  Butler,  Works,  ed.  Morgan, 
vol.  II,  p.  119. 

The  presence  of  one  of  the  crowned 
kings  of  the  realm  of  Thought  haunts  one 
among  the  hills,  along  the  river  bank,  all 
over  the  pleasant  Parish.  Joseph  Butler 
is  ^A^  Rector  of  men's  memory,  when  Stan- 
hope is  visited  or  named.  The  glory  of 
his  fifteen  years'  occupancy  there  never 
can  pale  from  it. — Grosart,  Alexander 
B.,  1875,  A  Visit  to  Stanhope,  mith  Memo- 
rinls  of  Bishop  Butler,  Leisure  Hour,  vol. 
24,  p.  250. 

Underneath  the  meagre  facts  of  his 
life,  eked  out  by  the  few  letters  left  by 
him  or  anecdotes  told  about  him,  there 
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can  be  traced  the  outlines  of  a  great  but 
somewhat  severe  spirit.  He  was  an  earn- 
est and  deep  thinking  Christian,  melan- 
choly by  temperament,  and  grieved  by 
what  seemed  to  him  the  hopelessly  irretr 
ligious  condition  of  his  age.  His  intellect 
was  profound  and  comprehensive,  thor- 
oughly qualified  to  grapple  with  the  deep- 
est problems  of  metaphysics,  but  by  nat- 
ural preference  occupying  itself  mainly 
with  the  practical  and  moral.  Man's  con- 
duct in  life,  not  his  theory  of  the  universe, 
was  what  interested  him. — Adamson, 
Robert,  1875,  Encyclopcedia  Britannica, 
Ninth  Edition,  vol.  4. 

His  liberality  to  public  and  private  char- 
itable objects  was  of  almost  too  impulsive 
a  character  (reminding  us  of  the  tradition 
of  his  being  unable  to  refuse  a  beggar), 
if  a  well-known  story  which  was  current 
on  the  subject  be  not  rather  apocryphal. 
A  gentleman  is  said  to  have  called  upon 
him  to  ask  his  aid  in  some  benevolent 
scheme  which  he  was  setting  on  foot. 
The  bishop  approved,  and  having  sum- 
moned his  steward,  asked  him  how  much 
money  he  had  in  the  house?  ''Five  hun- 
dred pounds,  my  lord."  ''Five  hundred 
pounds!"  said  Butler;  "what  a  shame 
for  a  bishop  to  have  so  much!  Give  it 
away  at  once — give  it  to  this  gentleman, 
who  has  a  good  use  for  it. "  hi  the  exer- 
cise of  the  large  patronage  attached  to 
his  new  diocese  he  was  strictly  conscien- 
tious, and  took  all  pains  to  acquaint  him- 
self with  the  characters  and  deserts  of 
his  clergy.  .  .  .  Bishop  Butler  was 
a  man  who  lived  much  to  himself,  with 
few  intimacies,  and  apparently  by  no 
means  a  large  circle  of  acquaintance. 
But  there  must  have  been  much  in  his 
character  that  was  very  lovable,  for  the 
two  or  three  who  had  become  his  friends 
in  early  life  seem  to  have  been  devoted  to 
him.  To  Edward  Talbot's  warm  interest 
he  owed,  instrumentally,  his  success  in 
life ;  and  Seeker  watched  over  him,  from 
the  old  schooldays  to  his  death  at  Bath, 
with  more  than  the  tenderness  of  a 
brother.  His  chaplain.  Dr.  Forster,  was 
much  attached  to  him. — C!ollins,  W. 
Lucas,  1881,  Butler  (Philosophieal  Clas- 
nc«),  pp.  26,  27. 

SERMONS 
1729 

It  must  be  acknowledged  that  some  of 
the  following  Discourses  are  very  abstruse 


and  difficult;  or,  if  you  please,  obscure; 
but  I  must  take  leave  to  add,  that  those 
alone  are  judges,  whether  or  no  and  how  far 
this  is  a  fault,  who  are  judges,  whether  or 
no  and  how  far  it  might  have  been  avoided ; 
those  only,  who  will  be  at  the  trouble  to 
understand  what  is  here  said,  and  to  see 
how  far  the  things  here  insisted  upon,  and 
not  other  things,  might  have  been  put  in  a 
plainer  manner ;  which  yet  I  am  very  far 
from  asserting  that  they  could  not. — But- 
ler, Joseph,  1729,  Sermons,  Prrfaee; 
Works,  ed.  Gladstone,  vol.  ii,  p.  4. 

His  great  work  on  the  "Analogy  of 
Religion  to  the  Course  of  Nature,  "though 
only  a  commentary  on  the  singularly  orig- 
inal and   pregnant  passage  of  Origen, 
which  is  so  honestly  prefixed  to  it  as  a 
motto,  is  notwithstanding,  the  most  orig- 
inal and  profound  work  extant  in  any  lan- 
guage, on  the  Philosophy  of  Religion. 
It  is  entirely  beyond  our  present  scope. 
His  ethical  discussions  are  contained  in 
those  deep  and  sometimes  dark  disserta- 
tions which  he  preached  at  the  Chapel  of 
the  Rolls,  and  afterwards  published  under 
the  name  of  "Sermons,"  while  he  was 
yet  fresh  from  the  schools,  and  full  of 
that    courage  with  which  youth    often 
delights  to  exercise  its  strength  in  abstract 
reasoning,  and  to  push  its  faculties  into 
the  recesses  of  abstruse  speculation.  .  .  . 
In  these  sermons,  he  has  taught  truths 
more  capable   of  being  exactly  distin- 
guished from  the  doctrines  of  his  prede- 
cessors, more   satisfactorily  established 
by  him,  more  comprehensively  applied  to 
particulars,  more    rationally    connected 
with  each    other,  and    therefore    more 
worthy  of  the  name  of  discovery^than  any 
with  which  we  are  acquainted;  if  we 
ought  not,  with  some  hesitation,  to  except 
the  first  steps  of  the  Grecian  philosophers 
towards    a    theory  of  morals.     .     .     . 
There  are  few  circumstances  more  remark- 
able than  the  small  number  of  Butler's 
followers  in  Ethics ;  and  it  is  perhaps  still 
more  observable,  that  his  opinions  were 
not  so  much  rejected,  as  overlooked.     It 
is  an  instance  of  the  importance  of  style. 
No  thinker  so  great  was  ever  so  bad  a 
writer.     Indeed,  the  ingenious  apologies 
which  have  been  lately  attempted  for  this 
defect,  amount  to  no  more  than  that  his 
power  of  thought  was  too  much  for  his 
skill  in  language.     How  general  must  the 
reception  have  been  of  truths  so  certain 
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and  momentous  as  those  contained  in  But- 
ler's discourses — with  how  much  more 
clearness  must  they  have  appeared  to  his 
own  great  understanding,  if  he  had 
possessed  the  strength  and  distinctness 
with  which  Hobbes  enforces  odious  false- 
hood, or  the  unspeakable  charm  of  that 
transparent  diction  which  clothed  the 
unfruitful  paradoxes  of  Berkeley. — 
Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  1830,  Second 
Preliminary  Disseration  to  Encyclopijedia 
Britannica. 

In  the  Sermons  which  he  published,  the 
true  foundation  of  morals  is  affirmed  in  the 
principle  of  the  supremacy  of  conscience ; 
and  though  overlaid  for  a  season  by  the 
principle  of  expediency  of  Paley,  which 
had  the  disastrous  advantage  of  being 
recommended  to  the  world  by  the  most 
popular  of  writers,  truth  is  once  more 
beginning  to  show  how  mighty  it  is,  and 
Butler's  assertion  of  it  to  prevail. — 
Blunt,  J.  J.,  1839,  Life  of  Bishop  BvOer, 
Quarterly  Review,  vol,  64,  p.  334. 

In  this  travailing  to  give  birth  to  great 
thoughts  conceived  by  the  spirit,  by  far 
the  most  useful  writer  to  him  [Channing] 
was  Butler,  whose  '^Sermons  on  Human 
Nature"  he  regarded  as  unsurpassed  in 
English  for  clear,  full,  and  condensed 
thought,  and  to  which  may  be  traced,  per- 
haps, the  germs  of  some  of  his  most 
important  views. — Channing,  William 
Henry,  1848,  Life  of  William  EUery 
Channing. 

They  are  philosophical  rather  than  the- 
ological, and  ought  to  be  viewed  as  such. 
In  this  respect  they  have  received  the 
unanimous  praise  of  great  men ;  and  one 
of  our  great  seminaries  of  education,  the 
University  of  Oxford,  sets  such  a  high 
value  upon  them,  that  they  are  used  at 
this  day  as  the  manual  of  moral  philoso- 
phy, and  are  made  the  subject  on  which 
students  are  examined.  Butler  is  one  of 
the  four  philosophers  with  which  an  exact 
acquaintance  is  required  there,  in  all  can- 
<iidates  for  classical  honours ;  the  other 
three  being  Plato,  Aristotle,  and  Bacon. 
— Farrar,  Adam  Storey,  1862-63, 
Bishop  Btdler,  Exeter  Hall  Lectures,  vol. 
xvm,  p.  343. 

His  "Sermons  on  Human  Nature"  are 
also  of  the  highest  value;  they  proceed 
in  the  same  path  of  reflection,  and  form 
a  text-book  on  morals,  which,  putting 
aside  schemes  framed  on  the  fitness  of 


things  and  the  expediency  of  virtue,  builds 
a  sound  ethical  system  on  a  study  of 
human  nature,  according  to  its  original 
constitution,  as  discoverable  through  con- 
sciousness and  observation.  Probably, 
after  all  that  has  been  written  and  said 
on  the  subject  since,  these  sermons  go 
as  far  as  is  possible  for  human  thought 
under  the  guidance  of  enlightened  reason. 
But  with  the  great  admiration  which  But- 
ler's works  inspire  in  most  minds,  not  a 
few  are  constrained  to  confess  that  his 
arguments  are  **  wrought  out  in  frost, 
not  in  fire. ' '  An  impassioned  style  would 
certainly  not  befit  the  kind  of  reasoning 
in  which  Butler  was  engaged,  but  more 
warmth  might  have  been  thrown  into  the 
colour  of  the  work,  imparting  to  it  a 
glow,  which  would  heighten  the  impres- 
siveness  of  the  author's  logic. — Stough- 
TON,  John,  1867-81,  Histm^  of  Religion 
in  England  from  the  Opening  of  the  Long 
Parliament  to  the  End  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  vol.  vi,  p.  39. 

Impressive,  then,  as  the  Sermons  at  the 
Rolls  are,  and  much  as  they  contain  that 
is  precious,  I  do  not  think  that  these  ser- 
mons, setting  forth  Butler's  theory  of  the 
foundation  of  morals,  will  satisfy  any  one 
who  in  disquietude,  and  seeking  earnestly 
for  a  sure  stay,  comes  to  them. — Arnold, 
Matthew,  1876.  Bishop  Butler  and  the 
Zeit'Geist,  The  Contemporary  Review,  vol. 
27,  p.  580. 

The  **  Analogy"  is  perhaps  the  most 
original,  if  not  the  most  powerful,  book 
ever  written  in  defense  of  the  Christian 
creed ;  but  it  has  probably  been  the  par- 
ent of  much  modem  Agnosticism,  for  its 
method  is  to  parallel  every  difficulty  in 
revealed  religion  by  a  corresponding  diffi- 
culty in  natural  religion,  and  to  argue 
that  the  two  must  stand  or  fall  together. 
Butler's  unrivaled  sermons  on  human 
nature,  on  the  other  hand,  have  been  es- 
sentially conservative  and  constructive, 
and  their  influence  has  been  at  least  as 
strong  on  character  as  on  belief. — Lecky, 
Wiluam  Edward  Hartpole,  1890,  Form- 
ative Influences,  The  Forum,  vol.  9,  p.  381. 

Him  I  believe  the  march  of  reform  has 
swept  away,  hardly  to  the  clearing  of 
men's  minds.  I  do  not  so  much  mean  the 
**Analogy"as  the  wonderful  **Sermons." 
From  the  **  Sermons  on  Human  Nature" 
one  learns,  and  one  does  not  straight- 
way forget,  what  manner  of  man  one 
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is.  —  PREaiAN,  Edward  A.,  1892,  A 
Review  of  my  QinnianSf  The  Forum^  vol.  13, 
p.  152. 

The  lectures  on  the  ''Evidences  of 
Christianity/'  delivered  in  January,  1844, 
the  first  important  book  of  Dr.  Hopkins, 
bear  clear  marks  of  the  ^eat  influence 
that  Bishop  Butler  has  exercised  upon  his 
mind.  .  .  .  The  lectures  from  the 
third  to  the  eighth  inclusive  are  simply  the 
carrying  out  with  fine  and  yet  powerful 
strokes  suggestions  that  might  well  arise 
from  the  study  of  the  ** Analogy."  Of 
this  there  is  an  abundance  of  evidence. — 
Carter,  Franklin,  1892,  Life  of  Mark 
HopkinSf  pp.  136,  137. 

His  sense  of  beauty  if  he  possessed  it, 
was  absorbed  in  a  supreme  allegiance  to 
truth,  and  his  life  was  that  of  a  Christian 
philosopher  intent  upon  one  object.  His 
sermons,  preach^,  at  the  Rolls  Chapel, 
which  contain  the  germ  of  his  philosophy, 
are  too  closely  packed  with  argument  and 
too  recondite  in  thought  to  fit  them  for 
pulpit  discourses. — Dennis,  John,  1894, 
The  Age  of  Pope,  p.  236. 

ANALOGY 
1736 

If  the  reader  should  meet  here  with 
any  thing  which  he  had  not  before  at- 
tended to,  it  will  not  be  in  the  observa- 
tions upon  the  constitution  and  course  of 
nature,  these  being  all  obvious;  but  in  the 
application  of  them:  in  which,  though 
there  is  nothing  but  what  appears  to  me 
of  some  real  weight,  and  therefore  of 
great  importance;  yet  he  will  observe 
several  things,  which  will  appear  to  him 
of  very  little,  if  he  can  think  things  to  be 
of  little  importance,  which  are  of  any  real 
weight  at  all,  upon  such  a  subject  as  reli- 
gion. However,  the  proper  force  of  the 
following  Treatise  lies  in  the  whole  gen- 
eral analogy  considered  together. — But- 
ler, Joseph,  1736,  The  Analogy  of  Reli- 
gioUy  Advertisement ;  Works,  ed.  Gladstone, 
vol.  I,  p.  1. 

The  Bishop  of  Durham  (Chandler), 
another  great  writer  of  controversy,  is 
dead  too,  immensely  rich ;  he  is  succeeded 
by  Butler  of  Bristol,  a  metaphysic  author, 
much  patronized  by  the  late  Queen :  she 
never  could  make  my  father  read  his  book, 
and  which  she  certainly  did  not  under- 
stand herself.— Walpole,  Horace,  1750, 
Letter  to  Sir  Horace  Mann,  May  2 ;  Letters, 
ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  ii. 


I  know  no  author  who  has  made  a  more 
just  and  a  more  happy  use  of  this  mode 
of  reasoning  than  Bishop  Butler,  in  his 
"Analogy  of  Religion."  .  .  .  In  that  excel- 
lent work  the  author  doe^not  ground  any 
of  the  truths  of  religion  upon  analogy,  as 
their  proper  evidence;  he  only  makes 
use  of  analogy  to  answer  objections 
against  them.  When  objections  are  made 
against  the  truths  of  religion,  which  may 
be  made  with  equal  strength  against  what 
we  know  to  be  true  in  the  course  of  nature, 
such  objections  can  have  no  weight. — 
Reid,  Thomas,  1785,  Essays  on  the  Intel- 
lectual  Powers  qfMan,  Essay  i,  eh.  v. 

To  a  mind  disposed  to  view  with  calm- 
ness, humility  and  reverence,  the  whole 
system  of  Providence,  as  far  as  it  is  per- 
mitted to  man  to  view  ''the  work  which 
God  worketh  from  the  beginning  to  the 
end,"  Dr.  Butler  has  unfolded  the  ''Anal- 
ogy, or  relation  of  the  Course  of  Nature 
to  Religion,"  by  which  all  things  are 
found  to  proceed  in  harmony  from  Him 
who  hath  made  nothing  imperfect.  I  think 
this  great  performance  of  Butler  has  pecul- 
iar force  when  it  is  considered  in  the 
conclusion  of  our  religious  researches,  and 
not  as  part  of  the  original  proof ;  or  as 
Lord  Bacon  expresses  himself,  "tanquam 
portum  et  sabbathum  humanarum  contem- 
plationum  omnium."  .  .  .  Reader, 
whoever  thou  art,  if  thou  shouldst  approve 
these  introdvjctory  ideas  to  this  great  sub- 
ject, inexhausted  as  it  is  and  inexhausti- 
ble, prepare  thyself,  thy  understanding, 
and  thy  affections.  "Te  quoque  dignum 
finge  Deo!" — Mathias,  Thomas  James, 
1798,  The  Pursuits  of  Literature,  Eighth 
ed.,  pp.  204,  205. 

Without  exception  the  most  unanswer- 
able demonstration  of  the  folly  of  infidelity 
that  the  world  ever  saw. — WnrrE,  Henry 
*  KiRKE,  1805,  Letters,  Remains,  vol.  i,  p. 
154. 

In  the  course  of  my  reading  I  do  not 
think  that  any  of  the  books  that  treat  of 
the  evidences  of  natural  and  revealed 
religion  were  omitted.  Of  all  such  works, 
however,!  consider  myself  to  have  profited 
most  by  Butler's  "Analogy, "  for  strength- 
ening my  understanding,  satisfying  my 
doubts,  and  suggesting  the  soundest  rules 
and  most  becoming  temper  for  the  investi- 
gation   of    truth. — SOMERVILLE,  ThOMAS, 

1814-30?  My  Own  Life  and  Times,  1741- 

1814. 


JOSEPH  BUTLER 


311 


The  most  argumentative  and  philosoph- 
ical defence  of  Christianity  ever  submitt^ 
to  the  world. — Brougham,  Henry  Lord, 
1835,  A  Discourse  on  Natural  Theology^ 
pL  ii,  see.  iii. 

I  should  think  you  would  gain  great 
benefit,  on  the  whole  subject  of  religion 
and  ethics,  from  Bishop  Butler's  ''Anal- 
ogy." It  is  a  very  deep  work,  and,  while 
it  requires,  will  amply  repay  your  study. 
—Newman,  John  Henry,  1840,  Letter  to 
Miss  H.f  Letter 8y  ed.  Mozley,  vol  u,  p.  311. 

Having  furnished,  with  a  design  directly 
contrary,  one  of  the  most  terrible  of  the 
persuasives  to  atheism  that  has  ever  been 
produced.  —  Martineau,  James,  1853, 
^udies  of  Christianity. 

In  truth,  the  greatest  beauty  of  any 
author's  style  consists  in  its  appropriate- 
ness to  express  his  meaning.  There  is  a 
rough  likeness  between  the  style  of  the 
''Analogy"  and  that  of  a  legal  document ; 
and  it  goes  deeper  than  might  have  been 
expect^.  For  what  makes  a  deed  obscure 
to  the  uninitiated?  Chiefly  the  attempt 
on  the  part  of  the  framer  to  exclude  all 
ambiguity.  It  looks  like  irony,  but  it  is 
true,  that  no  written  thing,  when  exam- 
med,  is  clearer  than  a  legal  document; 
and  the  object,  the  attained  object,  of  all 
those  obscure  phrases  is  to  avoid  the  pos- 
sibility of  being  misunderstood.  There- 
fore it  is  that,  the  more  one  examines 
into  possible  meanings  of  what  seemed 
clearer  expressions,  the  more  we  shall 
realise  and  admire  the  sound  judgment 
which  has  preferred  what  we,  at  first 
sight,  thought  ill-chosen  and  obscure. 
Thus  it  is  that  careful  students  of  Butler's 
works  generally  come,  in  the  end,  to  have 
a  sort  of  relish  for  his  peculiar  style. — 
Steers,  Edward,  1857,  ed.  BuUefs  Anal- 
ogy^  Prrface. 

By  the  main  body  of  Christian  believers 
he  is  still  considered  unanswered  and 
unanswerable,  strong  as  a  giant  against 
all  the  puny  attacks  of  infidelity. — Hen- 
nell.  Miss  S.  S.,  1859,  On  the  Sceptical 
Tendency  cf  Bvilefs  Analogy. 

It  is  no  paradox  to  say  that  the  merit 
of  the  "Analogy"  lies  in  its  want  of  orig- 
inality. ...  Its  admirable  arrange- 
ment only  is  all  its  own.  ...  Its 
substance  are  the  thoughts  of  a  whole 
age,  not  barely  compiled,  but  each  recon- 
sidered and  digested. — Pattison,  Mark, 
1860-69,  £!9«a2/«,  ed.  Nettleshipy  vol.  u,  p.75. 


The  one  writer  whose  reputation  stands 
out  pre-eminently  above  the  other  apolo- 
gists is  Bishop  Butler.  His  praise  is  in 
all  the  churches.  Though  the  force  of  a 
few  illustrations  in  his  great  work  may 
perhaps  have  been  slightly  weakened  by 
the  modern  progress  of  physical  science, 
and  though  objections  have  been  taken  on 
the  ground  that  the  solutions  are  not 
ultimate,  mere  media  axiomata ;  yet  the 
work,  if  regarded  as  adapted  to  those  who 
start  from  a  monotheistic  position,  pos- 
sesses a  permanent  power  of  attractive- 
ness which  can  only  be  explained  by  its 
grandeur  as  a  work  of  philosophy,  as  well 
as  its  mere  potency  as  an  argument.  The 
width  and  fulness  of  knowledge  displayed 
in  the  former  respect,  together  with  the 
singular  candour  and  dignified  forbearance 
of  its  tone,  go  far  to  explain  the  secret 
of  its  mighty  influence.  When  viewed  in 
reference  to  the  deist  writings  against 
which  it  was  designed,  or  the  works  of 
contemporary  apologists,  Butler's  careful- 
ness in  study  is  manifest. — Parrar, 
Adam  Storey,  1862,  A  Critical  History 
cfFree  Thmght,  p.  157. 

The  argument  is  handled  with  great  skill 
and  fairness,  and  the  work  has  had  a 
more  extensive  circulation,  and  exerted  a 
greater  influence  than  any  other  apolo- 
getic treatise  of  the  Modern  Church.  It 
supposes  however  that  the  objector  con- 
cedes the  truths  of  ethics  and  natural 
religion,  and  therefore  is  less  effective 
as  a  reply  to  universal  skepticism,  or 
to  such  materialistic  systems  as  those 
of  Hobbes  and  Bolingbroke,  than  the 
work  of  Conybeare.  The  purely  defensive 
attitude,  moreover,  which  it  assumes,  in 
being  content  with  merely  showing  that 
the  same  difficulty  besets  the  religion  of 
nature  that  lies  against  the  religion  of 
the  Bible,  imparts  something  of  a  cautious 
and  timid  tone  to  the  work,  though  ren- 
dering it  an  exceedingly  difficult  one  to  be 
replied  to. — Shedd,  Wiluam  G.  T.,  1863, 
A  History  of  Christian  Doctrine^  vol.  i,  p. 
212. 

His  "Analogy"  is  so  compact  and 
exhaustive,  that  it  has  superseded  and 
destroyed  the  reputation  of  all  the  replies 
to  the  Deists  then  current. — Minto, 
Wiluam,  1872-80,  Manual  of  English 
Prose  Literature^  p.  426. 

The  objection  will  naturally  be  made 
that  to  prove  so  little  was  surely  not 
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worth  such  profound  and  elaborate  reason- 
ing. But  though  Butler  was  ostensibly 
addressing  men  who  made  formal  objec- 
tions to  Christianity,  he  had  also  in  his 
mind  the  frivolous  freethinkers  of  his 
time.  Indifference  where  there  was  a 
probability,  however  small,  was  unworthy 
of  a  reasonable  man.  And  if  that  indiffer- 
ence was  the  growth  of  an  immoral  life, 
its  danger  was  serious.  It  was,  therefore, 
a  matter  of  the  greatest  importance  to 
convince  men  that  Christianity  really  had 
clear  demands  to  be  earnestly  and  impar- 
tially examined.  Butler  also  knew  the 
importance  in  an  argument  of  getting  one 
bit  of  sure  ground,  however  small. — 
Hunt,  John,  1873,  Bishop  Butler,  The 
Contemporary  Review,  vol.  22,  p.  906. 

The  ** Analogy"  has  been  built  up  like 
a  coral  reef  by  slow  accretions  of  care- 
fully digested  matter.  The  style  corre- 
sponds to  the  method.  We  may  say,  if  we 
choose  to  be  paradoxical,  that  the  ''Anal- 
ogy" is  an  almost  unique  example  of  a 
book  which  has  survived,  not  merely  in 
spite  of,  but  almost  by  reason  of,  its  faults 
of  style.  The  paradox,  indeed,  holds  only 
in  so  far  as  the  faulty  language  is  indic- 
ative of  the  effort  to  pack  thought  more 
closely  than  it  will  easily  go.  The  defect 
results  from  a  good  motive.  But  it  is  also 
characteristic  of  the  lonely  thinker  who 
forgets  the  necessity  of  expounding  with 
sufficient  clearness  the  arguments  which 
have  long  been  familiar  to  himself.  And, 
in  this  sense,  it  is  indicative  of  a  more 
serious  weakness.  Butler's  mind,  like  the 
mind  of  every  recluse,  was  apt  to  run  in 
grooves.  He  endeavoured,  as  he  tells  us, 
to  answer  by  anticipation  every  difficulty 
that  could  be  suggested.  But,  unfortu- 
nately, he  has  always  considered  them 
from  the  same  point  of  view.  He  has  not 
verified  his  arguments  by  varying  the  cen- 
tre of  thought  or  contemplating  his  system 
from  the  outside.  And  thus  his  reasoning 
often  reminds  us  of  those  knots  which 
bind  the  faster  the  more  they  are  pulled 
in  a  given  direction,  but  fall  asunder  at 
the  first  strain  from  another  quarter. — 
Stephen,  Lesue,  1876,  History  of  English 
Thought  in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol,  i, 
p.  279. 

I  have  drawn  your  attention  to  the 
terms  of  unbounded  praise  in  which  the 
*' Analogy"  is  extolled.  It  is  called  itn- 
answerSble,    It  is  said  to  be  the  most 


original  and  jircfcuni  work  extant  in 
any  langaage  on  the  philosophy  cf  religion. 
It  is  asserted  that,  by  his  ''Analogy," 
Butler  placed  metaphysics,  which  till  then 
had  nothing  to  support  them  but  mere 
abstraction  or  shadowy  specvlaUon,  on  the 
firm  basis  of  observation  and  experiment 
I  have  also  told  you  what  is  to  my  mind 
the  one  sole  point  of  interest  for  us  now, 
in  a  work  like  the  "Analogy."  To  those 
who  search  earnestly,  amid  that  break-up 
of  traditional  and  conventional  notions 
respecting  our  life,  its  conduct,  and  its 
sanctions,  which  is  undeniably  befalling 
our  age,  for  some  clear  light  and  some 
sure  stay,  does  the  "Analogy"  afford 
them  ?  A  religious  work  cannot  touch  us 
very  deeply  as  a  mere  intellectual  feat. 
Whether  the  "Analogy"  was  or  was  not 
calculated  to  make  the  loose  Deists  of 
fashionable  circles,  in  the  year  of  grace 
1736,  feel  uncomfortable,  we  do  not,  .  .  . 
care  two  straws,  unless  we  hold  the  argu- 
mentative positions  of  those  Deists ;  and 
we  do  not.  What  has  the  "Analogy"  got 
to  enlighten  and  help  us?  .  .  .  How 
unlike,  above  all,  is  this  motive  to  the 
motive  always  supposed  in  the  book  itself 
of  our  religion,  in  the  Bible !  After  read- 
ing the  "Analogy"  one  goes  instinctively 
to  bathe  one's  spirit  in  the  Bible  again, 
to  be  refreshed  by  its  boundless  certitude 
and  exhilaration. — Arnold  Matthew, 
1876,  Bishop  Butler  and  the  Zeit-Geist, 
The  Contemporary  Review,  vol.  27,  pp.  581, 
588. 

The  "Analogy,"  it  would  appear,  has 
and  can  have  but  little  influence  on  the 
present  state  of  theology;  it  was  not  a 
book  for  all  time,  but  was  limited  to  the 
controversies  and  questions  of  the  period 
at  which  it  appeared.  Throughout  the 
whole  of  the  "Analogy,"  it  is  manifest 
that  the  interest  which  lay  closest  to  But- 
ler's heart  was  the  ethical.  His  whole 
cast  of  thinking  was  practical. — Adamson, 
Robert,  1875,  Encyeloposdia  Britanniea, 
Ninth  edition,  vol.  iv. 

The  book  was  written  with  the  single 
purpose  of  assisting  others  in  what  had 
been  the  business  of  his  own  life,  the 
search  after  truth.  Its  reasonings  are 
those  with  which  he  had  in  his  own  mind 
overcome  doubt.  There  is  no  thought 
about  style;  no  care  to  give  graceful 
form  to  sentences  intellectually  armed 
with  suggestive,  defensive,  restrictive  and 
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otherwise  subordinated  clauses,  so  that  it 
has  been  said  that  everyone  of  Butler's 
sentences  is  like  a  well-considered  move 
in  chess.— MoRLEY,  Henry,  1884,  ed. 
BuUer^s  Analogy  of  Religion,  Ivirodudiony 
p.  8. 

Bishop  Wilson  has  well  said  of  the 
"Analogy"  that  probably  no  work  in  the 
compass  of  theology  is  so  full  of — to 
use  Bacon's  expression — **the  seeds  of 
things."  For  few  works  have  ever  been 
written  so  suggestive  of  thought  as  this. 
Its  author  has  condensed  in  it  the  reading 
and  reflection  of  more  than  twenty  years, 
during  which  time  there  was  scarcely  an 
objection  or  a  difficulty  which  he  had  not 
noted  and  most  carefully  considered. — 
Abbey,  Charles  J.,  1887,  The  English 
Church  and  Its  Bishops,  1700-1800,  vol. 
u,  p.  56. 

The  **  Analogy"  is  an  isolated  work. 
Even  in  its  own  age,  when  polemical 
pamphleteering  was  in  fashion,  though 
it  was  read,  it  was  neither  attacked  nor 
defended.  It  does  not  refer  to  any  theo- 
logical movement  that  preceded  it,  and  it 
is  not  the  precursor  of  any  subsequent  lit- 
erature. It  stands  alone,  original,  inex- 
orably honest  and  veracious,  but  unsym- 
pathetic, like  its  silent  and  unexpansive 
author. — GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  A  His- 
tory of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature,  p. 
275. 

The  involutions  of  the  sentence  in  the 
"**  Analogy"  are  of  ten  impassable,  as  Em- 
erson would  say,  and  utterly  opposed  to 
paragraph  structure.  Butler  is  mentioned 
liere  merely  for  the  fact  that  he  has  a 
larger  percentage  of  strictly  inductive 
paragraphs  than  almost  any  other  writer 
in  the  language.  It  may  be  added  that 
when  his  sentences  are  short  they  usually 
need  the  light  of  the  whole  section  to 
make  their  bearing  plain. — Lewis,  Edwin 
Herbert,  1894,  The  History  of  the  English 
Paragraph,  p.117. 

To  do  any  justice  to  this  great  work — 
the  greatest,  certainly,  which  appeared  in 
the  eighteenth  century — it  must  be  read 
in  the  light  of  the  Deism  which  was  then 
prevalent,  for  Butler's  mind  was  positively 
steeped  in  Deistical  literature.  If  this 
had  been  borne  in  mind,  we  should  never 
have  heard  the  objection  that  Butler  raised 
more  doubts  than  he  solved;  for  the 
doubts  were  already  raised,  and  Butler 


did  more  than  any  man  to  solve  them. — 
Overton,  John  Henry,  1897,  The  Church 
in  England,  vol.  ii,  p.  224. 

GENERAL 

He  is  a  most  judicious  writer,  has 
searched  deeply  into  human  nature,  and 
is  by  some  thought  obscure ;  but  he  thinks 
with  great  clearness,  and  there  needs  only 
a  deep  attention  to  understand  him  per- 
fectly. —  CocKBURN,  Catherine,  1738, 
Letter  to  Mrs.  Arhvihnot. 

The  literary  reputation  of  Bishop  Butler 
in  truth  is  the  least  of  his  excellences.  .  .  . 
He  was  more  than  a  good  writer,  he  was 
a  good  man ;  and  what  is  an  addition  even 
to  his  eulogy,  he  was  a  sincere  Christian. 
His  whole  study  was  directed  to  the 
knowledge  and  practice  of  sound  morality 
and  true  religion :  these  he  adorned  by  his 
life,  and  had  recommended  to  future  ages 
in  his  writings ;  in  which,  if  my  judgment 
be  of  any  avail,  he  has  done  essential 
service  to  both,  as  much,  perhaps,  as  any 
single  person  since  the  extraordinary  gifts 
of  **the  word  of  wisdom  and  the  word  of 
knowledge"  have  been  withdrawn. — Hali- 
fax, Samuel,  1786,  ed.  BuUefs  Analogy, 
Preface. 

I  am  an  entire  disciple  of  Butler. — 
Cecil,  Richard,  1810,  Remains,  p.  195. 

It  is  true,  a  man  cannot  expect  constant 
success  in  his  endeavour,  but  he  is  not 
likely  to  succeed  in  any  thing  that  is  now 
even  the  object  of  his  endeavors.  This 
speaking  as  if  one  had  something  to  say, 
is  probably  what  Bishop  Butler  means  by 
the  expression  of  a  man's  writing  **with 
simplicity  and  in  earnest."  His  manner 
has  this  advantage,  though  it  is  not  only 
inelegant,  but  often  obscure. — Whately, 
Richard,  1827-57,  Elements  of  Rhetoric, 
pt.  iii,  ch.  iii,  par.  2. 

I  have  derived  greater  aid  from  the 
views  and  reasonings  of  Bishop  Butler 
than  I  have  been  able  to  find  besides  in  the 
whole  range  of  our  extant  authorship. 
— Chalmers,  Thomas,  1834,  Bridgewater 
Treatise,  Preface. 

Now,  of  the  poetic  religion  there  is 
nothing  in  Butler ;  no  one  could  tell  from 
his  writings  that  the  universe  was  beauti- 
ful. If  the  world  were  a  Durham  mine 
or  an  exact  square,  if  no  part  of  it  were 
more  expressive  than  a  gravel  pit  or  a 
chalk  quarry,  the  teaching  of  Butler  would 
be  as  true  as  it  is  now.     .     .     .    There 
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was  a  certain  naturalness  in  Butler's  mind 
which  took  him  straight  to  the  questions 
on  which  men  differed  around  him.  Gen- 
erally,  it  is  safer  to  prove  what  no  one 
denies,  and  easier  to  explain  difficulties 
which  no  one  has  ever  felt ;  a  quiet  repu- 
tation is  best  obtained  in  the  literary 
gtuBstiunetdcB  of  important  subjects.  But 
a  simple  and  straightforward  man  studies 
great  topics  because  he  feels  a  want  of 
the  knowledge  which  they  contain;  and 
if  he  has  ascertained  an  apparent  solu- 
tion of  any  difficulty,  he  is  anxious  to 
impart  it  to  others.  He  goes  straight 
to  the  real  doubts  and  fundamental  dis- 
crepancies,— to  those  on  which  it  is  easy 
to  excite  odium  and  difficult  to  give 
satisfaction;  he  leaves  to  others  the 
amusing  skirmishing  and  superficial  litera- 
ture accessory  to  such  studies.  Thus 
there  is  nothing  light  in  Butler;  all  is 
grave,  serious,  and  essential, — nothing 
else  would  be  characteristic  of  him. — 
Bagehot,  Walter,  1854,  Bishop  Bvtier; 
Works^  ed.  Morgan,  vol.  n,  pp.  112,  123. 

The  genius  of  Butler  was  almost  equally 
distinguished  by  subtilty  and  comprehen- 
siveness, though  the  latter  quality  was 
perhaps  the  most  characteristic.  .  .  . 
He  could  not  only  recombine,  and  present 
in  symmetrical  harmony,  the  elements  of 
a  complex  unity  when  capable  of  being 
subjected  to  an  exact  previous  analysis, 
— as  in  his  remarkable  sketch  of  the  Moral 
Constitution  of  Man, — bpt  he  had  a  won- 
derfully keen  eye  for  detecting  remote 
analogies  and  subtle  relations  where  the 
elements  are  presented  intermingled  or  in 
isolation,  and  insusceptible  of  being  pre- 
sented as  a  single  object  of  contemplation 
previous  to  the  attempt  to  combine  them. 
.  .  .  All  Butler's  productions — even 
his  briefest — display  much  of  this  "archi- 
tectonic" quality  of  mind;  in  all  he  not 
only  evinces  a  keen  analytic  power  in  dis- 
cerning the  **  differences"  (one  phase  of 
the  philosophical  genius,  according  to 
Bacon,  and  hardly  the  brightest),  but  a 
still  higher  power  of  detecting  the  "anal- 
ogies" and  "resemblances  of  things." 
and  thus  of  showing  their  relation  and 
subordination.  These  peculiarities  make 
his  writings  difficult ;  but  it  makes  them 
profound,  and  it  gives  them  singular  com- 
pleteness. .  •  .  Butler's  composition 
is  almost  as  destitute  of  the  vivacity  of 
wit  as  of  the  graces  of  imagination.    Yet 


he  is  by  no  means  without  that  dry  sort 
of  humor,  which  often  accompanies  very 
vigorous  logic,  and,  indeed,  is  in  some 
sense  inseparable  from  it ;  for  the  neat 
detection  of  a  sophism,  or  the  sudden  and 
unexpected  explosion  of  a  fallacy,  pro- 
duces much  the  same  effect  as  wit  on  those 
who  are  capable  of  enjoying  close  and 
cogent  reasoning.  There  is  also  a  kind 
of  simple,  grave,  satirical  pleasantry, 
with  which  he  sometimes  states  and  re- 
futes an  objection,  by  no  means  without  its 
piquancy. — Rogers,  Henry,  1857,  Joseph 
BuUeVy  EneyelopoBdia  BrUanniea,  Eighth 
Edition. 

The  reason  or  matter  he  is  producing  is 
palpable  and  plain  enough.  But  he  is  so 
solicitous  to  find  its  due  place  in  the  then 
stage  of  the  argument,  so  scrupulous  to 
give  it  its  exact  weight  and  no  more,  so 
careful  in  arranging  its  situation  relatively 
to  the  other  members  of  the  proof,  that 
a  reader  who  does  not  bear  in  mind  that 
"the  effect  of  the  whole"  is  what  the 
architect  is  preparing,  is  apt  to  become 
embarrassed,  and  to  think  that  obscurity 
which  is  really  logical  precision.  The 
generality  of  men  are  better  qualified  for 
understanding  particulars  one  by  one, 
than  for  taking  a  comprehensive  view  of 
the  whole.  The  philosophical  breadth 
which  we  miss  in  Butler's  mode  of  con- 
ceiving is  compensated  for  by  this  judicial 
breadth  in  his  mode  of  arguing,  which 
gives  its  place  to  each  consideration,  but 
regards  rather  the  cumulative  force  of  the 
whole.  .  .  .  Butler's  eminence  over 
his  contemporary  apologists  is  seen  in 
nothing  more  than  in  that  superior  sagac- 
ity which  rejects  the  use  of  any  plea  that 
it  is  entitled  to  consideration  singly.  In 
the  other  evidential  books  of  the  time  we 
find  a  miscellaneous  crowd  of  suggestions 
of  very  various  value ;  never  fanciful,  but 
often  trivial ;  undeniable,  but  weak  as  proof 
of  the  point  they  are  brought  to  prove. 
Butler  seems  as  if  he  had  sifted  these 
books,  and  retained  all  that  was  solid  in 
them.  If  he  built  with  brick,  and  not 
with  marble,  it  was  because  he  was  not 
thinking  of  reputation,  but  of  utility, 
and  an  immediate  purpose.  Mackintosh 
wished  Butler  had  had  the  elegance  and 
ornament  of  Berkeley.  They  would  have 
been  sadly  out  of  place. — Pattison,  Mark, 
1860-89,  EssaySy  ed.  NetUeship,  vol.  n, 
pp.  76,  77. 
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All  his  arguments  are  deduced  from  the 
actual  experiences  of  human  beings.  He 
will  hear  of  no  theories  which  explain 
away  facts — which  start  from  any  other 
ground  than  that  of  facts.  He  wishes  to 
know  what  the  things  mean  with  which  he 
has  to  meddle.  He  wishes  to  know  what 
he  is  bound  to  be  and  to  do,  that  he  may 
not  be  in  contradiction  with  himself — that 
he  may  not  be  a  practical  liar. — Maurice, 
Frederick  Denison,  1862,  Moral  and 
Metaphysical  Philosophy,  vol.  ii,  p.  461. 

Soon  after  Bishop  Butler's  translation 
to  Durham,  he  assembled  his  clergy  in  vis- 
itation, and  delivered  to  them  that  Charge 
which,  from  the  extraordinary  and  mali- 
cious attacks  that  were  made  upon  it  and 
the  groundless  imputations  that  arose  out 
of  it,  has  obtained  more  attention  than  it 
otherwise  would  have  commanded.  Sir 
James  Mackintosh's  remark  upon  Butler 
has  often  been  quoted,  that  ''no  man  who 
thought  so  well  ever  wrote  so  badly;" 
and  this,  which  is  true  of  the  sermons  and 
in  a  less  degree  of  the  ''Analogy,"  is 
eminently  true  of  the  Durham  Charge. 
The  style  of  this  document  is  heavy  and 
inelegant,  there  is  nothing  to  attract  the 
attention  or  please  the  ear.  But  the 
matter  of  the  Charge  is  replete  with  sound 
sense  and  wisdom,  exhibiting  a  perception 
of  the  fitness  of  things  far  beyond  what 
was  conmion  at  that  day,  and  likely  to 
provoke  the  comments  of  the  shallow 
writers  who  then  boasted  themselves  as 
liberal  and  enlightened. — Perry,  George 
G.,  1864,  The  History  of  the  Church  of 
England,  vol.  ill,  p.  370. 

There  is  an  old  controversy  as  to 
whether  Butler's  style  is  not  unnecessary 
dark  and  obscure.  He  himself  defended  it 
on  the  ground  that  the  questions  of  which 
he  treated  are  abstruse  and  difficult ;  but 
the  fact  that  Seeker  endeavoured  to  en- 
liven the  "Analogy"  a  little  shows  that 
his  friends  thought  his  style  defective. 
Sir  J.  Mackintosh,  on  the  other  hand, 
surely  went  too  far  when  he  said  that  no 
thinker  so  great  was  ever  so  bad  a  writer. 
There  is  a  simple  earnestness  and  quaint, 
homely  vigour  about  the  "Sermons" 
which  relieve  them  to  a  great  extent 
from  this  reproach.  They  are  certainly 
not  light  reading,  and  some  of  the  phrase- 
ology strikes  one  as  artificial  and  affected ; 
but  after  the  first  plunge  these  defects 
become  less  perceptible,  while  the  reader's 


admiration  for  the  calm,  sober  wisdom, 
the  chastened  temper,  and  elevated  and 
fervent  piety  of  the  writer  continually 
increases.— Fyfe,  J.  Hamilton,  1874, 
Bishop  Butler,  Good  Words,  vol,  15,  p, 
237. 

The  influence  of  Butler  upon  Ethical 
and  Religious  philosophy  has  been  power- 
ful wherever  the  English  language  is 
spoken  and  read,  and  probably  surpasses 
that  of  any  other  single  writer.  This  is 
not  owing  to  the  originality  of  his  doc- 
trines so  much  as  to  the  compact  form  in 
which  he  has  presented  the  reflections 
which  had  been  suggested  to  many  minds, 
and  to  the  cautious  and  reverent  spirit  in 
which  he  mediates  between  the  claims  of 
independent  thought  and  a  revealed  com- 
munication of  Truth.  His  "Analogy" 
has  been  extensively  studied  and  read  as 
a  text  book  in  all  the  seminaries  of  higher 
learning,  and  has  largely  served  to  shape 
and  strengthen  the  religious  convictions 
of  the  English  people.  The  "Sermons," 
though  less  generally  read  or  studied, 
have  exerted  a  pervading  influence  upon 
ethical  philosophy.  The  "Analogy"  and 
"Sermons"  have  also  been  efficient  in 
introducing  into  Christian  theology  the 
ethical  element,  which  sometimes  it  has 
greatly  needed.— Porter,  Noah,  1874, 
Philosophy  in  Great  Britain  and  America, 
Ueberweg's  History  of  Philosophy,  vol.  ii, 
p.  385. 

The  most  patient,  original,  and  candid 
of  philosophical  theologians.  .  .  . 
Butler — and  it  is  the  great  secret  of  his 
power — is  always  depressed  by  the  heavy 
burden  of  human  misery  and  corruption. 
The  horror  of  sin  and  death  weighs  upon 
his  spirits.  Our  wisest  course  in  life  is  to 
"endeavour  chiefly  to  escape  misery." 
Mitigation  of  sorrow,  rather  than  actual 
happiness,  is  all  that  can  be  hoped  by  his 
sorely  tried  soul.  .  .  .  His  special 
method  consists  in  inferring  from  nature 
a  Creator  distinguished,  so  to  speak,  by 
personal  idiosyncrasies.  He  has  to  show 
that  the  God  who  made  alike  the  good  and 
the  bad  instincts,  takes  part  with  the  good 
and  not  with  the  bad ;  and,  moreover,  he 
has  to  show  this  from  the  inspection  of 
the  instincts  themselves.  Nature  is  to 
testify  to  a  special  design,  not  to  an  im- 
partial and  abstract  reflection  of  itself. 
This  is  the  problem  ever  present  to  Butler's 
mind,  and  his  answer  to  it  is  the  essence 
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of  his  writings. —Stephen,  Lbsue,  1876, 
History  of  English  Thought  in  the  Ehghteenih 
Century,  vd,  i,  p.  86,  vd,  n,  pp.  46,  47. 

It  is  very  much  to  the  credit  also  of 
Butler's  honesty  and  moderation,  that  in 
spite  of  the  tone  of  something  like  con- 
tempt for  the  arguments,  or  want  of  argu- 
ments, of  the  objectors  to  whom  he 
addresses  himself,  he  never  imputes  to 
them  any  moral  obliquity.  .  .  .  If  he 
was  wanting  in  some  of  the  qualifications 
of  the  professional  advocate, — the  suasive- 
ness  which  carries  the  jury  or  the  audience 
with  him,  as  we  say — the  allowance  for 
their  prejudices  and  weaknesses,  the 
appeals  to  their  better  sense,  or  the  pro- 
fessions of  respect  for  their  judgment, 
which  go  far  to  make  them  think  that  the 
verdict  for  which  so  sensible  a  speaker 
asks  must  be  the  right  one, — he  is  strong 
in  a  point  which  all  authorities,  from 
Aristotle  downwards,  have  laid  down  as 
an  essential  requisite  in  one  who  would 
persuade  men — the  creating  in  the  minds 
of  those  whom  he  addresses  an  impression 
of  his  own  high  moral  integrity,  and  ear- 
nestness of  purpose.  In  this  Butler  stands 
far  above  the  reach  of  cavil.  Objections 
against  both  his  matter  and  his  manner 
have  been  many  and  various :  some  have 
charged  him  with  coldness,  and  others 
with  enthusiasm. — CJoluns,  W.  Lucas, 
1881,  Butler  {Philosophical  Classics),  p. 
174. 

Though  there  is  much  resemblance 
between  the  moral  systems  of  Butler  and 
Shaftesbury,  there  is  hardly  room  for  a 
charge  of  plagiarism.  Had  Butler's  sys- 
tem been  unfolded  in  a  formal  treatise, 
it  would  certainly  have  been  strange  if 
Shaftesbury's  name  had  been  passed  over 
in  silence;  but  he  was  hardly  bound  to 
mention  it  either  in  the  text  or  the  scanty 
notes  of  a  short  collection  of  Sermons, 
whose  primary  object  was  probably  reli- 
gious edification, and  the  future  reputation 
of  which  he  can  scarcely  himself  have  fore- 
seen.—Fowler,  Thomas,  1882,  Shaftes- 
bury and  Hvicheson  {English  Philosophers), 
p.  151. 

Lord  Melbourne  is  truly  said  to  have 
been  ''a  far  greater  and  abler  man  than 
many  who  have  filled  a  larger  space  in  his- 
tory." Bishop  Butler's  case  is  more 
noteworthy  still.  Lord  Melbourne,  who 
filled  a  space  in  history,  was  greater  than 
many  others  who  filled  a  larger  space; 


but  Butler  was  greater  than  many  others 
who  filled  a  large  space  in  history, 
although,  strange  to  say,  to  judge  from 
the  records  of  historians,  he  filled  no  space 
in  histoiy  at  all !  White,  in  his  ''Eight- 
een Christian  Centuries,"  does  not  even 
so  much  as  mention  the  name  of  Sir  Isaac 
Newton,  so  that  it  is  no  wonder  that  he 
does  not  mention  the  name  of  so  com- 
paratively insignificant  an  individual  as 
Bishop  Butler.  Certainly,  those  whose 
names  are  mentioned  most  frequently  in 
history  are  by  no  means  always  those  who 
have  done  most  for  the  making  of  history. 
And,  on  the  other  hand,  those  whose 
names  appear  least  prominently  in  history, 
or  perhaps  not  at  all,  are  by  no  means 
always  those  who  have  done  least  to  influ- 
ence its  course.  Nevertheless,  that 
Bishop  Butler  had  a  weighty  influence  on 
the  thought  of  his  time,  and  therefore  on 
subsequent  history,  there  can  be  no  doubt. 
He  arrested  the  progress  of  Deism,  and 
by  so  doing  materially  affected  the  future 
of  religion  in  England. — Copner,  James, 
1885,  Sketches  ^  Celibate  Worthies,  pp. 
211,  212. 

He  occupies,  more  nearly  perhaps  than 
any  other  writer,  the  position  of  a  discov- 
erer in  moral  theory ;  nor  can  its  problems 
ever  be  accurately  discussed  without  some 
reference  to  his  thought.  But  sermons 
cannot  be  the  depository  of  a  philosophy. 
He  left  only  the  first  sketch  and  the 
unhewn  materials  of  a  systematic  struc- 
ture, and  receives  his  best  tribute  of  hon- 
our from  those  who  try  to  fill  in  the 
design,  and  here  and  there  add  a  sound 
stone  at  a  weak  place. — Martineau, 
James,  1885,  Types  ^  Ethical  Theory,  vol. 
n,  p.  522. 

His  two  books,  the  ''Analogy"  and  the 
"Sermons,"  are  not  bulky,  and  exhibit  a 
strange  incapacity  for  clothing  thought  in 
fit  language.  But  the  thought  is  always 
noble,  and  sometimes  it  forces  the  rebel- 
lious style  into  harmony. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1886,  Specimens  of  English  Prose 
Style,  p.  177. 

Butler  was  the  first  philosopher  to  dis- 
tinguish between  natural  and  moral  benev- 
olence and  to  maintain  that  a  disposition 
to  make  others  happy  without  regard  to 
their  character  is  not  merely  character- 
less, but  proof  of  moral  perversity.  Even 
God  cannot  make  the  wicked  happy  as  he 
does    the    righteous.      Every    form   of 
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evolution  of  the  moral  from  the  non-moral 
encounters  Butler. — Magoun,  George  F., 
1887,  A  Fountain-Head  of  English  Ethics^ 
BMtotheca  Sacra^  vol.  44,  p,  118. 

The  first  of  these  works,  the  *  *  Analogy, ' ' 
has  a  world-wide  reputation,  which  every 
day  is  constantly  increasing.  In  the  sec- 
ond, viz.,  the  ''Sermons,"  the  foundation 
was  first  laid  for  a  correct  theory  of 
morals — to  such  a  degree  that  Sir  James 
Mackintosh  speaks  of  the  doctrines  therein 
laid  down  as  being  worthy  of  the  name 
of  discoveries.  The  authorship  of  these 
works  has  placed  Bishop  Butler  upon  the 
highest  pinnacle  of  fame,  and  his  name 
is  justly  enrolled  among  the  greatest  phi- 
losophers the  world  has  ever  seen,  and  he 
is  always  to  be  classed  with  Shakespeare, 
Lord  Bacon,  Sir  Isaac  Newton,  Cuvier, 
and  other  distinguished  men  of  extraordi- 
nary genius,  who  are  generally  recognized 
as  standing  intellectually  at  the  head 
of  the  human  race.— Pynchon,  Thomas 
RUGGLES,  1889,  Bishop  Butler,  a  Religious 
Philosopher  for  all  Time,  p.  13. 

In  Butler  there  is  a  strain  of  something 
infinitely  higher ;  a  powerful  individuality 
that  cannot  be  stifled,  a  lucidity  that  gives 
to  his  writings  the  permanence  of  classics, 
and  a  sincerity  and  earnestness  that 
illumine  his  logical  acumen  with  the  warm 
lightof  genius.— Craik,  Henry,  1895,  ed., 
l^lish  Prose,  Introduction,  vol.  iv,  p.  4. 

His  appeals  at  all  times  to  the  reason, 
and  only  incidentally  to  the  feelings. 
There  is  probably  no  writer  from  whose 
works  so  little  could  be  pruned  always  as 
a  mere  superfluity  of  oratory.  .  .  . 
There  is  no  one  who  is  more  successful  in 
infecting  his  readers  with  his  own  ardour 
and  impressing  them  with  a  feeling  of  his 
entire  sincerity. — Bonar,  Jame,  1895, 
English  Prose,  ed.  Oraik,  vol.  iv,  p.  68. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  name  a  writer 
who  in  the  prosecution  of  his  work  has 
aimed  at,  and  effected  a  more  absolute 
self -suppression.  His  use  of  the  first  per- 
son singular  is  rare,  and  whenever  it 
occurs,  we  at  once  perceive  that  it  is  a 
grammatical  vehicle,  and  not  the  entrance 
of  a  caparisoned  figure  on  the  stage  for 
presentation  to  an  audience.  We  attain 
indeed  a  solid  and  rather  comprehensive 
knowledge  of  the  man  through  his  works ; 
but  this  is  owing,  if  I  may  so  speak, 
to  their  moral  transparency,   which  is 


conspicuous  amidst  all  the  difficulties  of 
gaining  and  keeping  a  continuous  grasp  of 
bis  meaning.  .  .  .  He  does  not  write  like  a^ 
person  addicted  to  any  profession  or  pur- 
suit ;  his  mind  is  essentially  free.  He  is 
the  votary  of  truth,  and  is  bound  to  no 
other  allegiance.  .  .  .  The  student 
of  Butler  will,  unless  it  be  his  own  fault, 
learn  candour  in  all  its  breadth,  and  not  to 
tamper  with  the  truth;  will  neither 
grudge  admissions  nor  fret  under  even 
cumbrous  reserves.  But  to  know  what 
kinds  and  degrees  of  evidence  to  expect 
or  to  ask  in  matters  of  belief  and  conduct, 
and  to  be  in  possession  of  an  habitual 
presence  of  mind  built  upon  that  knowl- 
edge, is,  in  my  view,  the  master  gift  which 
the  works  of  Butler  are  calculated  to 
impart.  It  can,  however,  only  be  im- 
parted to  those  who  approach  the  study 
of  them  as  in  itself  an  undertaking ;  who 
know  that  it  requires  them  to  pursue  it 
with  a  whole  heart  and  mind,  if  they  would 
pursue  it  profitably ;  that  it  demands  gf 
them  collectedness,  concentration,  and 
the  cheerful  resolve  not  to  be  abashed  or 
deterred  by  difficulty.  .  .  .  Undoubt- 
edly, if  my  counsel  were  asked,  I  should 
advise  the  intending  politician,  if  of  mas- 
culine and  serious  mind,  to  give  to  But- 
ler's works,  and  especially  to  the  ''Anal- 
ogy," a  high  place  among  the  apparatus 
of  his  mental  training.  .  .  .  Although 
no  one  would  charge  Butler  with  egotism, 
yet  he  is  evidently,  like  Dante,  a  self- 
revealing  writer.  As  a  man  governed  by 
one  dominant  influence,  he  wears  his  heart 
upon  his  sleeve.  The  master  passion  with 
him  is  the  love  of  truth :  and  it  is  never 
leavened,  never  traversed  by  any  other 
feeling.  .  .  .  Butler  assuredly  was 
not  made  for  butterflies  to  flutter  about. 
He  demands  the  surrender,  not  to  him  but 
to  his  subject,  of  the  entire  man.  It  haa 
been  well  said  of  him  that  he  is  as  much 
in  earnest,  as  if  he  were  a  gamester.  .  .  . 
To  read  them  with  levity  is  impossible. 
The  eye  may  indeed  run  down  the  pages, 
the  images  of  the  letters  may  be  formed 
upon  the  retina ;  but  the  living  being  that 
dwells  within  the  brain  is  unapproached, 
and  either  dormant  or  elsewhere  employed. 
The  works  of  Butler  are  in  this  respect 
like  the  works  of  Dante ;  we  must  make 
some  kind  of  preliminary  preparation,  we 
must  gird  up  the  loins  of  the  mind  for 
the  study.— Gladstone,  William  Ewart, 
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1896,  Studies  Subsidiary  to  the  Works  cf 
Bishop  Butter,  pp.  2,  3,  5,  6,  86,  88,  138. 
Apart  from  his  necessary  limitations  of 
knowledge,  Butler  is  for  us  a  master  of 
method  only,  not  a  leader  of  thought. 
He  is  incapacitated  for  the  delivery  of  the 
message  we  want  to-day  by  limitations  of 
feeling  no  less  than  by  limitations  of 
knowledge.  He  wrote  at  a  period  of 
human  thought  when  ''enthusiasm"  was 
a  term  of  reproach,  and  when  it  was 
believed  that  not  only  right  thinking,  but 
right  conduct  also,  could  be  arrived  at  by 
pure  calculation.  His  whole  argument  is, 
and  professes  to  be,  a  balance  of  proba- 
bilities. There  is  a  balance  of  probability 
in  favor  of  Christianity  being  worth 
inquiring  into;  after  that,  a  balance  of 
probability  in  favor  of  its  truth ;  further, 
a  balance  of  probability  in  favor  of  its 
being  prudent  to  obey  its  behests.  This 
is  the  whole  of  his  appeal.  But,  however 
it  may  have  been  in  his  generation,  in 
ours  men  are  not  moved  by  such  cold 
and  prudential  calculation. — Armstrong, 
Richard  A.,  1896,  Mr.  Gladstone  and 
Bishop  BvHery  The  New  Worlds  vol.  5, 
p.  704. 


He  is  to  be  classed,  as  regards  method, 
with  moralists  like  Shaftesbury  and  Hutch- 
eson  rather  than  with  moralists  like  Cud- 
worth  and  Clarke.  In  his  view  of  human 
nature  he  was  distinctly  influenced  by 
Shaftesbury.  He  finds  in  man  affections 
and  passions,  self-love  and  disinterested 
benevolence,  and,  above  the  rest  and 
rightly  entitled  to  rule,  though  not  always 
furnished  with  power  as  it  is  with  right, 
a  principle  of  reflection,  or  conscience. 
Taking  from  the  Stoics  the  position  that 
virtue  consists  in  "following  nature,"  he 
finds  that  to  follow  nature  is  to  obey 
neither  the  passions  nor  **cool  self-love," 
but  conscience.  In  the  history  of  ethics 
Butler  was  chiefly  influential  by  his  insist- 
ence that  among  the  impulses  of  human 
nature  some  are  disinterested,  aiming 
either  directly  at  objects  or  at  the  good 
of  others,  and  do  not  consist  of  self-love 
in  a  more  or  less  disguised  form.  To 
some  extent  Hobbes,  against  whom  all 
the  moralists  who  argued  for  primitive 
benevolent  impulses  had  been  contending, 
is  still  the  opponent  in  view. — WHrrrAKER, 
Thomas,  1896,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill, 
vol.  V,  p.  44. 


George  Berkeley 

1685-1753 

Bom,  in  County  Kilkenny,  12  March  1685.  To  Kilkenny  School,  17  July  1696.  To 
Trinity  College,  Dublin,  21  Mar.  1700;  Scholar,  1702;  B.  A.,  1704;  M.  A.,  1707; 
Fellowship,  9  June  1707 ;  Tutor  of  College,  1707-24 ;  Sub-lecturer,  1710 ;  Junior 
Dean,  1710  and  1711;  Junior  Greek  Lecturer,  1712;  Divinity  Lecturer  and  Senior 
Greek  Lecturer,  1721 ;  B.  D.  and  D.  D.,  14  Nov.  1721 ;  Hebrew  Lecturer  and  Senior 
Proctor,  1722.  Visit  to  England,  1713.  Contrib.  to  ''The  Guardian,"  Mar.  and 
Aug.  1713.  Chaplain  to  Lord  Peterborough  on  embassy  to  King  of  Sicily,  Nov.  1713 
to  summer  of  1714.  In  London,  1715-16.  Abroad  1716-20  (as  travelling  tutor, 
Nov.  1716-18).  To  London,  1720.  To  Ireland,  as  chaplain  to  Lord-Lieutenant, 
1721.  Legacy  left  him  by  Hester  Vanhomrigh,  1723.  Dean  of  Derry,  May,  1724. 
In  London  with  project  for  Missionary  College  in  America,  1724-28.  Charter  for 
College  obtained,  June  1725.  Married  Anne  Forster,  1  Aug.  1728.  To  America, 
4  Sept.  1728.  Remained  there  till  1731.  Scheme  failed,  owing  to  impossibility  of 
obtaining  promised  grant  from  English  Govt.  In  London,  1732-34.  Consecrated 
Bishop  of  Cloyne,  19  May  1734.  At  Cloyne,  1734-52.  Retired  and  went  to  England, 
Aug.  1752.  Lived  in  Oxford,  1752-53 ;  died  there.  14  Jan.  1753 ;  buried  at  Ch.  Ch. 
Works:  **Arithmetica  absque  Algebra  aut  Euclide  demonstrata,"  1707;  *' Mathe- 
matical' (anon.),  1707;  **Essay  towards  a  new  theory  of  Vision,"  1709  (2nd  edn. 
same  year);  ''Treatise  concerning  the  Principles  of  Human  Knowledge,*'  1710; 
**  Passive  Obedience,"  1712  (2nd  edn.  same  year) ;  * 'Three  Dialogues  between  Hylas 
and  Philonous,"  1713;  "De  Motu,"  1721;  ''Essay  towards  preventing  the  Ruin  of 
Great  Britain"  (anon.),  1721 ;  "Proposal  for  the  better  Supplying  of  Churches  in  our 
Foreign  Plantations"  (anon.),  1725;  "Sermon  before  Soc.  for  Propagation  of  Gospel, " 
1732 ;  "Alciphron"  (anon.),  1732  (2nd.  edn.  same  year) ;  "Theory  of  Vision  .  .  . 
vindicated  and  explained"  (anon.),  1733;  "The  Analyst"  (anon.),  1734;  "A  Defence 
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Of  Free-thinking  in  Mathematics"  (anon.),  1735;  ''Reasons  for  not  replying  to  Mr. 
Walton's  Full  Answer,  etc."  (anon.),  1735;  ''The  Querist,"  1735-37;  "A  Discourse 
addressed  to  Magistrates"  (anon.),  1736;  "AChainof  Philosophical  Reflections  .  .  . 
concerning  the  virtues  of  Tar -Water,  etc,"  1744  (2nd  and  3rd  edns.  same  year;  4th, 
1746;  5th,1748;  all  of  these  under  the  title  of  "Siris") ;  "Letter  to  Thomas  Prior" 
[on  the  virtues  of  tar-water]  (anon.),  1744;  "Letter  to  the  Roman  Catholics  of  the 
Diocese  of  Cloyne,"  1745;  Second  Letter  to  Thomas  Prior,  1746  (the  first  and  sec- 
ond letters  together,  as  appx.  to  Prior's  "Authentick  Narrative,"  1746) ;  "Two  Let- 
ters, the  one  to  T.  Prior  .  .  .  the  other  to  Dr.  Hales"  [on  the  virtues  of  tar- 
water],  1747;  "A  word  to  the  Wise"  (anon.),  1749;  "Maxims  concerning  Patriot- 
ism," 1750;  "Further  Thoughts  on  Tar-Water,"  in  "Bentley's  Miscellany,"  1752; 
"A  Miscellany  containing  several  tracts  on  various  subjects,"  1752.  Posthumous: 
Letter  (written  1741)  to  Sir  J.  James  on  the  Roman  Catholic  Controversy,  1850. 
Collected  Works:  in  2  vols.,  ed.  by  J.  Stock,  1784;  in  2  vols.,  ed.  by  G.  N.  Wright, 
1843;  complete  edn.,  with  life  by  Prof.  Fraser,  1871.— Sharp,  R.  Fabquharson, 
1897,  A  Dictionary  of  Ekglish  Avihors,  p.  23. 

The  newspapers  say  the  Bishop  of  Cloyne, 
is  dead ;  there  is  (if  so)  a  great  man  gone. 
His  country  people  are  much  disobliged 
at  his  settling  his  son  at  Oxford,  and  think 
that  an  university  that  trained  him  up  was 
worthy  of  his  son.— Delany,  Mary  Gran- 
ville, 1753,  Letter  to  Mrs.  Dewes,  Jan.  23 ; 
Correspondent^,  ed.  Llanovery  vol.  ill,  p.  197. 

In  this  respect  I  would  with  pleasure 
do  justice  to  the  memory  of  a  very  great 
though  singular  sort  of  man.  Dr.  Berkeley, 
known  as  a  philosopher,  and  intended 
founder  of  a  University  in  the  Bermudas, 
or  Summer  Islands.  An  inclination  to 
carry  me  out  on  that  expedition,  as  one 
of  the  young  professors  on  his  new 
foundation,  having  brought  us  often 
together,  I  scarce  remember  to  have  con- 
versed with  him  on  that  art,  liberal  or 
mechanic,  of  which  he  knew  not  more 
than  the  ordinary  practitioners.  With  the 
widest  views,  he  descended  into  a  minute 
detail,  and  begrudged  neither  pains 
nor  expense  for  the  means  of  information. 
He  travelled  through  a  great  part  of 
Sicily  on  foot ;  clambered  over  the  moun- 
tains and  crept  into  the  caverns  to  inves- 
tigate its  natural  history,  and  discover 
the  causes  of  its  volcanoes;  and  I  have 
known  him  sit  for  hours  in  forgeries  and 
f  ounderies  to  inspect  their  successive  oper- 
ations. I  enter  not  into  his  peculiarities, 
either  religious  or  personal ;  but  admire 
the  extensive  genius  of  the  man,  and  think 
it  a  loss  to  the  Western  World  that  his 
noble  and  exalted  plan  of  an  American 
University  was  not  carried  into  execution. 
Many  such  spirits  in  our  country  would 
quickly  make  learning  wear  another  face. 
— Blackwell,  Thomas,  1753-55,  Memoirs 
of  the  Court  of  Augustus,  vol.  n,  p.  277. 


PERSONAL 

I  went  to  court  to-day,  on  purpose  to 
present  Mr.  Berkeley,  one  of  your  Fellows 
of  Dublin  College,  to  Lord  Berkeley  of 
Stratton.  That  Mr.  Berkeley  is  a  very 
ingenious  man,  and  great  philosopher; 
and  I  have  mentioned  him  to  all  the  min- 
isters, and  have  given  them  some  of  his 
writings,  and  I  will  favour  him  as  much 
as  I  can.  This  I  think  I  am  bound  to,  in 
honour  and  conscience,  to  use  all  my  little 
credit  toward  helping  forward  men  of 
worth  in  the  world.— Swift,  Jonathan, 
1713,  Journal  to  Stella,  April  12. 

Yesterday  arrived  here  Dean  Berkeley, 
of  Londonderry,  in  a  pretty  large  ship.  He 
is  a  gentleman  of  middle  stature,  of  an 
agreeable,  pleasant,  and  erect  aspect. 
He  was  ushered  into  the  town  with  a  great 
number  of  gentlemen,  to  whom  he  behaved 
himself  after  a  very  complaisant  manner. 
'Tis  said  he  proposes  to  tarry  here  with 
his  family  about  three  months. — New 
England  Weekly  Courier,  1729,  Jan- 
uary 24,  Newport  Letter. 

Whereas  the  Rev****  Dean  Berkeley  has 
lately  produced  a  valuable  collection  of 
books,  and  sent  them  to  Harvard  College, 
voted  y*  y*  thanks  of  y*  Corporation  be 
returned  by  y'  President  to  y*  Dean  for 
the  above  donation,  procured  and  sent  by 
him,  and  y'  he  be  desired  to  make  proper 
acknowledgements,  on  behalf  of  y""  Cor- 
poration, to  those  gentlemen  who  have 
contributed  to  so  literal  a  benefaction. — 
President  and  Fellows  op  Harvard 
College,  1733,  Sept.  3. 

Bfanners  with  Oandonr  are  to  Benson  giv'n, 
To  Berkeley,  ev'ry  Virtue  under  Heav'n. 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1738,  Epilogue  to 
the  Satires,  Dialogue  ii,  v.  72-73. 
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[Newport]  Three  miles  from  the  town,  is 
an  indifferent  wooden  house,  built  by  Dean 
Berkeley,  when  he  was  in  these  parts :  the 
situation  is  low,  but  commands  a  fine  view 
of  the  ocean,  and  of  some  wild  rugged  rocks 
that  are  on  the  left  hand  of  it.  They 
relate  here  several  stories  of  the  Dean's 
wild  and  chimerical  notions,  which,  as 
they  are  characteristic  of  that  extraordi- 
nary man,  deserve  to  be  taken  notice  of : 
one,  in  particular,  I  must  beg  the  read- 
er's indulgence  to  allow  me  to  repeat  to 
him.  The  Dean  had  formed  the  plan  of 
building  a  town  upon  the  rocks  which  I 
have  just  now  tidcen  notice  of,  and  of 
cutting  a  road  through  a  sandy  beach 
which  lies  a  little  below  it,  in  order 
that  ships  might  come  up  and  be  sheltered 
in  bad  weather.  He  was  so  full  of  this 
project,  as  one  day  to  say  to  one  Smibert, 
a  designer,  whom  he  had  brought  over 
with  him  from  Europe,  on  the  latter's 
asking  some  ludicrous  question  concerning 
the  future  importance  of  the  place: — 
"Truly  you  have  very  little  foresight,  for, 
in  fifty  years  time,  every  foot  of  land  in 
this  place  will  be  as  valuable  as  the  land 
in  Cheapside."  The  Dean's  house,  not- 
withstanding his  prediction,  is  at  present 
nothing  better  than  a  farm-house,  and  his 
library  is  converted  into  the  dairy. — 
BuRNABY,  Andrew,  1759-60,  Travels 
through  the  Middle  Settlements  in  North 
America. 

He  was  idolised  in  England  before  he 
set  off  for  America.  He  used  to  go  to 
St.  James's  two  days  a-week  to  dispute 
with  Dr.  Samuel  Clarke  before  Queen 
Caroline,  then  Princess  of  Wales,  and  had 
a  magnificent  gold  medal  presented  to  him 
by  George  the  Second ;  but  he  complained 
of  the  £*udgery  of  taking  part  in  these 
useless  disputes. —  Berkeley,  George 
MONCK,  1789,  Literary  Relies,  Preface. 

Berkeley,  afterwards  the  celebrated 
Bishop  of  Cloyne,  owed  to  Swift  those 
introductions  which  placed  him  in  the  way 
of  promotion. —Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1814, 
Memoirs  qf  Jonathan  Swift. 

Malebranche,  it  will  give  you  pleasure 
to  hear,  was  murdered.  The  man  who 
murdered  him  is  well  known:  it  was  Bishop 
Berkeley.  The  story  is  familiar,  though 
hitherto  not  put  in  a  proper  light.  Berke- 
ley, when  a  young  man,  went  to  Paris, 
and  called  on  P§re  Malebranche.  He 
found  him  in  his  cell  cooking.    Cooks 


have  ever  been  a  genus  irrilabiU ;  authors 
still  more  so :  Malebranche  was  both :  a 
dispute  arose;  the  old  father,  warm 
already,  became  warmer;  culinary  and 
metaphysical  irritations  united  to  derange 
his  liver:  he  took  to  his  bed,  and  died. 
Such  is  the  common  version  of  the  story : 
''So  the  whole  ear  of  Denmark  is  abused. " 
The  fact  is  that  the  matter  was  hushed 
up,  out  of  consideration  for  Berkeley,  who 
(as  Pope  justly  observes)  had  "every  virtue 
under  heaven :"  else  it  was  well  known  that 
Berkeley,  feeling  himself  nettled  by  the 
waspishness  of  the  old  Frenchman,  squared 
at  him ;  a  turn-up  was  the  consequence : 
Malebranche  was  floored  in  the  first  round ; 
the  conceit  was  wholly  taken  out  of  him ; 
and  he  would  perhaps  have  given  in ;  but 
Berkeley's  blood  was  now  up,  and  he 
insisted  on  the  old  Frenchman's  retract- 
ing his  doctrine  of  Occasional  Causes. 
The  vanity  of  the  man  was  too  great  for 
this ;  and  he  fell  a  sacrifice  to  the  impetu- 
osity of  Irish  youth,  combined  with  his 
own  absurd  obstinacy. — De  Quincey, 
Thomas,  1827-54,  On  Murder  Omsidered 
asOnerf  the  Pine  Arts;  Works  ed.  Masson^ 
vd.  XIII,  p.  32. 

Ancient  learning,  exact  science,  pol- 
ished society,  modem  literature,  and  the 
fine  arts,  contributed  to  adorn  and  enrich 
the  mind  of  this  accomplished  man.  All 
his  contemporaries  agreed  with  the  satir- 
ist in  ascribing 
*'To  Berkeley  every  virtue  under  heaven." 

Adverse  factions  and  hostile  wits  con- 
curred only  in  loving,  admiring,  and  con- 
tributing to  advance  him.  The  severe 
sense  of  Swift  endured  his  visions ;  the 
modest  Addison  endeavoured  to  reconcile 
Clarke  to  his  ambitious  speculations.  His 
character  converted  the  satire  of  Pope 
into  fervid  praise,  even  the  discerning, 
fastidious,  and  turbulent  Atterbury  said, 
after  an  interview  with  him,  ''So  much 
understanding,  so  much  knowledge,  so 
much  innocence,  and  such  humility,  I  did 
not  think  had  been  the  portion  of  any  but 
angels,  till  I  saw  this  gentleman."  .  .  . 
Of  the  exquisite  grace  and  beauty  of  his 
diction,  no  man  accustomed  to  English 
composition  can  need  to  be  informed.  His 
works  are,  beyond  dispute,  the  finest 
models  of  philosophical  style  since  Cicero. 
Perhaps  they  surpass  those  of  the  orator, 
in  the  wonderful  art  by  which  the  fullest 
light  is  thrown  on  the  most  minute  and 
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evanescent  parts  of  the  most  subtile  of 
human  conceptions.  Perhaps,  also,  he  sur- 
passed Cicero  in  the  charm  of  simplicity. 
—Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  1830,  Second 
Preliminary  Dissertation  to  EneyclopcBdia 
Britanniea. 

There  are  few  men  of  whom  England 
has  better  reason  to  be  proud  than  of 
George  Berkeley,  Bishop  of  Cloyne.  To 
extraordinary  merits  as  a  writer  and 
thinker,  he  united  the  most  exquisite 
purity  and  generosity  of  character;  and 
it  is  still  a  moot-point  whether  he  was 
greater  in  head  or  heart. — Lewes,  George 
Henry,  1845-46,  Biographical  History  cf 
Philosophy f  p.  547. 

It  may  be  said  of  Berkeley,  without 
exaggeration,  that,  in  point  of  virtue  and 
benevolence,  no  one  of  the  sons  of  men 
has  exceeded  him.  Whether  we  consider 
his  public  or  his  private  life,  we  pause  in 
admiration  of  efforts  uncommonly  exalted, 
disinterested,  and  pure. — Cleveland, 
Charles  D.,  1848,  A  Compendium  of 
Ekglish  Literature,  p.  512. 

Whenever  a  letter  of  Bishop  Berkeley's 
appears,  it  shows  him  always  the  pure, 
the  gentle,  and  the  virtuous, the  gentleman 
and  the  divine,  the  most  beautiful  charac- 
ter of  that  generation,  the  moral  foot- 
inints  of  whose  life  are  to  this  day  visible 
on  American  soil. — Reed,  Henry,  1855, 
Lectures  on  English  Literoiture  from  Chau- 
eer  to  Tennyson,  p.  405. 

No  prominent  man  of  that  day  enjoyed 
80  many  permanent  and  eligible  friend- 
ships. Satire,  then  so  much  in  vogue, 
was  melted  into  kindness,  and  criticism 
softened  to  eulogy,  when  his  name 
occurred  in  verse,  letter,  or  conversation. 
Swift  could  not  sympathize  with  his 
dreams,  yet  he  earnestly  advocated  his 
cause.  Addison  laid  aside  his  constitu- 
tional reserve  to  promote  Berkeley's 
wishes.  Pope  made  an  exception  in  his 
favor,  and  suffered  encomium  to  remain  on 
his  musical  page  unbalanced  by  censure. 
''I  take  you,"  says  one  of  his  letters, 
inviting  the  dean  to  Twickenham,  ''to  be 
almost  the  only  friend  I  have  that  is  above 
the  little  vanities  of  the  town."  Atter- 
bury  declared,  after  an  interview  with 
him:  ''So  much  understanding,  so  much 
innocence,  and  such  humility,  I  did  not 
think  had  been  the  portion  of  any  but 
angelSy  until  I  saw  this  gentleman."    It 


is  related  by  Lord  Bathurst,  that,  on  one 
occasion,  when  several  members  of  the 
Scriblerius  Club  met  at  his  house  to  dine, 
it  was  agreed  to  rally  Berkeley,  who  was 
also  invited,  upon  his  American  scheme. 
The  latter  heard  the  merry  banter  with 
the  utmost  good-nature,  and  then  asked 
permission  to  reply;  and,  as  his  noble 
host  afterwards  declared,  **  displayed  his 
plan  with  such  an  astonislyng  and  anima- 
ting fiery  eloquence  and  enthusiasm,  that 
they  were  struck  dumb,  and,  after  some 
pause,  rose  all  up  together,  with  earnest- 
ness, exclaiming,  'Let  us  set  out  immedi- 
ately!'" When  he  determined  to  make 
Oxford  his  abode,  he  tendered  the  resig- 
nation of  the  bishopric  of  Cloyne ;  but  th& 
king  refused  to  accept  it,  declaring  that 
he  "should  live  where  he  pleased  and  die 
a  bishop."  "He  is,"  writes  Warburton, 
"a  great  man, and  the  only  visionary  I  ever 
knew  that  was."— Tuckerman,  Henry 
T.,  1857,  Essays  Biographical  and  Grit- 
iealy  p.  251. 

Bishop  Berkeley  was  not  only  a  philoso- 
pher, he  was  a  man.  His  being  was  not 
starved  upon  the  meagre  fare  of  specula- 
tion, but  nourished  by  all  the  generous 
currents  of  existence.  A  life  full  of 
active  service  to  his  kind,  full  of  the 
warm  impulses  of  a  spontaneous,  frank, 
open-hearted  Irish  nature — a  sensibility  so 
keen  as  to  lead  him  even  to  Quixotisms 
and  oddities  of  kindness — give  such  a 
warm  background  to  his  philosophy  as  no 
other  great  thinker  within  our  recollec- 
tion can  equal.  A  man  who  is  ready,  at 
an  age  when  men  are  supposed  to  consider 
their  own  comfort,  to  sacrifice  himself  in 
one  of  the  least  comfortable  of  missions — 
a  man  moved  in  later  years  to  pause  in  his 
philosophy  in  order  to  promulgate  tar- 
water — grand  specific  for  all  the  physical 
ills  of  humanity — one  who  feared  neither 
poverty  nor  neglect  nor  derision  for  what 
seemed  to  him  at  the  moment  the  best 
he  could  do  for  his  fellow  creatures, — is 
such  a  man  as  is  rarely  met  with  in  the 
sphere  of  philosophy.  No  mental  system 
has  called  forth  such  contemptuous  criti- 
cism, rude  laughter,  and  foolish  con- 
demnation— none  has  been  denounced  as 
so  visionary  and  unreal ;  yet  Berkeley  is 
the  one  philosopher  of  modern  times  who 
brings  the  race  within  the  warmest  circle 
of  human  sympathies,  and  casts  a  certain 
interest  and  glow  of  light  from  his  own 
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nature  upon  metaphysics  themaehes. — 
OuPHANT,  Margaret,  1869,  Historical 
Sketches  qf  the  Reign  qf  George  11^  Black- 
vhmhTm  Magazine,  vol.  105,  p.  4. 

The  man  who  stands  oat  as  one  of  the 
noblest  and  purest  figures  of  his  time: 
that  Berkeley  from  whom  the  jealousy  of 
Pope  did  not  withhold  a  single  one  of  all 
^ '  the  virtues  under  heaven ;' '  nor  the  cyni- 
cism of  Swift,  the  dignity  of  "one  of  the 
first  men  of  the  kingdom  for  learning  and 
virtue;''  the  man  whom  the  pious  Atter- 
bury  could  compare  to  nothing  less  than 
an  angel;  and  whose  person^  influence 
and  eloquence  filled  the  Scriblerus  Club 
and  the  House  of  Commons  with  enthu- 
siasm for  the  evangelization  of  the  North 
American  Indians ;  and  even  led  Sir  Robert 
Walpole  to  assent  to  the  appropriation  of 
imblic  money  to  a  scheme  which  was 
neither  business  nor  bribery. — Huxley, 
Thomas  Henry,  1871,  Bieho!p  Berkeley  on 
the  Metaphysics  qf  Sensation,  Maemillan*s 
Magazine,  vol,  2A,  p.  147. 

Yale  College  is  fortunate  in  the  posses- 
sion of  a  portrait  of  Berkeley,  painted  in 
this  country  by  Smibert,  an  Ehiglish 
artist,  who  accompanied  Berkeley  to  this 
country.  The  Berkeley  Divinity  School 
honors  him  in  its  name.  The  seat  of  the 
University  of  California,  at  the  extreme 
limit  of  that  westward  course  of  empire 
to  which  Berkeley's  eyes  were  turned, 
is,  owing  to  the  happy  suggestion  of  the 
present  I^esident  of  the  Johns  Hopkins 
University,  most  appropriately  named 
Berkeley,  and  the  portrait  of  the  philoso- 
pher adorns  its  walls.  There  will  be  aca- 
demic shrines  to  his  memory  in  this  coun- 
try as  long  as  our  land  shall  endure. — 
Morris,  George  S.,  1880,  British  Thought 
and  Thinkers,  p.  231. 

The  greatest  of  the  sons  of  Ireland  who 
came  to  us  in  those  days  was  George 
Berkeley,  and  he,  like  Penn,  reposed  hopes 
for  humanity  on  America.  Versed  in 
ancient  learning,  exact  science,  and  modem 
literature,  disciplined  by  travel  and  reflec- 
tion, adverse  factions  agreed  in  ascribing 
to  him  ** every  virtue  under  heaven." 
Cherished  by  those  who  were  the  pride  of 
English  letters  and  society,  favored  with 
unsolicited  dignities  and  revenues,  he 
required  for  his  happiness,  not  fortune  or 
preferment,  but  a  real  progress  in  knowl- 
edge. The  material  tendencies  of  the  age 
in  which  he  lived  were  hateful  to  his 


purity  of  sentiment;  and  having  a  mind 
kindred  with  Plato  and  the  Alexandrine 
philosophers,  with  Barclay  and  Hale- 
branche,  he  held  that  the  external  world 
was  wholly  subordinate  to  intelligence; 
that  true  existence  can  be  predicted  of 
spirits  alone.— Bancroft,  George,  1883, 
History  qfthe  United  States,  pt.  iii,  ch.  xv. 

Though  it  be  true,  therefore,  that— 
philosophy  apart — Berkeley  effected  little ; 
though  he  did  not  write  enough  to  ramk  in 
the  first  class  among  men  of  letters,  nor 
perform  enough  to  be  counted  a  success- 
ful man  of  action ;  though  he  was  neither 
a  great  social  power,  nor  a  great  mission- 
ary, nor  a  great  ecclesiastic,  it  is  also 
true  that  scarce  any  man  of  his  generation 
touched  contemporary  life  at  so  many 
points.  In  reading  his  not  very  volumi- 
nous works  we  find  ourselves  not  only  in 
the  thick  of  every  great  controversy — 
theological,  mathematical,  and  philosoph- 
ical— which  raged  in  England  during  the 
first  half  of  the  eighteenth  century,  but 
we  get  glimpses  of  life  in  the  most  diverse 
conditions :  in  the  seclusion  of  Trinity  Col- 
lege, Dublin,  in  the  best  literary  and  fash- 
ionable society  in  London,  among  the 
prosperous  colonists  of  Rhode  Island, 
among  the  very  far  from  prosperous  peas- 
ants and  squireens  of  Cork.  And  all  this 
in  the  company  of  a  man  endowed  with 
the  subtlest  of  intellects,  lit  up  with  a 
humour  the  most  delicate  and  urbane. — 
Balfour,  Arthur  James,  1897,  Berkeley's 
Works,  ed.  Sampson,  Biographical  Intro- 
duction,  p.  ix. 

UNIVERSITY  OF  BERMUDA 

It  is  now  about  ten  months  since  I  have 
determined  to  spend  the  residue  of  my 
days  in  Bermuda,  where  I  trust  in  Provi- 
dence I  may  be  the  mean  instrument  of 
doing  great  good  to  mankind.  .  .  . 
The  reformation  of  manners  among  the 
Ehiglish  in  our  Western  plantations,  and 
the  propagation  of  the  Gospel  among  the 
American  savages,  are  two  points  of  high 
moment.  The  natural  way  of  doing  this  is 
by  founding  a  college  or  seminary  in  some 
convenient  part  of  the  West  Indies,  where 
the  Ehiglish  youth  of  our  plantations  may 
be  educated  in  such  sort  as  to  supply  their 
churches  with  pastors  of  good  morals  and 
good  learning — a  thing  (God  knows)  much 
wanted.  In  the  same  seminary  a  number 
of  young  American  savages  may  also  be 
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edncated  till  they  have  taken  the  degree 
of  Master  of  Arts.  And  being  by  that 
time  well  instructed  in  the  Christian  reli- 
^on,  practical  mathematics,  and  other  lib- 
eral arts  and  sciences,  and  early  imbued 
with  public-spirited  principles  and  inclina- 
tions, they  may  become  the  fittest  instru- 
ments for  spreading  religion,  morals,  and 
civil  life  among  their  countrymen,  who  can 
entertain  no  suspicion  or  jealousy  of  men 
of  their  own  blood  and  language,  as  they 
might  do  of  English  missionaries,  who  can 
never  be  well  qualified  for  that  work. — 
Berkeley,  George,  1723,  Letter  to  Sir 
John  Percivai,  March. 

He  is  an  absolute  philosopher  with 
regard  to  money,  titles,  and  power,  and 
for  three  years  past  has  been  struck  with 
a  notion  of  founding  an  university  at  Ber- 
mudas, by  a  charter  from  the  Crown. 
He  has  seduced  several  of  the  hopefullest 
young  clergymen  and  others  here,  many 
of  them  well  provided  for,  and  all  of  them 
in  the  fairest  way  of  preferment ;  but  in 
fhigland  his  conquests  are  greater,  and  I 
doubt  will  spread  very  far  this  winter. 
He  showed  me  a  little  tract  which  he  de- 
signs to  publish,  and  there  your  Excellency 
will  see  his  whole  scheme  of  a  life  aca- 
demico-philosophical  of  a  college  founded 
for  Indian  scholars  and  missionaries, 
where  he  most  exorbitantly  proposeth  a 
whole  hundred  pound  a-year  for  himself, 
forty  pounds  for  a  fellow,  and  ten  for  a 
student.  His  heart  will  break  if  his  dean- 
ery be  not  taken  from  him  and  left  to 
your  Excellency's  disposal.  I  discourage 
him  by  the  coldness  of  courts  and  minis- 
ters, who  will  interpret  all  this  as  impos- 
sible and  a  vision,  but  nothing  will  do. 
And  therefore  I  do  humbly  entreat  your 
Excellency  either  to  use  such  persuasions 
as  will  keep  one  of  the  first  men  in  this 
kingdom  for  learning  and  virtue  quiet  at 
home,  or  assist  him  by  your  credit  to 
compass  his  romantic  design,  which,  how- 
ever, is  very  noble  and  generous,  and 
directly  proper  for  a  great  person  of  your 
excellent  education  to  encourage. — Swift, 
Jonathan,  1724,  Letter  to  Lord  Carteret^ 
Sept.  3. 

But  in  the  meantime  no  news  or  bad 
news  came  from  England.  The  money 
from  which  the  endowment  of  the  Ber- 
muda College  was  to  have  come  was  other- 
wise appropriated;  and  Sir  Robert  Wal- 
pole,  on  being  finally  appealed  to,  made 


answer,  that  of  course  the  money  would 
be  paid  as  soon  as  suited  the  public  convene 
ience,  but,  as  a  friend,  he  counselled  Dean 
Berkeley  to  return  home  and  not  to  wait 
that  far-off  contingency.  Thus  the  whole 
chivalric  scheme  broke  down.  Berkeley 
had  wasted  four  years  in  the  blank  exist- 
ence of  the  little  New  England  town,  had 
"expended  much  of  his  private  property, '' 
and  spent  infinite  exertions  and  hopes  in 
vain.  A  long  period  before  his  actual  set- 
ting-out had  been  swallowed  up  in  negotia- 
tions to  obtain  this  futile  charter  and 
unpaid  grant.  He  gave  up,  on  the  whole, 
some  seven  years  of  the  flower  and  prime 
of  his  life  to  the  scheme  thus  cruelly  and 
treacherously  rendered  abortive.  It  is 
so  that  England  treats  the  generous 
movements  and  attempted  self-devotion 
of  her  sons.  Had  it  been  a  factory  or  a 
plantation,  there  might  have  been  some 
hope  for  Berkeley ;  but  a  college  with  only 
ideal  advantages,  mere  possibilities  of 
influence  and  evangelisation, — what  was 
that  to  Walpole,  or  to  the  slumbrous  pro- 
saic nation  over  which  he  ruled? — 
Oliphant,  Margaret,  1869,  Historical 
Sketches  of  the  Reign  of  George  IL^  Blaek- 
wooiTs  Magazine^  vol.  105,  p.  21. 

With  a  character  like  that  of  Berkeley, 
and  a  scheme  so  calculated  to  strike  the 
imagination  and  the  finer  sentiments  of 
men,  it  is  natural  that  there  should  be  lit- 
tle but  reprobation  for  the  unimaginative 
and  unsympathetic  minister  by  whom 
Berkeley's  project  was  crushed.  But  a 
word  of  justice  remains  to  be  spoken,  even 
here,  on  the  side  of  the  prosaic  practical 
sense  by  which  the  business  of  the  world 
is  carried  on.  The  truth  is,  that  Berke- 
ley's project  never  conmiended  itself  to 
the  practical  tact  of  men.  From  the  first 
announcement  of  it  in  Swift's  letters  to 
Lord  Carteret  down  to  the  callous  mockery 
of  Walpole's  advice,  the  project  is  treated 
very  generally  as  a  visionary's  dream, 
which  is  not  to  be  laughed  down  simply 
out  of  respect  for  the  visionary's  charac- 
ter, and  for  the  purity  of  the  motives  out 
of  which  his  dream  arose.  Even  Black- 
well  of  Aberdeen,  and  the  other  scholars 
who  at  first  proposed  to  act  under  Berke- 
ley in  his  new  university,  all  drew  back  at 
the  last,  and  left  their  principal  to  go  out 
as  a  lonely  pioneer.  Berkeley's  scheme 
in  fact,  ignored  one  essential  condition  of 
success:  it  was  altogether  unnecessary, 
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for  the  work  he  planned  had  long  been 
carried  on  by  men  better  fitted  to  cope 
with  all  its  requirements  than  the  best 
selection  of  scholars  from  the  universities 
of  the  Old  World.  The  Puritan  settlers 
of  New  England  had,  soon  after  their 
arrival,  recognised  the  importance  of  the 
work  which  Berkeley's  biographers  some- 
times give  him  the  credit  of  having  been 
the  first  to  conceive.  Harvard  College  was 
started  nearly  a  century  before  Berkeley 
left  England,  and  even  Yale  dates  back  to 
his  boyhood.  It  seems  strange  that,  be- 
fore entering  on  his  romantic  task,  he 
either  did  not  find  out,  or  did  not  appre- 
ciate, the  nature  of  the  work  which  these 
institutions  were  already  performing  in 
the  field  that  was  to  be  cultivated  by  his 
own  labours. — Murray,  J.  Clark,  1887, 
The  Revived  Study  of  Berkeley,  Afacmillan's 
Magazine,  vol,  56,  p.  169. 

The  scheme  seems  now  so  impracticable 
that  we  may  well  wonder  how  any  single 
person,  let  alone  the  representatives  of  a 
whole  nation,  could  be  found  to  support 
it.  In  order  that  religion  and  learning 
might  flourish  in  America,  the  seeds  of 
them  were  to  be  cast  in  some  rocky  islets 
severed  from  America  by  nearly  six  hun- 
dred miles  of  stormy  ocean.  In  order 
that  the  inhabitants  of  the  mainland  of 
the  West  Indian  colonies  might  equally 
benefit  by  the  new  university,  it  was 
to  be  placed  in  such  a  position  that 
neither  could  conveniently  reach  it. — 
Balfour,  Arthur  James,  1893,  Essays 
and  Addresses,  p.  69. 

Berkeley's  American  visit  was,  in  its 
plan,  its  execution,  and  its  fruit,  much 
more  than  it  seemed  to  the  public  eye, 
either  at  that  time  or  since ;  and  while  it 
was  a  thing  that  could  have  been  projected 
only  by  an  idealist  and  a  moral  enthusiast 
— such  as  Berkeley  was — it  must  be  pro- 
nounced, even  on  cool  survey,  a  mission 
of  chivalric  benevolence  certainly,  but  also 
of  profound  and  even  creative  sagacity. 
In  its  boldness  and  its  generosity  it  was 
dictated  by  an  apostolic  disinterestedness 
and  courage  to  which,  of  course,  that  age 
was  unaccustomed,  and  which  places  it  in 
the  light  of  an  almost  comic  incongruity 
with  the  spirit  of  the  time  in  which  it 
occurred.  In  the  history  of  our  colonial 
period  it  forms  a  romantic  chapter.  But, 
in  order  to  understand  it,  we  need  first  to 
understand  Berkeley  himself,  as  well  as 


his  attitude  toward  the  period  he  lived  in. 
—Tyler,  Moses  Coit,  1895,  Three  Men  ojT 
Letters,  p.  11. 

A  NEW  THEORY  OF  VISION 

1709 

Two  clergymen  have  perused  your  book 
— Clarke  and  Whiston.  Not  having  my- 
self any  acquaintance  with  these  gentle- 
men, I  can  only  report  at  second  hand 
they  think  you  a  fair  arguer  and  a  clear 
writer,  but  they  say  your  first  principles 
you  lay  down  are  false.  They  look  upon 
you  as  an  extraordinary  genius,  but  say 
they  wish  you  had  employed  your  thoughts 
less  upon  metaphysics,  ranking  you  with 
Father  Malebranche,  Norris,  and  another 
whose  name  I  have  forgot — all  of  whom 
they  think  extraordinary  men,  but  of  a 
particular  turn,  and  their  labours  of  little 
use  to  mankind  on  account  of  their  ab- 
struseness.  This  may  arise  from  these 
gentlemen  not  caring  to  think  after  a  new 
manner,  which  would  oblige  them  to  begin 
their  studies  anew,  or  else  it  may  be  the 
strength  of  prejudice. — Percival,  Sir 
John,  1710,  Letter  to  Berkeley,  Oct. 

He  published  this  metaphysic  notion, 
that  matter  yfSia  not  a  real  thing ;  nay,  that 
the  common  opinion  of  its  reality  was 
groundless,  if  not  ridiculous.  He  was 
pleased  to  send  Dr.  Clarke  and  myself, 
each  of  us,  a  book.  After  we  had  both 
perused  it,  I  went  to  Dr.  Clarke,  and  dis- 
coursed with  him  about  it  to  this  effect : 
that  I,  being  not  a  metaphysician,  was 
not  able  to  answer  Mr.  Berkeley's  subtile 
premises,  though  I  did  not  at  all  believe 
his  absurd  condusian,  I  therefore  desired 
that  he,  who  was  deep  in  such  subtilities, 
but  did  not  appear  to  believe  Mr.  Berke- 
ley's conclusions,  would  answer  him: 
which  task  he  declined. — Whiston,  Wil- 
UAM,  1730,  Life  of  Samuel  Clarke. 

The  first  attempt  that  ever  was  made 
to  distinguish  the  immediate  and  natural 
objects  of  sight,  from  the  conclusions  we 
have  been  accustomed  from  infancy  to 
draw  from  them ;  a  distinction  from  which 
the  nature  of  vision  hath  received  great 
light,  and  by  which  many  phaenomena  in 
optics,  before  looked  upon  as  unaccounta- 
ble, have  been  clearly  and  distinctly  re- 
solved.—Reid,  Thomas,  1764,  An  Inquiry 
into  the  Mind. 

The  doctrine  concerning  the  original 
and  derivative  functions  of  the  sense  of 
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sight,  which,  from  the  name  of  its  author, 
is  known  as  Berkeley's  * 'Theory  of 
Vision/'  has  remained,  almost  from  its 
first  promulgation,  one  of  the  least  dis- 
puted doctrines  in  the  most  disputed  and 
most  disputable  of  all  sciences,  the  Science 
of  Man.  This  is  the  more  remarkable, 
as  no  doctrine  in  mental  philosophy  is 
more  at  variance  with  first  appearances, 
more  contradictory  to  the  natural  preju- 
dices of  mankind.  Yet  this  apparent 
paradox  was  no  sooner  published,  than  it 
took  its  place,  almost  without  contesta- 
tion, among  established  opinions;  the 
warfare  which  has  since  distracted  the 
world  of  metaphysics,  has  swept  past  this 
insulated  position  without  disturbing  it; 
and  while  so  many  of  the  other  conclu- 
sions of  the  analytical  school  of  mental 
philosophy,  the  school  of  Hobbes  and 
Locke,  have  been  repudiated  with  violence 
by  the  antagonist  school,  that  of  Common 
Sense  or  innate  principles,  this  one  doc- 
trine has  been  recognised  and  upheld  by 
the  leading  thinkers  of  both  schools  alike. 
Adam  Smith,  Reid,  Stewart,  and  Whewell 
(not  to  go  beyond  our  own  island)  have 
made  the  doctrine  as  much  their  own, 
and  have  taken  as  much  pains  to  enforce 
and  illustrate  it,  as  Hartley,  Brown,  or 
James  Mill. — Mill,  John  Stuart,  1842- 
50,  Bailey  on  Berkeley's  Theory  of  Visuni^ 
Dissertatums  and  Discussions,  vol.  n,  p. 
84. 

Berkeley's  "Essay  towards  a  New 
Theory  of  Vision"  is  the  chronological 
and  also  a  logical  introduction  to  his  meta- 
physical philosophy.  It  is  virtually  an 
inquiry  into  the  nature  and  origin  of  our 
conception  of  Extension  in  Space,  that  dis- 
tinctive characteristic  of  the  material 
world.  The  **  Essay"  was  the  first  fruits 
of  Berkeley's  philosophical  studies  at  Dub- 
lin. It  was  also  the  first  elaborate  at- 
tempt to  demonstrate  that  our  apparently 
immediate  visual  perceptions  of  space, 
and  of  bodies  existing  in  it  apart  from 
our  organism,  are  actually  suggestions 
induced  by  the  constant  association  of 
visible  ideas,  and  of  certain  organic  sen- 
sations which  accompany  vision,  with  ob- 
jects presented  in  our  tactual  experience. 
Various  circumstances  contribute  to  make 
this  "Essay"  more  perplexing  to  the 
reader  than  any  of  Berkeley's  other 
works.  —  Praser,  A.  C,  1871,  ed.,  The 
Works  (f  George  Berkeley,  vol.  i,  ppA,  4. 


THE  PRINCIPLES  OF  HUMAN 
KNOWLEDGE 

1710 

It  was  only  by  degrees  that  this  scheme 
of  Berkeley's  philosophy  attracted  the 
attention  due  to  so  original  and  ingenious 
a  mode  of  conceiving  the  Universe.  A 
fragment  of  metaphysics,  by  a  young  and 
almost  unknown  author,  published  at  a 
distance  from  the  centre  of  English  intel- 
lectual life,  was  apt  to  be  overlooked.  In 
connection  with  the  ** Essay  on  Vision," 
however,  it  drew  enough  of  regard  to  carry 
its  author  with  iclat  on  his  first  visit  to 
London,  three  years  after  the  publication 
of  the  "Principles."  He  then  published 
the  immortal  "Dialogues  between  Hylas 
and  Philonous,"  in  which  the  absurdity 
of  Absolute  Matter  is  illustrated,  and  the 
doctrine  defended  against  objections,  in 
a  manner  meant  to  reconunend  to  popular 
acceptance  what,  on  the  first  statement, 
seemed  an  unpopular  paradox. — ^^aser, 
Alexander  Campbell,  1871,  ed.  The 
Works  (f  George  Berkeley,  vol.  l,  y.  130. 

Which  rank  aniong  the  most  exquisite 
examples  of  English  style,  as  well  as 
among  the  subtlest  of  metaphysical  writ- 
ings; and  the  final  conclusion  of  which 
iR  summed  up  in  a  passage  remarkable 
alike  for  literary  beauty  and  for  calm  au- 
dacity of  statement. — Huxley,  Thomas 
Henry,  1871,  Bishop  Berkeley  on  the 
Metaphysics  qf  Sensation,  MacmiUan's 
Magazine,  vol.  24,  p.  149. 

The  treatise,  **0f  the  Principles  of 
Human  Knowledge,"  is  probably  the  most 
entertaining  metaphysical  work  in  the 
English  language,  and  many  men  who  turn 
away  disgusted  from  ordinary  presenta- 
tions of  philosophical  doctrines,  have  read 
it  with  amusement  if  not  with  satisfaction. 
—Alexander,  Archibald,  1885,  The 
Idealism  of  Bishop  Berkeley,  The  Presby- 
terian Review,  vol.  6,  p.  307. 

HYLAS  AND  PHILONOUS 
1718 

The  characteristic  of  his  intellect  was 
extraordinary  subtlety  rather  than  solid 
judgment.  He  had,  perhaps,  too  warm 
an  imagination  to  arrive  at  sound  and 
sober  conclusions.  .  .  .  His  style  has 
always  been  esteemed  admirable ;  simple, 
felicitous,  and  sweetly  melodious.  The 
dialogues  are  sustained  with  great  skill. 
— Minto,  William,  1872-80,  Manual  (f 
English  Prose  Literature,  p.  402. 
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In  this  work  Berkeley  first  displayed  his 
wonderful  skill  as  a  manipulator  of  the 
English  language,  which  had  never  been 
employed  for  the  discussion  of  philo- 
sophical ideas  with  anything  like  so  much 
grace  and  refinement. — Gk^E,  Edmund, 
1888,  A  History  qf  Eighteenth  Century 
Literature^  p.  198. 

A  book  marked  by  that  consummate 
beauty  of  style  for  which  he  is  distin- 
guished.— Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age 
qfPope^p.  222. 

ALCIPHRON.  OR  THE  IHNUTE 

PHILOSOPHER 

1732 

The  style  and  manner  of  this  work  are 
built  on  the  model  of  Plato,  and  may  be 
justly  deemed  one  of  the  most  happy  imi- 
tations of  the  Grecian  philosopher,  of 
which  our  language  can  boast.  There 
was  in  Berkeley,  indeed,  much  of  the 
sublimity,  the  imagination,  and  enthusi- 
asm, which  characterize  the  genius  of 
Plato.— Drake,  Nathan,  1804,  Essaye 
Illustrative  qf  the  Tatler^  Spectator  and 
Guardian^  vol.  ni,  p.  69. 

Now, — I  want  you,  and  pray  you  to  read 
Berkeley's  ' '  Minute  Philosopher ;' '  I  want 
you  to  learn  that  the  religious  belief 
which  Wordsworth  and  I  hold,  and  which 
— I  am  sure  you  know  in  my  case,  and  will 
not  doubt  in  his — no  earthly-considerations 
would  make  us  profess  if  we  did  not  hold 
it,  is  as  reasonable  as  it  is  desirable ;  is  in 
its  historical  grounds  as  demonstrable  as 
any  thing  can  be  which  rests  upon  human 
evidence;  and  is,  in  its  life  and  spirit, 
the  only  divine  philosophy,  the  perfection 
of  wisdom ;  in  which,  and  in  which  alone, 
the  understanding  and  the  heart  can  rest. 
— SouTHEY,  Robert,  1829,  Letter,  Oct., 
Life  and  Correspondence  by  C.  C.  Sovthey^ 
eh.  xxxii. 

Berkeley's  "Minute  Philosopher"  is  the 
least  admirable  performance  of  that  ad- 
mirable writer.  The  most  characteristic 
part  is  the  attempt  to  erect  a  proof  of 
theology  upon  his  own  peculiar  metaphysi- 
cal theory.  The  remainder  consists  for  the 
most  part  of  familiar  commonplaces, 
expressed  in  a  style  of  exquisite  grace  and 
lucidity,  but  not  implying  any  great 
originality.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1876,  His- 
tory of  English  Thought  in  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  vol.  n,  p.  43. 

In  this  noble  composition  the  author 


combats,  through  his  own  method,  the  dif- 
ferent types  of  infidelity  current  at  the 
time.  Berkeley's  conception  of  the  nature 
of  religion  was  more  spiritual  than  that 
which  was  prevalent  in  his  day. — Fisher, 
George  Park,  1896,  History  qf  Christian 
Doctrine,  p.  386. 

The  elegance  and  easiness  of  the  style, 
and  the  freshness  and  beauty  of  the  de- 
scriptions of  natural  scenery  by  which  the 
tedium  of  the  controversy  is  relieved, 
render  this  not  only  a  readable,  but  a 
fascinating  book ;  but  Berkeley  falls  into 
the  usual  error  of  men  who  write  on  con- 
troversial subjects  in  the  dialogistic  form. 
He  makes  his  adversaries  state  their  case 
much  more  weakly  than  they  would  really 
have  done ;  the  giants  he  raises,  only  to 
knock  down,  are  weak-kneed  giants. 
Certainly  the  same  may  be  said  of  Tindal, 
the  chief  of  the  Deists ;  but  faults  on  one 
side  do  not  justify  similar  faults  on  the 
other.— Overton,  John  Henry,  1897, 
The  Church  in  England,  vol.  n,  p.  225. 

''Alciphron"  was,  and  is  likely  to  be, 
the  most  generally  enjoyed  of  Berkeley's 
volumes.  It  is  simply  and  variously  en- 
tertaining with  merits  that  far  out-balance 
its  defects.  It  has  to  be  remembered 
that  ''Alciphron"  is  not  directed  against 
the  specific  doctrines  of  Deists  or  Atheists, 
so  much  as  against  the  general  influence 
of  such  writers  on  people  unwilling  to 
think  for  themselves,  yet  willing  because 
of  their  more  doubtful  lives  to  deny  the 
existence  of  God.  Deep  and  close  argu- 
ment throughout  would  have  helped  his 
special  object  but  little;  and  those  who 
condemn  the  work  as  shallow  seem  to  for- 
get this.  The  **  Analogy"  of  Butler  and 
the  **  Alciphron"  of  Berkeley  are  as  differ- 
ent in  special  aim  as  any  two  works  on 
one  subject  can  possibly  be ;  and  to  expect 
the  same  result  from  each  is  strangely 
perverse  and  unreasonable.  Were  its 
philosophical  value  even  less,  it  would 
still  be  eagerly  read,  for  in  an  age 
of  delicate  and  symmetrical  prose,  it 
stands  distinguished  by  its  delicacy  and 
its  symmetry.— Sampson,  George,  1898, 
ed,.  Works  of  George  Berkeley,  vol  li, 
p.  148. 

GAUDENTIO  DI  LUCCA 
1737 

"Gaudentio  di  Lucca"  is  generally, 
and  I  believe,  on  good  grounds,  supposed 
to  be  the  work  of  the  celebrated  Berkeley^ 
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Bishop  of  Cloyne,  one  of  the  most  pro- 
fonnd  philosophers  and  virtuous  vision- 
aries of  his  age.  .  .  .  The  style  of 
this  work  is  extremely  pure,  and  some  of 
the  incidents,  especially  that  of  the  Grand 
Vizier's  daughter,  who  was  afterwards 
sultana,  exceedingly  well  managed.  The 
portrait  of  the  Ehiglish  Freethinker,  tow- 
ards the  end  of  the  work,  is  skillfully 
drawn  and  the  absurdity  of  the  arguments 
of  Hobbes  very  humorously  displayed. — 
DUNLOP,  John,  1814-42,  The  History  of 
Fiction,  vol.  II,  pp,  421,  422. 

This  well-known  fiction,  which  has  long 
been  erroneously  ascribed  to  Bishop  Berke- 
ley, was  in  fact  the  work  of  Simon  Bering- 
ton,  a  Catholic  priest.  The  statement  in 
the  Gent.  Mag.  which  assigns  to  him  the 
authorship  of  this  work,  is  confirmed  by 
the  traditions  of  his  family  in  Hereford- 
shire, as  I  have  ascertained  from  authen- 
tic information.  —  Lewis,  Sir  George 
CORNEWALL,  1852,  On  the  Methods  af 
Observation  and  Reasoning  in  Politics^ 
vol.  n,  p.  273,  note. 

Berkeley's  Bermuda  enterprise,  his  for- 
mer connection  with  Italy,  his  fondness 
for  Plato,  some  vague  resemblance  in  the 
mgenuity  of  the  fancy,  and  the  amiable 
spirit  of  ''Gaudentio  di  Lucca,"  may  have 
given  rise  to  the  supposition  that  he  was 
the  author.  There  is  not  sufiicient  ground 
in  the  qualities  of  the  work,  in  the  absence 
of  any  definite  testimony,  to  justify  this 
conjecture. — Eraser,  Alexander  Camp- 
bell, 1871,  Life  and  Letters  of  George 
Berkeley,  vol.  rv,  p.  252. 

SIRIS 
1744-47 

Though  we  are  so  backward  in  some 
sorts  of  intelligence^  we  are  perfectly 
acquainted  with  the  virtues  of  tar-water ; 
some  have  been  cured  as  they  think,  and 
some  made  sick  by  it ;  and  I  do  think  it  is 
a  defect  in  the  good  bishop's  recommenda- 
tion of  it,  that  he  makes  it  a  Catholicon ; 
but  I  daresay  he  is  confident  he  believes 
it  such. — Herring,  Thomas,  1744,  Letter 
to  Buncombe. 

It  is  impossible  to  write  a  letter  now 
without  tincturing  the  ink  with  tar-water. 
This  is  the  common  topic  of  discourse, 
both  among  the  rich  and  poor,  high  and 
low ;  and  the  Bishop  of  Cloyne  has  made 
it  as  fashionable  as  going  to  Vauxhall  or 
Ranelagh.  •    .    .  However,  the    faculty 


in  general,  and  the  whole  posse  of  apoth- 
ecaries are  very  angry  both  with  the 
author  and  the  book,  which  makes  many 
people  suspect  it  is  a  good  thing. — 
Duncombe,  William,  1744,  Letter  to 
Archbishop  Herring,  June. 

We  are  now  mad  about  tar-water,  on 
the  publication  of  a  book  that  I  will  send 
you,  written  by  Dr.  Berkeley,  Bishop 
of  Cloyne.  The  book  contains  every  sub- 
ject from  tar-water  to  the  Trinity ;  how- 
ever, all  the  women  read  and  understand 
it  no  more  than  they  would  if  it  were  in- 
telligible. A  man  came  into  an  apothe- 
cary's shop  the  other  day,  "Do  you  sell 
tar-water?"  'Tar-water!''  replied  the 
apothecary,  "why  I  sell  nothing  else!" 
— Walpole,  Horace,  1744,  LeHer  to 
Sir  Horace  Mann,  May  2d;  Letters,  ed. 
Cunningham,  vol.  l,  p.  303. 

Was  an  enthusiast  in  many  affairs  of 
life,  not  confined  to  religion  and  the  edu- 
cation of  youth.  He  invaded  another  of 
the  learned  professions.  Medicine.  .  .  . 
He  published  a  book  called  "Siris,  .  .  . 
or  Tar- Water."  ...  He  ought  to 
have  checked  this  officious  genius  (unless 
in  his  own  profession-way  he  had  acquired 
this  nostrum  by  inspiration)  from  intrud- 
ing into  the  affairs  of  a  distinct  profession. 
—Douglass,  Wiluam,  1748-53,  Sum- 
mary, Historical  and  Political  of  the  British. 
SeOements  in  North  America. 

From  a  pedestal  so  low  and  abject,  so 
culinary,  as  Tar  Water,  the  method  of 
preparing  it,  and  its  medicinal  effects, 
the  dissertation  ascends,  like  Jacob's 
ladder,  by  just  gradations,  into  the  Heaven 
of  Heavens  and  the  thrones  of  the  Trinity. 
-De  Quincey,  Thomas,  1834-54,  Samuel 
Taylor  Coleridge,  CoUeeted  Works,  ed. 
Masson,  vol.  ii,  p.  153. 

Whenever  his  feelings  were  enlisted  in 
behalf  of  a  theory  or  an  enterprise,  he 
derived  an  argument  or  a  charm  from  the 
most  distant  associations.  One  of  the  last 
of  his  favorite  ideas  was  a  faith  in  the 
curative  qualities  of  tar-water,  which  had 
proved  useful  in  a  malady  under  which  he 
suffered.  His  treatise  on  the  subject 
deserves  no  mean  rank  among  the  curiosi- 
ties of  literature.  The  research,  inge- 
nuity, and  scholarship,  elicited  by  his 
ardent  plea  for  this  specific,  evince  a 
patient  and  elaborate  contemplation  sel- 
dom manifest  in  the  discussion  of  the 
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most  comprehensive  questions.  He  anal- 
yzes the  different  balsams,  from  the  balm  of 
Gilead  to  amber ;  he  quotes  Leo  Africanus 
to  describe  the  process  of  making  tar  on 
Mount  Atlas,  and  compares  it  with  that 
used  in  New  England ;  he  cites  Herodotus 
and  Pliny,  Theophrastus  and  Plato,  Boer- 
haave  and  Evelyn ;  he  surveys  the  whole 
domain  of  vegetable  physiology,  points 
out  the  relation  of  volatile  salts  to  the 
economy  of  the  blood,  and  discusses  nat- 
ural history,  the  science  of  medicine, 
chemistry,  and  the  laws  of  life,  space, 
light,  and  the  soul  itself, — all  with  osten- 
sible reference  to  the  virtues  of  tar-water. 
He  enumerates  every  conceivable  disease 
as  a  legitimate  subject  of  its  efficacy ;  and, 
while  thus  prolix  and  irrelevant,  fuses  the 
whole  with  good  sense,  fine  rhetoric,  and 
graceful  zeal. — Tuckerman,  Henry  T., 
1857,  Essays  Biographical  and  Critical^ 
p.  248. 

On  the  whole,  the  scanty  speculative 
literature  of  these  islands  in  the  last  cen- 
tury contains  no  other  work  nearly  so  re- 
markable ;  although  curiously  it  has  been 
much  overlooked  even  by  those  curious  in 
the  history  and  bibliography  of  British 
philosophy.  Every  time  we  open  its  pages 
we  find  fresh  seeds  of  thought.  There  is 
the  unexpectedness  of  genius  in  its  whole 
movement.  It  breathes  the  spirit  of  Plato 
and  the  Neoplatonists,  in  the  least  Pla- 
tonic generation  of  English  history  since 
the  revival  of  letters,  and  it  draws  this 
Platonic  spirit  from  a  thing  of  sense  so 
commonplace  as  Tar.  It  connects  tar 
with  the  highest  thoughts  in  metaphysics 
and  theology,  by  links  which  involve  some 
of  the  most  subtle  botanical,  chemical, 
physiological,  optical,  and  mechanical 
speculations  of  its  time. — Eraser,  Alex- 
ander Campbell  1871,  erf.,  The  Works 
of  George  Berkeley,  vol,  II,  p,  343. 

*  *  Siris'  is  one  of  the  most  extraordinary 
books  ever  written;  certainly  the  most 
amazing  work  in  the  literature  of  British 
philosophy.  .  .  .  *' Siris''  is  among 
the  greatest  of  Berkeley's  works ;  yet  it 
is  not  to  be  numbered  with  the  more 
closely  reasoned  works  of  his  earlier  years. 
It  is  rather  the  unstudied  murmurings  of 
a  cultured  and  persuasive  philosopher  who 
in  the  evening  of  his  life  has  fallen  a-mus- 
ing.  One  would  as  soon  turn  to  Sir  Thomas 
Browne  for  exact  science  as  to  ** Siris;" 
but  who  seeks  in  **  Siris"  delicate  food  for 


meditation  will  not  seek  in  vain.  The 
actual  value  of  its  specnlation  may  not  be 
great;  yet  the  whole  range  of  Berkeley's 
works  contains  nothing  more  completely 
characteristic  of  its  author ;  more  subtle 
and  suggestive  in  matter  and  more  har- 
monious and  splendid  in  style. — Sampson, 
George,  1898,  erf.,  Works  of  George  Berk- 
ley, vol.  m,  p.  198. 

GENERAL 
And  coxcombs  vanqiiish  Berkeley  with  a  grin. 

— Brown,  John,  1746?  Essay  on  Satin, 
pi.  ii,  I  224. 

Doctor  Berkeley,  Bishop  of  Cloyne,  a 
very  worthy,  ingenious,  and  learned  man. 
has  written  a  book  to  prove  that  there  is 
no  such  thing  as  Matter,  and  that  noth- 
ing exists  but  in  idea :  that  you  and  1  only 
fancy  ourselves  eating,  drinking,  and 
sleeping;  you  at  Leipsig,  and  I  at  London: 
that  we  think  we  have  flesh  and  blood, 
legs,  arms,  &c.,  but  that  we  are  only 
spirit.  His  arguments  are,  strictly  speak- 
ing, unanswerable;  but  yet  I  am  so  far 
from  being  convinced  by  them,  that  I  am 
determined  to  go  on  to  eat  and  drink,  and 
walk  and  ride,  in  order  to  keep  that  mat- 
tery which  I  so  mistakenly  imagine  my 
body  at  present  to  consist  of,  in  as  good 
plight  as  possible. — Chesterfield,  pSbjp 
Dormer  Stanhope  Earl,  1748,  LeUert  to 
his  Son,  Sept.  27,  No.  132. 

And  indeed  most  of  the  writings  of 
that  very  ingenious  author  form  the  best 
lessons  of  skepticism  which  are  to  be 
found  among  the  ancient  or  modem  phi- 
losophers, Bayle  not  excepted. — Huhe, 
David,  1758,  Academical  or  S^ptical 
Philosophy,  note. 

After  we  came  out  of  the  church,  westood 
talking  for  some  time  together  of  Bishop 
Berkeley's  ingenious  sophistry  to  prove 
the  non-existence  of  matter,  and  that 
every  thing  in  the  universe  is  simply  ideal 
1  observed,  that  though  we  are  satisfied 
his  doctrine  is  not  true,  it  is  impossible 
to  refute  it.  I  never  shall  forget  the 
alacrity  with  which  Johnson  answered, 
striking  his  foot  with  mighty  force  against 
a  large  stone,  till  he  rebounded  from  it, 
'  *  I  refute  it  thus.*'  This  was  a  stout  exem- 
plification of  the  first  truths  (f  Pht 
Bouffier,  or  the  original  principles  of  Raid 
and  of  Beattie ;  without  admitting  which 
we  can  no  more  argue  in  metaphysicks, 
than  we  can  argue  in  mathematicks  without 
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ns.  To  roe  it  is  not  conceivable  how 
eley  can  be  answered  by  pure  reason- 
but  I  know  that  the  nice  and  diffi- 
task  was  to  have  been  undertaken  by 
)f  the  most  luminous  roinds  of  the 
int  age  (Edmund  Burke),  had  not 
icks  "turned  him  from  calm  philosophy 
."  What  an  admirable  display  of 
Ity,  united  with  brilliance,  might  his 
mding  with  Berkeley  have  afforded 
-Johnson,  Samuel,  1763,  Ltfe  by 
^elly  ed.  Hilly  vol.  I,  p.  545. 
has  often  given  me  great  pain  to  see 
)p  Berkeley,  a  most  pious  and  learned 
overturn  the  main  foundations  of  all 
ion  and  all  knowledge,  by  the  most 
ivagant  scepticism  concerning  the 
existence  of  matter,  in  some  of  his 
ngs ;  and  then  fancy,  that  in  others 
)uld,  by  any  force  of  argument,  estab- 
the  evidences  of  Christianity,  which 
I  perpetual  appeal  to  the  truth  of  our 
iS,  and  grounded  on  a  supposition, 
they  cannot  deceive  us  in  those  things 
h  are  the  proper  and  natural  objects 
hem,  within  their  due  limits.  Can 
vender,  that  the  sceptics  should  lay 
of  the  former  in  answer  to  the  latter  ? 
can  any  more  useful  service  be  done 
iristianity,  than  to  shew  the  fallacy 
ich  whimsies  as  would  make  the  body 
irist,  which  his  disciples  saw  and  felt, 
)dy  at  all  ?  and  the  proof  of  his  resur- 
on,  from  the  testimony  of  their 
3S,  a  mere  delusive  idea  ? — Lyttel- 
GeorgeLord,  1770,  Letter  to  Beattie, 
S ;  Forbes,  Life  ofBeattie,  vol.  I,  p.  228. 

le  substance,  or  at  least  the  founda- 
of  Berkeley's  argument  against  the 
;ence  of  niatter,  may  be  found  in 
:e's  essay,  and  in  the  "Principia"  of 
lartes.  And  if  this  be  conclusive,  it 
es  that  to  be  false  which  every  man 
;  necessarily  believe  every  moment  of 
life  to  be  true,  and  that  to  be  true 
h  no  man  since  the  foundation  of  the 
d  was  ever  capable  of  believing  for  a 
le  moment.— Beattie,  James,  1773, 
y  on  the  Nature  and  ImmutabiiUy  of 
A,  pt.  ii,  ch.  ii. 

I  the  intellectual  powers  of  the  Bishop, 
ay  be  observed,  that,  though  strong 

acute  in  no  common  degree,  they 
)  frequently  mingled  with  too  much 
osiasm  and  imagination  for  the  pur- 
s  of  strict  philosophical  ratiocination. 

knowledge,  however,  was  of  great 


compass,  and  extended  to  all  the  useful 
arts  and  occupations  of  life ;  of  which,  it 
has  been  said,  that  there  was  scarcely  one, 
liberal  or  mechanic,  of  which  he  knew  not 
more  than  the  ordinary  practitioners. — 
Drake,  Nathan,  1804,  Essays  Illustrative 
of  the  Tatter,  Spectator  and  Guardian, 
vol.  m,  p.  75. 

A  roan  uniformly  so  amiable  as  to  be 
ranked  among  the  first  of  human  beings ; 
a  writer  sometimes  so  absurd  that  it  has 
been  doubted  whether  it  was  possible  he 
could  be  serious  in  the  principles  he  laid 
down.  His  actions  manifested  the  warm- 
est zeal  for  the  interests  of  Christianity, 
while  some  of  his  writings  seemed  intended 
to  assist  the  cause  of  infidelity.  Yet  the 
respect  which  all  who  knew  Dr.  Berkeley 
have  felt  for  his  excellent  character,  has 
rescued  him  in  some  measure  from  this 
imputation,  and  he  will  deservedly  be 
handed  down  to  posterity  as  an  able  cham- 
pion of  religion,  although  with  a  love  of 
paradox,  and  somewhat  of  the  pride  of 
philosophy,  which  his  better  sense  could 
restrain.— Chalmers,  Alexander,  1808- 
23,  ed..  The  British  Essayists,  Prrfaee  to 
the  Guardian,  p.  17. 

Possessing  a  mind  which,  however  in- 
ferior to  that  of  Locke  in  depth  of  refiec- 
tion  and  in  soundness  of  judgment,  was 
fully  its  equal  in  logical  acuteness  and 
invention,  and  in  learning,  fancy,  and  taste 
far  its  superior.  Berkeley  was  singularly 
fitted  to  promote  that  reunion  of  Philoso- 
phy and  of  the  Fine  Arts  which  is  so  essen- 
tial to  the  prosperity  of  both.  .  .  . 
With  these  intellectual  and  moral  endow- 
ments, admired  and  blazoned  as  they  were 
by  the  roost  distinguished  wits  of  his  age, 
it  is  not  surprising  that  Berkeley  should 
have  given  a  popularity  and  fashion  to 
roetaphysical  pursuits  which  they  had 
never  before  acquired  in  England. — Stew- 
art, DUGALD,  1815-21,  First  Preliminary 
Dissertation  to  Eneyelopcedia  Britannica. 

When  Bishop  Berkeley  said  there  was  no 
matter, 

And  prov*d  it — 'twas  no  matter  what  he 
said: 
They  say  his  system  'tis  in  vain  to  batter, 

Too  subtle  for  the  airiest  human  head. 
And  yet  who  can  believe  it  ?  I  wonld  shatter 

Gladly  all  matters  down  to  stone  or  lead, 
Or  adamant,  to  find  the  world  a  spirit. 
And  wear  my  head,  denying  that  I  wear  it. 

— Byron,  Lord,  1823,  Don  Juan,  canto 
xi,  s.  i. 
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Berkeley  'can  only  be  confuted,  or 
answered,  by  one  sentence.  So  it  is  with 
Spinoza.  His  premiss  panted,  the  deduc- 
tion is  a  chain  of  adamant. — Coleridge, 
Samuel  Taylor,  1827,  Table  Talk,  ed. 
Ashe,  July  23,  p,  56. 

Berkeley,  the  strongest,  the  honestest 
thinker  among  our  English  metaphysicians 
— Berkeley,  who  loved  truth  with  his 
whole  heart  and  soul,  and  who,  in  pursuing 
it,  was  as  humble  as  he  was  courageous — 
Berkeley,  who,  though  he  reasoned  from 
narrow  premises,  and  therefore  never  dis- 
covered the  whole  breadth  and  universal- 
ity of  the  principles  which  he  sought 
after,  yet  was  able,  such  was  the  spirit- 
uality of  his  intellect,  even  out  of  that 
narrow  system,  which  conducted  every  one 
else  who  reasoned  from  it  to  materialism, 
to  bring  the  other  and  far  more  impor- 
tant side  of  truth — Berkeley,  whose  under- 
standing, indeed,  missed  the  "circumfer- 
ence," but  who  found  the  ** centre"  in 
his  heart.— Maurice,  Frederick  Deni- 
SON,  1828,  Life  by  Maurice,  vol,  i,  p,  82. 

Among  all  philosophers,  ancient  or 
modem,  we  are  acquainted  with  none  who 
presents  fewer  vulnerable  points  than 
Bishop  Berkeley.  His  language,  it  is 
true,  has  sometimes  the  appearance  of 
paradox ;  but  there  is  nothing  paradoxical 
in  his  thoughts,  and  time  has  proved  the 
adamantine  solidity  of  his  principles. 
With  less  sophistry  than  the  simplest,  and 
with  more  subtlety  than  the  acutest  of 
his  contemporaries,  the  very  perfection 
of  his  powers  prevented  him  from  being 
appreciated  by  the  age  in  which  he  lived. 
The  philosophy  of  that  period  was  just 
sufficiently  tinctured  with  common  sense 
to  pass  current  with  the  vulgar,  while  the 
common  sense  of  the  period  was  just  suffi- 
ciently coloured  by  philosophy  to  find 
acceptance  among  the  learned.  But 
Berkeley,  ingenious  beyond  the  ingenuities 
of  philosophy,  and  unsophisticated  beyond 
the  artlessness  of  common  sense,  saw  that 
there  was  no  sincerity  in  the  terms  of  this 
partial  and  unstable  compromise;  that 
the  popular  opinions,  which  gave  currency 
and  credence  to  the  theories  of  the  day, 
were  not  the  unadulterated  convictions  of 
the  natural  understanding ;  and  that  the 
theories  of  the  day,  which  professed  to 
give  enlightenment  to  the  popular  opinions, 
were  not  the  genuine  offspring  of  the 
speculative  reason.     In  endeavouring  to 


construct  a  system  in  which  this  spurious 
coalition  should  be  exposed,  and  in  which 
our  natural  convictions  and  our  speculative 
conclusions  should  be  more  &rmly  and 
enduringly  reconciled,  he  necessarily 
offended  both  parties,  even  when  he  ap- 
peared to  be  giving  way  to  the  opposite 
prejudices  of  each.  He  overstepped  the 
predilections  both  of  the  learned  and  the 
unlearned.  His  extreme  subtlety  was  a 
stumbling-block  in  the  path  of  the  philos- 
ophers; and  his  extreme  simplicity  was 
more  than  the  advocates  of  common  sense 
were  inclined  to  bargain  for.  .  .  . 
The  peculiar  endowment  by  which  Berke- 
ley was  distinguished,  far  beyond  his 
predecessors  and  contemporaries,  and  far 
beyond  almost  every  philosopher  who  has 
succeeded  him,  was  the  eye  he  had  for 
facts,  and  the  singular  pertinacity  with 
which  he  refused  to  be  dislodged  from  his 
hold  upon  them. — Perrier,  James  Fred- 
erick, 1842-6,  Berkeley  and  Idealism, 
Lectures,  vol.  ii,  pp,  291,  293. 

Although  the  several  treatises  of  the 
author  in  defence  of  Christianity, — in  sup- 
port of  the  diffusion  of  knowledge, — on 
discovering  new  means  for  the  alleviation 
of  human  suffering, — and  on  promoting 
the  study  of  metaphysics  and  mathematics, 
have  obtained  the  applause  of  the  learned, 
yet  their  association  with  his  new  and 
difficult  theory  in  pneumatology  militated 
so  far  against  their  reception  with  the 
public  in  general,  that  one  perfect  edition 
only  of  his  works  has  hitherto  ever 
appeared.  This  was  a  circumstance  much 
to  be  regretted,  since  no  other  writer,  of 
the  literary  age  in  which  he  flourished, 
has  left  more  able,  original,  or  useful 
advice,  in  religion,  philosophy,  and  politics. 
—Wright,  G.  N.,  1843,  ed.,  The  Wor 
of  George  Berkeley,  Prrface,  vol.  I,  p.  iii. 

If,  then,  Berkeley  is  more  rigorous  i 
his  analysis  of  facts,  and  more  ingeniou^^-J 
and  plausible  in  his  hypothesis,  than  hi^-i 
antagonists  suppose,  shall  we  pronounce  ^ 
his  Idealism  satisfactory  and  true  ?  Humi^  -^ 
said  of  it,  that  it  admitted  of  no  answe 
but  produced  no  conviction.  And  w 
have  met  with  no  final  refutation  of  i 
Yet,  inasmuch  as  it  is  the  irresistible 
lief  of  mankind  that  objects  are 
dependent  either  upon  our  perception 
them,  or  upon  the  perception  of  any  oth 
mind,  for  their  existence — that  objec 
exist  per  se,  and  would  continue  to 
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ninds  were  annihiliated — Berkeley's 
'  never  can  prodace  conviction, 
therefore,  was  right  in  standing  by 
liversal  and  irresistible  belief.  He 
gregiously  wrong,  however,  in  sup- 
;  that  he  answered  Berkeley  by  an 

to  this  irresistible  belief.  It  does 
How  that  a  belief  which  is  irresisti- 
ist  be  true.  This  maxim,  so  loudly 
imed  by  the  Scotch  school,  is  refuted 
eral  well-known  facts  in  philosophy, 
-to  take  the  most  striking  example 
belief  that  the  sun  revolved  round 
rth,  was  for  many  centuries  irresist- 
nd  false.  Why  may  not  Berkeley 
been  a  metaphysical  Copernicus, 
)y  rigorous  demonstration,  proved 
lief  of  mankind  in  the  existence  of 
-  to  be  irresistible  and  false  ?  Reid 
)  answer  to  give.  He  can  merely 
I  side  with  the  vulgar;"  but  he 

have  given  the  same  answer  to 
licus.  Many  illustrious  men  (Bacon 
:  them)  ridiculed  the  Copemican 
';  but  all  the  dogmatism,  ridicule, 
immon  sense  in  the  world  could  not 
that  theory.  Why,  we  repeat,  may 
drkeley  have  been  a  metaphysical 
licus  ?  To  prove  that  he  was  not, 
iust  prove  his  reasoning  defective ; 
ve  this,  you  must  show  wherein  his 
lies,  and  not  wherein  his  theory  is 
riance  with  your  belief.  .  .  • 
preat  result  of  Berkeley's  labors 
le  lesson  he  taught  of  the  vanity  of 
gical  speculations.  He  paved  the 
0  that  skepticism  which,  gulf-like, 
as  the  terminal  road  of  all  consist- 
jtaphysics. — Lewes,  George  Henry, 
46,  Biographical  History  of  Philos- 
pp.  563,  568. 

only  metaphysical  writer  of  the 
besides  Locke  and  Hume,  who  has 
lined  a  very  high  name  in  philosoph- 
listory.  He  forms  a  solitary — it 
seem  a  singular — exception  to  what 
len  said  of  the  prosaic  and  unmeta- 
lal  character  of  this  moralizing  age. 
wo  peculiar  metaphysical   notions 

are  connected  with  Berkeley's 
and  which,  though  he  did  not  orig- 
he  propounded  with  a  novelty  and 
3tness  equal  to  originality,  have 
}  ranked  as  being  on  the  extreme 
of  rational  speculation,  if  not  ac- 
within  the  region  of  unfruitful  par- 
and  metaphysical  romance.    These 


two  memorable  speculations,  as  pro- 
pounded by  Berkeley  in  the  **Alciphron," 
come  before  us  not  as  a  Utopian  dream, 
or  an  ingenious  play  of  reason,  but  inter- 
woven in  a  polemic  against  the  prevailing 
unbelief.  They  are  made  to  bend  to  a 
most  practical  purpose,  and  are  Berkeley's 
contributions  to  the  Deistical  controversy. 
The  character  of  the  roan,  too,  was  more 
in  harmony  with  the  plain  utilitarian  spirit 
of  his  time  than  with  his  own  refining  in- 
tellect. He  was  not  a  closet-thinker,  like 
his  master  Malebranche,  but  a  man  of  the 
world  and  of  society,  inquisitive  and  well 
informed  in  many  branches  of  practical 
science.  Practical  schemes,  social  and 
philanthropic,  occupied  his  mind  more 
than  abstract  thinking.  In  pushing  the 
received  metaphysical  creed  to  its  para- 
doxical consequences,  as  much  as  in  pre- 
scribing "tar-water,"  he  was  thinking 
only  of  an  immediate  ''benefit  to  man- 
kind." He  seems  to  have  thought  noth- 
ing of  his  argument  until  he  had  brought 
it  to  bear  on  the  practical  questions  of 
the  day.— Pattison,  Mark,  1860-89, 
Religious  Thought  in  England,  Essays,  ed, 
NetUeship,  vol.  H,  p.  110. 

The  most  subtle  metaphysician  who  has 
overwritten  in  English. — Buckle,  Henry 
Thomas,  1861,  History  of  Oivilization  in 
England,  vol.  ii,  p.  217. 

As  to  Berkeley,  it  is  of  the  less  conse- 
quence, because  I  was  early  lent  a  good 
three-volume  edition  of  his  works  by  a 
noble  friend,  who  was  formerly  a  pupil  of 
mine,  and  who,  after  about  twenty-five 
years,  reclaimed  the  loan  not  very  long 
ago ;  so  that  I  had  leisure  to  become  sufii- 
ciently  impregnated  with  Berkeley's  teach- 
ing, for  one  who  has  never  aspired  to  be 
himself  a  teacher  of  Philosophy.  In  fact, 
when  I  was  rather  young,  namely,  in 
1832,  I  allowed  Coleridge  (at  Highgate) 
to  see  that  I  was  at  that  time  a  regular 
Berkeleyan ;  and  he  was  pleased  to  say — 
for  our  several  interviews,  of  that  year 
and  the  following,  of  which  some  were 
long,  were  not  all  monologues  on  his  part 
— he  allowed  me  to  make  a  remark  now 
and  then,  and  actually  modified  his  dis- 
course to  meet  it:  **0h,  sir,  you  will 
grow  out  of  that !' '  In  some  respects  that 
prophecy  has  been  since  fulfilled ;  but  out 
of  love  and  reverence  for  the  great  and 
good  Bishop,  I  trust  that  I  shall  never 
grow.— Hamilton,  Sir  William  Rowan, 
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1864,  Letter^  Life^  ed.  GraveB^  vol.  ni, 
p.  177. 

The  greatest  modern  master  of  the 
Socratic  dialogue.— Lecky,  Wiluam  Ed- 
ward Hartpole,  1865,  History  (f  the  Rise 
and  Influence  of  the  Spirit  of  Rationalism 
in  Europe^  vol.  n,  ch.  iv. 

His  claim  to  the  name  of  metaphysician 
transcends  those  of  most  of  his  country- 
men. He,  first  of  his  nation,  dealt  face  to 
face  with  ideas  as  distinguished  from  scho- 
lastic fancies  and  common  notions,  and 
thus  gave  them  their  place  in  the  order  of 
mind ;  and  this  to  exhaustive  issues,  as  his 
English  predecessors  in  thought  had  failed 
to  do.  His  idealism  is  the  purest  which 
the  British  Isles  have  produced. — Alcott, 
A.  Bronson,  1869,  Concord  Days,  p.  236. 

The  whole  of  Berkeley's  doctrine  on  the 
nature  of  the  Material  Substance  and  of 
the  Ebcternal  Universe  is  contained  in  the 
single  proposition,  that  ''Matter  is  a  Phe- 
nomenon," i.  e.  that  its  Esse  is  Percipi, 
This  discovery  respecting  the  essential 
constitution  of  the  Material  Substance, 
first  made  by  Berkeley  and  never  after- 
wards abandoned  by  deep-thinking  men,  is 
now,  under  some  one  expression  or  an- 
other part  and  parcel  of  every  metaphys- 
ical system  and  of  the  convictions  of 
every  metaphysician,  whether  he  happens 
to  be  aware  that  it  is  Berkeley's  doctrine 
or  not.  Indeed  many,  we  may  even  say 
most,  of  those  who  hold  the  doctrine  in 
foreign  countries,  are  not  aware  that  it  is 
80.  The  hardest  work  of  the  Berkeleian 
advocate  is  often  to  make  people  aware 
that  what  they  hold  is  Berkeley's  doc- 
trine. The  tenet  itself  never  presented 
any  real  difficulty  to  the  metaphysician 
except  as  the  disturber  of  something  pre- 
conceived, and  it  is  entirely  a  mistake 
which  leads  one  or  two  writers  to  fancy 
that  the  doctrine,  after  it  was  once  pro- 
mulgated, was  ever  a  neglected  one.  Such 
is  never  the  fate  of  what  is  true.  The 
ablest  metaphysicians  held  the  doctrine 
even  before  it  was  recognized  as  a  dis- 
covery of  science.  Does  it  not  seem  frivo- 
lous to  say  that  they  abandoned  it  after 
they  discovered  it  to  be  a  scientific  fact  ? 
—Simon,  T.  Collyns,  1869,  Berkeley's 
Doctrine  on  the  Nature  of  Matter,  Journal 
(f  Speculative  Philosophy,  vol.  iii,  p.  336. 

Berkeley  has  suffered  more  than  per- 
haps any  other  great  modern  philosopher 
from  misunderstanding.    He  lived  through 


the  most  prosaic  and  least  metaphysical 
age  since  the  revival  of  letters :  he  was 
himself  the  greatest  metaphysician  in  his 
own  age.  When  reflection  returned  to 
the  springs  of  thought  and  feeling,  his 
philosophical  language  had  in  some  meas- 
ure lost  the  meaning  which  he  intended, 
and  no  adequate  attempt  has  since  been 
made  to  recover  his  point  of  view,  or  to 
recognise  the  intellectual  influence  which, 
partly  originating  in  him,  has  since  been 
silently  modifying  all  the  deeper  thought 
of  the  time  in  physics  and  in  metaphysical 
philosophy.  Is  an  unknowing  and  unknown 
something  called  Matter,  or  is  Intelligence 
the  supreme  reality ;  and  are  men  the  tran- 
sient results  of  material  organization,  or 
are  they  immortal  beings  ?  This  is  Berke- 
ley's implied  question.  His  answer  to  it, 
although,  in  his  own  works,  it  has  not 
been  thought  out  by  him  into  its  primary 
principles,  or  sufficiently  guarded  in  some 
parts,  nevertheless  marks  the  beginning 
of  the  second  great  period  in  modem 
thought,  that  in  which  we  are  living. 
The  answer  was  virtually  reversed  in 
Hume,  whose  exclusive  phenomenalism, 
reproduced  in  the  Positivism  of  the  nine- 
teenth century,  led  to  the  Scotch  conserv- 
ative psychology,  and  to  the  great  Ger- 
man speculation  which  Kant  inaugurated. 
It  is  as  a  spiritual  philosopher,  having 
warm  and  true  sympathy  in  all  human  life, 
that  Bishop  Berkeley  must  be  looked  at, 
and  not  at  all  as  a  professional  ecclesias- 
tic. His  writings  and  his  life  centre  in 
speculative  philosophy.  But  they  radiate 
from  it  in  various  practical  and  fruitful 
directions ;  for  his  inclination  was  to  what 
is  concrete,  at  first  in  a  more  polemical, 
but  afterwards  in  a  meditative  spirit.  In 
their  form,  his  works  are  numerous  and 
occasional,  not  individually  bulky  or  sys- 
tematic. —  Eraser,  Alexander  Camp- 
bell, 1871,  ed.,  The  Works  (f  George 
Berkeley,  Prrface,  vol.  i,  p.  vii. 

He  believed  in  truth,  and  sought  it  in 
independent  thought,  not  in  tradition. 
He  had  no  narrow  or  dogmatic  creed,  and 
no  ecclesiastical  spirit,  but  sought  good 
and  truth  everywhere,  and  recognized 
them  wherever  he  found  them.  The  key 
to  his  philosophy  is  to  be  found  in  an  in- 
stinctive revolt  against  the  abstractions 
of  scholastic  tradition. — Sumner,  Wil- 
liam G.,  1871,  The  Life  and  Works  <f 
Bishop  Berkeley,  The  Nation,  vol.  13,  p.  59. 


GEORGE  BERKELEY 


333 


may  surprise  those  who  have  imbibed 
•opular  prejudice  against  Berkeley 
paradoxical  visionary,  to  hear  him 
ibed  as  an  advocate  of  common  sense, 
n  truth,  as  his  editor  has  observed, 
iley  has  suffered  more  perhaps  than 
other  great  modern  philosopher 
misunderstanding. — Mansel,  Henry 
UEVILLE,  1871,  On  the  Idealism  of 
ley;  Letters,  Lectures  and  Reviews, 


what  is  called  **the  philosophy  of 
ley,*'  it  is  enough  to  say  here,  that, 
base  and  a  mode  of  statement  suited 
own  time  and  to  the  shape  in  which 
ialism  found  acceptance,  it  was  an 
ate  antagonistic  presentment  of  the 
3  of  a  high  and  pure  spiritualism, 
tbsurd  popular  apprehension  of  his 
lophy  found  expression  in  the  facile 
tion  that  Berkeley  denied  the  exist- 
of  the  material  world,  and  referred 
lea  of  it  to  a  simple  illusion  of  the 
3.  So  far  was  he  from  such  an 
dity  as  this,  that  he  maintained  that 
as  proving  the  actual  existence  of 
laterial  world  by  a  new  and  posi- 
method,  when  he  affirmed  that  we 
primarily  and  equally  allow  for  the 
:y  and  reality  of  those  intellectual 
spiritual  faculties  of  our  own,  by 
I  we  take  cognizance  of  it  and  appre- 
it. — Ellis,  George  E.,  1871,  Life 
^hxxp  Berkeley,  Old  and  New,  vol.  4, 
J. 

the  facilities  afforded  by  Professor 
r's  labours  induce  those  who  are  in- 
;ed  in  philosophy  or  in  the  history  of 
jophy  to  study  Berkeley's  specula- 
as  they  issued  from  his  own  mind,  we 
it  will  be  recognised  that  of  all  who, 
the  earliest  times,  have  applied  the 
:s  of  their  minds  to  metaphysical  in- 
js,  he  is  the  one  of  greatest  philo- 
e  genius:  though  among  these  are 
led  Plato,  Hobbes,  Locke,  Hartley, 
lume;  Descrates,  Spinoza,  Leibnitz, 
[ant.  For,  greatly  as  all  these  have 
d  the  progress  of  philosophy,  and 
•tant  as  are  the  contributions  of  sev- 
)f  them  to  its  positive  truths,  of  no 
f  them  can  it  be  said  as  of  Berkeley, 
^e  owe  to  him  three  first-rate  philo- 
cal  discoveries,  each  sufficient  to 
constituted  a  revolution  in  psychol- 
and  which  by  their  combination  have 
mined  the  whole  course  of  subsequent 


philosophical  speculation ;  discoveries,  too, 
which  were  not,  like  the  achievements  of 
many  other  distinguished  thinkers,  merely 
refutations  of  error,  and  removal  of 
obstacles  to  sound  thinking,  but  were  this 
and  much  more  also,  being  all  of  them 
entitled  to  a  permanent  place  among  pos- 
itive truths.  These  discoveries  are — 1. 
The  doctrine  of  the  acquired  perceptions 
of  sight.  ...  2.  The  non-existence 
of  abstract  ideas.  ...  3.  The  true 
nature  and  meaning  of  the  externality 
which  we  attribute  to  the  objects  of  our 
senses. —Mill,  John  Stuart,  1871, 
Berkeley's  Life  and  Writings,  The  Fort- 
nightly Review,  vol.  16,  pp.  505,  506. 

To  me  it  appears  that  idealism  has  ret- 
rograded, not  advanced,  since  Berkeley; 
and  that  if  we  want  to  study  the  system 
at  its  best,  we  must  go  back  to  the  foun- 
tain-head of  it.  For  his  system  there  i& 
a  great  deal  to  be  said ;  for  systems  de- 
rived from  it  very  much  less. — Noel, 
RODEN,  1872,  The  Philosophy  of  Perception,. 
The  Contemporary  Review,  vol.  20,  p.  72. 

The  last  touch  that  finishes  does  not 
always  turn  out  of  hand /or,  but  often  out 
of  hand  from,  use ;  and  it  is  just  possible 
that  this  perfect  edition  of  the  works  of 
Berkeley  appears  precisely  at  the  moment 
that  the  work  of  Berkeley  ceases  to  func- 
tion anywhere — orbis  terrarum  anywhere. 
The  course  of  Berkeleianism  has  been  this. 
Ic  functioned  historically  according  to 
power,  in  its  own  day,  upon  a  few ;  but 
was  soon  almost  entirely  neglected.  The 
revival  of  poetry  in  England  gradually 
restored  in  every  larger  heart  the  feeling^ 
of  religion,  and,  where  this  feeling  could 
not  at  the  same  time  reconcile  itself  with 
all  the  elements  of  positive  religion,  Berke- 
leianism was  felt  to  supply  an  intellectual 
want.  Such  want,  though  with  consider- 
able modification  of  form,  it  may  be  said, 
to  some  extent,  still  to  supply.  But,  side 
by  side  with  it,  as  equal  companion  of  the 
nurture,  this  want  must  now  be  content  to 
accept  its  own  opposite;  for  the  entire 
matter  with  which  Messrs.  Mill  and  Bain 
seek  to  indoctrinate  their  readers  at  pres- 
ent is  to  to  be  found  in  the  earliest  writ- 
ings of  Berkeley,  and  especially  in  his 
very  first,  the  ** New  Theory  of  Vision." 
—Stirling,  James  Hutchison,  1873, 
Professor  Fraser^s  Berkeley,  Journal  of 
Speculaiive  Philosophy,  vol.  7,  p,  3. 

One  of  the  most  subtle  and    original 
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English  metaphysicians.  .  •  •  Berke- 
ley's new  conception  marks  a  distinct 
stage  of  progress  in  human  thought.  His 
true  place  in  the  history  of  speculation 
may  be  seen  from  the  simple  observation 
that  the  difficulties  or  otecurities  in  his 
scheme  are  really  the  points  on  which  later 
philosophy  has  turned.  He  once  for  all 
lifted  the  problem  of  metaphysics  to  a 
higher  level,  and,  in  conjunction  with  his 
great  successor,  Hume,  determined  the 
form  into  which  later  metaphysical  ques- 
tions have  been  thrown. — Adamson,  Rob- 
ert, 1875,  EncyclojHBdia  Britannica^ 
Ninth  edition^  vol,  in. 

Acutest  of  English  metaphysicians  and 
most  graceful  of  philosophic  writers. — 
Stephen,  Lesue,  1876,  History  qf  Eng- 
lish Thought  in  the  Eighteenth  Century ^ 
vol.  I,  p.  86. 

Berkeley  had  no  hesitation  in  prefer- 
ring a  sensationalist  theory  of  knowing  to 
a  materialistic  theory  of  being:  indeed, 
the  former  recommended  itself  to  him 
mainly  as  a  weapon  against  the  latter. 
.  .  •  Berkeley,  no  doubt,  thought  that 
if  he  could  rid  the  world  of  material  sub- 
stance, he  would  thus  establish  the  abso- 
lute reality  of  spirit.  He  did  not  observe 
that  the  weapon  he  had  so  hastily  taken 
up  was  double-edged,  and  that  in  reject- 
ing Locke's  materialistic  ontology,  he  was 
rejecting  all  ontology  whatever  and  reduc- 
ing reality  to  a  series  of  feelings,  which 
by  this  reduction  were  emptied  of  all  in- 
telligible meaning.  —  Caird,  Edward, 
1877,  A  Critical  Account  of  the  Philosophy 
{f  Kant,  p.  61. 

The  above  sentences  from  Edwards, 
avowing  Idealism,  were  written  nine  or 
ten  years  before  Berkeley  came  to  Amer- 
ica. Moreover,  Edwards  was  not  the  man 
to  conceal  his  intellectual  obligations; 
and  the  name  of  Berkeley  nowhere 
occurs,  as  far  as  I  can  discover,  in  all 
the  ten  volumes  of  Edwards's  printed  writ- 
ings. It  seems  more  probable  that  the 
peculiar  opinions  which  Edwards  held  in 
common  with  Berkeley,  were  reached  by 
him  through  an  independent  process  of 
reasoning  and  somewhat  in  the  same  way 
that  they  were  reached  by  Berkeley,  who, 
as  Professor  Eraser  says,  **  proceeded  in 
his  intellectual  work  on  the  basis  of  pos- 
tulates which  he  partly  borrowed  from 
Locke,  and  partly  assumed  in  antagonism 
to  him."— Tyler,  Moses  Coit,  1878,  A 


History  qf  American  Literature^  1676- 
1765,  vol.  u,  p.  183,  note. 

Berkeleian  Idealism  is  of  all  speculative 
theories  concerning  the  external  world 
the  one  which,  perhiaps,  most  quickly  and 
easily  commends  itself  to  the  philosophic 
enquirer.  The  greater  number  of  persons 
who  dabble  in  such  subjects  have  been 
idealists  at  one  period  of  their  lives  if  they 
have  not  remained  so;  and  many  more, 
who  would  not  call  themselves  idealists, 
are  nevertheless  of  opinion  that  though 
the  existence  of  matter  is  a  thing  to  be 
believed  in,  it  is  not  a  thing  which  it  is 
possible  to  prove.  The  causes  of  this  pop- 
ularity are,  no  doubt,  in  part,  the  extreme 
simplicity  of  the  reasoning  on  which  the 
theory  rests,  in  part  its  extreme  plausi- 
bility, in  part,  perhaps,  the  nature  of  the 
result  which  is  commonly  thought  to  be 
speculatively  interesting  without  being 
practically  inconvenient^  For  it  has  to  be 
observed,  that  the  true  idealist  is  not  nec- 
essarily of  opinion  that  his  system  prop- 
erly understood,  in  any  way  contradicts 
common  sense.  It  destroys,  no  doubt,  a 
belief  in  substance ;  but  then  substance  is 
a  metaphysical  phantom  conjured  up  by  a 
vain  philosophy:  the  Matter  of  ordinary 
life  it  supposes  itself  to  leave  untouched. 
— Balfour,  Arthur  James,  1879,  A 
Drfence  of  Philosophie  Doubt,  p.  178. 

The  truest,  acutest  philosopher  that 
Great  Britain  has  ever  known. — Morris, 
George  S.,  1880,  British  Thought  and 
Thinkers,  p.  233. 

Whether  Berkeley's  doctrine  be  true  or 
false,  it  is  certain  that  he  has  an  impor- 
tant place  in  the  development  of  English 
thought,  and  that  his  opinions  have  reap- 
peared in  different  forms,  embodied  in 
the  systems  of  men  who  are  ordinarily 
thought  to  be  entirely  opposed  to  the  phi- 
losophy which  he  defended.  Some  who 
have  begun  with  materialism  have  ended 
by  reproducing  the  doctrines  contained 
in  the* 'Principles  of  Human  Knowledge," 
and  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  which 
at  one  time  learned  philosophy  from  Berke- 
ley's most  able  opponent,  is  now  favored 
with  the  teaching  of  Berkeley's  most  sym- 
pathetic expounder. — Alexander,  Arch- 
ibald, 1885,  The  Idealism  cf  Bishop  Berke- 
ley, The  Presbyterian  Review,  vol.  6,  p.  301. 

The  absolute  spiritualism  of  Berke- 
ley is  a  unitary,  homogeneous  system, 
unquestionably  superior  to  the    hybrid 
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»phies  of  Descartes  and  Wolff.  Nay, 
my  opinion,  the  only  metaphysic  that 
)  successfully  opposed  to  material- 
)r  it  alone  takes  into  consideration 
irtial  truth  of  its  objections.  It 
mes  the  dualism  of  substances,  and 
atisfies  the  most  fundamental  de- 
of  the  philosophical  spirit, — the 
d  for  uni^.  In  this  respect  it  has 
)  advantages  of  raidical  materialism 
it  being  hampered  by  its  difficulties, 
ttly  resembles  the  system  of  Leibniz, 
:cels  it  in  clearness,  consistency, 
ss,  and  decision.  Leibniz's  opin- 
1  matter,  space,  and  time  are  unde- 

conciliatory,  and  even  obscure, 
ey  shows  no  sign  of  hesitation, 
nest  and  profoundly  honest  thinker, 
s  us,  in  a  straightforward  manner, 
le  existence  of  matter  is  an  illusion ; 
me  is  nothing,  abstracted  from  the 
sion  of  ideas  in  our  minds;  that 
cannot  exist  without  the  mind ;  that 
alone  exist ;  and  that  these  perceive 
either  by  themselves  or  through  the 
of  the  all-powerful  Spirit  on  which 
depend.  ...  He  is  both  a 
gh-going  theologian  and  a  philoso- 
his  interests  are  both  scientific  and 
us,  and  he  attacks  materialism  not 
a  a  theoretical  error  but  as  the 

of  the  most  serious  heresies. — 
I,  Alfred,  1892-96,  History  of 
ophy,  tr.  Thilly,  pp.  397,  398. 

of  the  sanest  and  noblest  of  English 
)phers.  .  .  .  Pope's  age  pro- 
a  few  great  masters  of  style,  and 
'  them  Berkeley  holds  an  undisputed 

He  succeeded,  too,  in  the  most 
t  department  of  intellectual  labour, 
:o  express  abstruse  thought  in  lan- 

as  beautiful  as  it  is  clear  is  the 
of  gifts.— Dennis,  John,  1894,  The 
'  Pope,  pp.  226,  229. 

is  enthusiasm  and  in  his  eloquence 
pt  alive   the  torch  that  had  been 


handed  on  to  him  from  the  theologians  of 
another  day;  in  his  lucid  clearness  he 
added  a  new  element,  in  which  he  was  akin 
to  the  more  scientific  thought  of  his  own 
age ;  and  in  the  richness  of  his  imagina- 
tion, in  the  perfection  of  his  philosophic 
style,  he  attains  to  that  uniqueness  which 
is  the  chief  attribute  of  genius. — Craik, 
Henry,  1895,  ed.,  English  Prose,  Introduc- 
tion, vol.  rv,  p.  5. 

In  all  philosophical  writing  there  is  a 
certain  antinomy.  By  so  much  as  it  is 
popular,  figurative,  literary,  imaginative, 
it  seems  to  lack  philosophical  precision ; 
by  so  much  as  it  is  technical,  austere, 
unliterary,  and  what  has  been  called  "jar- 
gonish,''  it  loses  humanity  and  general 
appeal.  If  the  golden  mean  was  ever  hit 
between  these  extremes  it  seems  to  have 
been  hit  in  the  style  of  Berkeley.  Take 
the  most  popular  expositions  of  it  as  in 
"Alciphron*'  and  **Siris,"  the  less  popu- 
lar as  in  the  **Theory  of  Visions, '*  or 
*'Hylas  and  Philonous,"  compare  them 
together,  note  their  excellencies,  and  if 
any  can  be  detected  allow  for  their  de- 
fects, and  such  a  philosophical  medium 
as  nowhere  else  exists  will,  I  believe,  be 
found.  A  crystalline  clearness,  a  golden 
eloquence,  a  supreme  urbanity,  a  mixture 
of  fancy  and  logic  which  is  nowhere  else 
discernible  except  in  Plato,  an  allowance 
for  sentiment  and  unction  which  exists 
side  by  side  with  a  readiness  to  play  the 
game  of  sheer  rough-and-tumble  argument 
at  any  moment  and  with  any  adversary ;  a 
preciseness  of  phrase  which  is  never  dull 
or  dry ;  a  felicity  of  ornament  and  illustra- 
tion which  never  condescends  to  the  merely 
popular  or  trivial,  and  is  never  used  to 
cloak  controversial  feebleness;  an  inca- 
pacity of  petulance,  and  an  omnipresence 
of  good  breeding — these  are  the  charac- 
teristics of  the  style  of  Berkeley. — Saints- 
BiTRY,  George,  1895,  English  Prose,  ed. 
Craik,  vol.  iv,  p.  27. 


William  Hamilton 

1704-1754 

liam  Hamilton  (1704-54),  born  probably  at  his. father's  estate  of  Bangour  near 
,  Linlithgowshire,  contributed  to  Ramsay's  "Tea-table  Miscellany"  (1724). 
ned  in  the  Jacobite  rising  of  the  '45,  and  on  its  collapse  escaped  to  Rouen,  but 
irmitted  to  return  in  1749  and  to  succeed  to  the  family  estate.  He  died  at 
The  first  collection  of  his  poems  was  edited  by  Adam  Smith  in  1748  (fuller 
'60).  One  poem— *'The  Braes  of  Yarrow"— will  never  die.— Patrick  and 
[E,  eds.,  1897,   Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  457. 
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PERSONAL 

Hamilton's  mind  la  pictured  in  his 
verses.  They  are  the  easy  and  carelees 
effusions  of  an  elegant  and  a  chastened 
taste ;  and  the  sentiments  they  convey  are 
the  genuine  feelings  of  a  tender  and  sus- 
ceptible heart,  which  perpetually  owned 
the  dominion  of  some  favourite  mistresa, 
but  whose  passion  generally  evaporated 
in  song,  and  made  no  seriouB  or  permanent 
impression. — Tytler,  Alexander  Fra- 
SER  (Lord  Woodhouselee),  1807,  Mem- 
oirs <^  Vie  Life  and  Writings  </  the  Hon. 
Henry  Home  of  Karnes,  bk.  i,  ch.  iii. 

The  praise  of  elegance  is  all  that  can 
he  given  to  his  verses.  In  case  any  reader 
should  be  immoderately  touched  with  sym- 
pathy for  his  love  sufferings,  it  is  proper 
to  inform  him,  that  Hamilton  was  thought 
by  the  fair  ones  of  his  day  to  be  a  very 
inconstant  swain.  A  Scotch  lady,  whom 
he  teased  with  his  addresses,  applied  to 
Home,  the  author  of  Douglas,  for  advice 
how  to  get  rid  of  them.  Home  advised 
her  to  affect  to  favour  his  assiduities. 
She  did  so,  and  they  were  immediately 
withdrawn.— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819, 
Specimens  (f  the  British  Poeta. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW 

Amid  the  generally  vague  verbiage  of 
his  descriptions,  one  effort  of  his  genius 
stands  out  in  vividness  of  human  colour- 
ing, in  depth  and  simplicity  of  feeling, 
and  even  to  some  extent  in  powerful  and 
characteristic  touches  of  scenery.  This 
is  a  poem  which  owes  its  inspiration  to 
the  Yarrow.  In  fact  it  was  suggested  by 
the  older  poem  of  "The  Dowie  Dens." 
It  breathes  the  soul  of  the  place,  and  it 
is  so  permeated  by  the  spirit  of  its  history 
and  traditions  that,  when  all  the  other 
writings  of  the  author  shall  have  fallen 
into  oblivion,  there  will  still  be  a  nook  in 
memory  and  a  place  in  men's  hearts  for 
"The  Braes  of  Yarrow."— Veitch,  John, 
1878.  The  History  and  Poetry  tfthe  Scot- 
tish Border,  p.  452. 

The  secret  of  the  enduring  popularity 
of  this  ballad  is  its  somewhat  feminine 
sentiment  and  the  sweetness  of  fancy  it 
displays.  That  which  delighted  Words- 
worth was  the  note  of  sincerity  in  refer- 
ence to  nature,  a  note  rare  enough  then 
in  England,  but  common  to  all  the  Scotch 
poets  of  the  time.  The  poem  is  marred 
by  that  want  of  force  which  proved  to  be 


Hamilton's  defect  in  all  he  ev 

Walker,  Hugh,  1893,  Jftree 

Scottish  LiUrature,  vd.  II,  p.  5 

It  stands  out,  one  of  the  few 

heritors  of  the  spirit  of  anciei 
— Eyre-Todd,  George,  18i 
Poetry  of  the  Eighteenth  CetUu 
125. 

GENERAL 

The  chief  beauty  of  these 
certainly  consists  in  their  bein 
a  man  who  intimately  felt  i 
for  they  are  more  the  langi 
heart  than  of  the  head, 
warmth,  but  little  poetry,  ani 
ilton  seems  to  have  been  oi 
poets,  who  are  made  so  by  1 
nature. — Cibber,  Theophilus, 
of  the  Poett,  vol.  V,  p.  308. 

Johnson,  upon  repeated  occe 
I  was  at  Ashbourne,  talked  si 
Hamilton.  He  said  there  wi 
of  thinking  in  his  verses;  c 
strikes  one ;  nothing  better  th 
generally  find  in  magazines 
the  highest  praise  they  deserv 
they  were  very  well  for  a  g 
hand  about  among  his  friends. 
James,  1777,  Life  (^  Jokntc 
vol.  Ill,  p.  170. 

As  a  first  adventurer  in  Eq] 
tare,  rejecting  altogether  th 
school  of  poetry,  Mr.  Hamilt 
allowed  to  have  obtained  no  o 
cess.  In  his  language  he  shoi 
the  purity  of  a  native ;  his  die 
ous  and  powerful,  and  his  ven 
rarely  tainted  with  provincial 
delights  indeed  in  a  class  of  \ 
though  not  rejected  by  the  I: 
writers,  have  a  certain  insij 
only  a  refined  English  ear,  j 
perceive ;  such  as  beauteous,  d 
ous,  and  even  melanchdious! 
peculiarity  may  be  remarked 
the  early  Scottish  writers  in 
language. — Chambers,  Kober 
5-5,  A  Biographical  Dietumari 
.'^otsmen,  ed.  Thornton,  vol.  II 

His  first  and  best  strains  we 
to  the  lyric  muse ;  and  the  moi 
feature  of  his  poetry  is  its  j 
style,  accompanied  with  a 
ornate  poetical  diction.  H 
more  fancy  than  feeling,  and 
spect  his  amatory  songs  reaen 
the  poets  of  Charles  the  Sect 
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—Mills,  Abraham,  1851,  The  Literature 
and  the  Literary  Men  ^  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland^  vol.  n,  p.  319. 

Besides  conventional  lyrics  of  compar- 
atively small  account,  Hamilton  wrote 
various  notable  poems.  In  ''Contempla- 
tion, or  the  Triumph  of  Love,"  warmly 
praised  in  the  "Lounger,"  by  Professor 
Richardson  and  Henry  Mackenzie,  there  is 
much  ingenuity  of  reflection  and  illustra- 
tion, in  rhymed  octosyllabics  evincing 
structural  skill  and  dexterity.  The  trans- 
lations from  Greek  and  Latin  poets — 
notably  those  from  Horace — display  both 
scholarship  and  metrical  grace.  "The 
Parting  of  Hector  and  Andromache,  "from 
the  first  Iliad,  has  the  distinction  of  being 
the  earliest  Homeric  translation  into  Eng- 
lish blank  verse.  The  "Episode  of  the 
Thistle,"  ingeniously  explaining  the  re- 
mote origin  of  the  Scottish  national  em- 
blem— "the  armed  warrior  with  his  host 
of  spears" — is  not  without  a  measure  of 
epic  force  and  dignity.  The  winter  piece 
in  the  third  of  four  odes,  besides  its 
intrinsic  merits,   probably   inspired  the 


opening  passage  of  the  first  introduction  in 
' '  Marmion. ' '  But  the  prominent  and  thor- 
oughly individual  feature  of  the  poem  is 
what  Wordsworth,  in  that  heading  to 
" Yarrow  Dnvisited, "  calls  "the  exquisite 
ballad  of  Hamilton."  Scott,  in  his  intro- 
ductory remarks  to  the  "Dowie  Dens  of 
Yarrow"  (Border  Mvaistrehyy  iii.  145), 
says:  "It  will  be,  with  many  readers, 
the  greatest  recommendation  of  these 
verses,  that  they  are  supposed  to  have 
suggested  to  Mr.  Hamilton  of  Bangour 
the  modem  ballad  beginning. 
Busk  ye,  busk  ye  my  bonny,  bonny  bride. " 

If  for  this  poem  alone,  Hamilton  will  not 
be  forgotten.— Bayne,  Thomas,  1890, 
Didumary  qf  National  Biography,  edited 
by  Leslie  Stephen  and  Sidney  Lee,  vol.  xxiv, 
p.  222. 

Hamilton  seems  to  have  had  a  great 
deal  of  force  and  passion  which  he  delib- 
erately repressed — perhaps  thinking  the 
age  would  not  stand  it — perhaps  himself 
ashamed  of  it.— Phelps,  Wh^uam  Lyon, 
1893,  The  Beginnings  qf  the  English  Ro- 
mantic Movement,  p.  35. 


Thomas  Carte 

1686-1754 

Thomas  Carte :  historian ;  born  at  Clifton,  near  Rugby,  England,  in  April,  1686 ; 
educated  at  University  College,  Oxford.  He  became  a  priest  and  Jacobite.  During 
the  rebellion  of  1715  a  large  reward  was  offered  for  his  arrest,  but  he  escaped  to 
France.  His  chief  work  is  a  ** History  of  England''  (4  vols.,  1747-55),  which  is  prized 
for  its  facts,  but  is  not  well  written.  Many  volumes  of  his  manuscripts  are  preserved 
m  the  Bodleian  Library  at  Oxford.  Died  April  7,  1754. — Adams,  Charles  KEa«)ALLy 
ed.y  1897,  Johnson* s  Universal  Cydqpaedia,  vol.  n,  p.  100. 


PERSONAL 

About  thirty-two  years  of  age,  of  a 
middle  stature,  a  raw-boned  man,  goes  a 
little  stooping,  a  sallow  complexion,  with 
a  full  grey  or  blue  eye,  his  eyelids  fair, 
inclining  to  red,  and  commonly  wears  a 
light-coloured  peruke. — Proclamation  in 
Gazette,  1722,  Aug.  15. 

Carte  possessed  a  strong  constitution, 
capable  of  incessant  labor.  He  often 
wrote  from  early  morning  until  night, 
taking  only  a  cup  of  tea  in  the  interval. 
Then  he  would  eat  heartily  and  enjoy  his 
late  dinner.  He  was  gay  and  jovial, 
careless  in  his  dress  and  appearance.  In 
his  writings  there  is  little  to  be  praised 
except  their  laborious  accuracy,  and  the 
chief  value  of  his  collections  and  history 
consists  in  their  having  prepared  the  way 


for  the  more  gifted  Hume. — Lawrence 
Eugene,  1855,  The  Lives  of  the  British 
Historians,  vol.  i,  p.  326. 

GENERAL 

Your  history  [**Duke  of  Ormonde"]  is 
in  great  esteem  here.  All  sides  seem  to 
like  it.  The  dean  of  St.  Patrick's  (Swift) 
honours  you  with  his  approbation.  Any 
name  after  his  could  not  add  to  your  sat- 
isfaction. But  I  may  say,  the  worthy 
and  the  wise  are  with  you  to  a  man,  and 
you  have  me  into  the  bargain. — Boyle, 
John  (Lord  Orrery),  1736?  Letter  to 
Carte. 

Carte's  "Life  of  the  Duke  of  Ormonde" 
is  considered  as  a  book  of  authority ;  but 
it  is  ill  written.  The  matter  is  diffused 
in  too  many  words ;  there  is  no  animation, 
no  compression,  no  vigour.     Two  good 


838 


CARTE-FIELDING 


volnmeB  in  duodecimo  might  be  made  out 
of  the  two  (three)  in  folio. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1773,  L^e  by  Botwell,  Oct.  8. 

Although  the  author  died  before  the 
publication  of  the  last  volume,  in  1755 — 
intending  to  bring  his  work  down  to  the 
Restoration — yet  he  lived  long  enough  to 
witness  its  success,  and  the  victory  which 
he  had  obtained  over  its  numerous  oppo- 
nents, and  the  shame  attached  to  those 
who  had  withdrawn  their  original  patron- 
age. This  work  will  live  long  and  always 
be  consulted. —  Dibdin,  Thomas  Prog- 
NALL,  1824,  The  Library  Companion. 

Of  borrowers  from  Carte,  Hume  is  one 
of  the  largest,  and  would  have  acted  with 
more  justice  by  frank  acknowledgments 
of  his  obligations.  It  is  amusing  to  ob- 
serve the  cavalier  manner  in  which  he 
incidentally  alludes  to  Carte  in  his  notes  as 
*  'a  late  author  of  great  industry  and  learn- 
ing, but  full  of  prejudices  and  of  no  pen- 
etration." The  two  authors  occupy  the 
same  relative  position  as  those  of  the 
laborious  miner  and  the  skilful  polisher  of 
the  precious  metal,  which  but  for  the 
assiduity  of  the  former  might  still  be 
undistinguished  beneath  the  clod.  But 
those  who  wish  to  gather  all  the  gold  must 
still  revert  to  Carte. — Alubone,  S.  Aus- 
tin, 1854-58,  A  Critical  Dictionary  of 
English  LiteraturCy  vol.  i,  p.  347. 

It  was  not  prepossessing  in  point  of 
style ;  but  it  was  so  great  an  advance  on 
previous  histories,  in  the  extent  of  the 


original  material  used  and  quoted,  t 
would  have  commanded  success  bi 
an  unlucky  note,  inserted  at  p.  291, 
passage  concerning  the  unction  o 
kings  at  their  coronation.  In  this 
(which  his  friends  vainly  pleaded  W2 
by  his  hand),  he  asserted  his  belief  i 
cure  of  king's  evil  in  the  case  of  s 
named  Christopher  Level  of  Bristol,  1 
touch  of  the  Pretender,  or,  as  he  < 
him, ' '  the  eldest  lineal  descendant  of  i 
of  kings  who  had,  indeed,  for  a  lon^ 
cession  of  ages  cured  that  disease  b 
royal  touch."  The  cure  was  said  to 
been  effected  at  Avignon  in  Novc 
1716.  This  raised  a  storm  amon| 
anti-Jacobite  party.  Carte  was  att 
in  several  pamphlets,  and  a  writer  i 
**  Gentleman's  Magazine"  (1748,  p 
professed  to  have  investigated  the 
and  found  it,  of  course,  entirely  : 
The  man  had  been  temporarily  cure 
the  change  of  air  and  regimen,  bu 
suffered  a  relapse  on  his  return  anc 
when  on  a  second  voyage.  The  pra 
result  to  Carte  was  the  withdrawal  c 
grant  from  the  common  council  of  L< 
by  a  unanimous  vote  on  7  April 
(Gent.  Mag.  1748,  p.  185),  and  an  i 
diate  neglect  of  his  work.  In  spi 
such  discouragement  he  persisted  i 
enterprise,  and  the  next  two  vol 
appeared  in  1752,  and  a  fourth  in  '. 
after  his  death. — Shuckburgh,  E 
1887,  Dictionary  of  National  Biogr 
vol.  IX,  p.  193. 


Henry  Fielding 

1707-1754 

Bom,  at  Sharphan  Park,  Somersetshire,  22  April  1707.  Family  moved  to 
Stour,  Dorsetshire,  1710.  Educated  at  Eton  [1719?-1725?].  At  Leyden,  stui 
Law  [1725-27?].  Returned  to  London.  First  play,  **Love  in  several  Masques,' 
duced  at  Drury  Lane,  Feb.  1728.  Probably  returned  to  Leyden  for  a  short  tin 
1728.  Prolific  writer  of  plays,  1727-37.  Married  Charlotte  Craddock,  1735 
Manager  of  Haymarket  Theatre,  1736-37.  Entered  Middle  Temple,  1  Nov.  1 
called  to  Bar,  20  June  1740.  Edited  "The  Champion,"  with  J.  Ralph;  coi 
articles,  27  Nov.  1739  to  12  June  1740.  Revised  his  play,  **The  Wedding  Day,' 
Garrick;  produced  17  Feb.  1743.  Wife  died,  1743  [?].  Ed.  '*The  True  Patr 
5  Nov.  1745  to  10  June  1746.  Edited  "The  Jacobite's  Journal,''  Dec.  1747  to 
1748.  Married  Mary  Daniel,  27  Nov.  1747.  Lived  at  Twickenham.  Moved  to  1 
in  Bow  Street,  when  appointed  J.  P.  for  Westminster,  Dec.  1748.  Chairman  of  ( 
ter  Sessions,  Hick's  Hall,  May  1749.  Ed.  **Covent  Garden  Journal,"  Jan.  to 
1752.  Severe  illness,  winter  of  1749,  and  spring  of  1754.  Moved  to  Ealing, 
1754.  To  Lisbon  for  health,  July  1754.  Died  there,  8  Oct.  1754 ;  buried  in  En 
cemetery  there.     Works:    **Love  in  several  Masques,"  1728;  **Rape  upon  R 
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(anon.),  1730  (another  edition  called :  *'The  Coffee-house  Politicians,"  1730) ;  ''The 
Temple  Beau,"  1730;  ''The  Author's  Farce"  (under  pseud.  "H.  Scriblerus  Secun- 
dus"),  1730;  "Tom  Thumb"  (by  "Scriblerus  Secundus")',  1730  (with  additional  act, 
1731) ;  "The  Welsh  Opera"  (by  "Scriblerus  Secundus"),  1731  (2nd  edn.  same  year, 
called:  "The  Grub  Street  Opera");  "The  Letter- Writers"  (by"H.  Scriblerus  Secun- 
dus"), 1731;  "The  Lottery"  (anon.),  1732;  "The  Modem  Husband,"  1732;  "The 
Covent  Garden  Tragedy"  (anon.),  1732;  "The  Debauchees"  (or  "The  Old  De- 
bauchees;" anon.),  1732;  "The  Mock  Doctor"  (anon.;  from  MoliSre),  1732;  "The 
Miser,"  1733;  "The  Intriguing  Chambermaid,"  1734  (from  Regnard) ;  "Don Quixote 
in  England,"  1734;  "An  Old  Man  taught  Wisdom,"  1735;  "The  Universal  Gallant," 
1735;"Pasquin,"  1736;  "The  Historical  Register  for  the  Year  1736"  (anon.),  1737; 
"Eurydice,"  1737;  "Tumble-down  Dick,"  1737;  "The  Vemon-aid"  (anon.),  1741; 
"The  Crisis,"  (anon.),  1741;  "Miss  Lucy  in  Town"  (anon.),  1742;  "Letter  to  a 
Noble  Lord"  (respecting  preceding;  anon.),  1742;  "The  History  of  the  Adventures 
of  Joseph  Andrews"  (2  vols. ;  anon.),  1742  (2nd  edn.  same  year);  "A  Full  Vindication 
of  the  Duchess  Dowager  of  Marlborough"  (anon.),  1742;  "Plutus"  (from  Aristoph- 
anes, with  W.  Young),  1742;  "The  Wedding  Day,"  1743;  "Miscellanies"  (Including 
"Jonathan  Wild,"  3  vols.),  1743  (2nd  edn.  same  year) ;  "Proper  Answer  to  a  Scur- 
rilous Libel,"  1747;  "The  History  of  Tom  Jones"  (6  vols.),  1749;  "A  Charge  deliv- 
ered to  the  Grand  Jury,"  1749;  "A  True  State  of  the  Case  of  Bosavem  Penlez," 
1749;  "An  Enquiry  into  the  Causes  of  the  late  Increase  of  Robbers,  etc.,"  1751; 
^Amelia,"  1751;  "Examples  of  the  Interposition  of  Providence, "  .1752 ;  "Proposals 
for  making  an  effectual  Provision  for  the  Poor,"  1753;  "A  clear  State  of  the  Case 
of  Elizabeth  Canning, ' '  1753.  Posthumous :  ' '  Journal  of  a  Voyage  to  Lisbon, ' '  1755 ; 
'*The  Fathers,"  1778.  He  translated:  Ovid's  "Art  of  Love,"  under  title  of  "The 
Lover's  Assistant, "  1859 ;  and  edited :  the  2nd  edn.  of  Sarah  Fielding's  "Adventures  of 
David  Simple,"  1744,  and  "Familiar  Letters,"  1747.  CoUeeied  Works:  ed.  by 
Murphy,  in  4  vols.,  1762;  ed.  by  Chalmers,  in  10  vols.,  1806;  ed.  by  Roscoe,  1840; 
ed.  by  Herbert,  1872 ;  ed.  by  Leslie  Stephen,  10  vols.  1882 ;  ed.  by  G.  Saintsbury,  12 
vols.  1893.  Ltfe:  by  F.  Lawrence,  1855;  by  Austin  Dobson,  1883.— Sharp,  R.  Far- 
QUHARSON,  1897,  A  Dictionary  qf  English  Authors,  p.  99. 

PERSONAL  F g,  who  yesterday  appear'd  so  rongh, 

HENRIGI  FIELDING  ^^'^^  ^  coarse  Frize,  and  plaister'd  down  with 

A  S0MERSETEN8IBUS    APUD  GLASTONIAM        g^  ^f^^^  j^^  ^^  ^pp^  ^^. 

ORiUNUi,  yffhaX  Play 'house  Bard  was  ever  seen  so  fine  I 

PIRI  SUMMO  INGENIO,  B^^  ^^^  ^^  f^^^  hja  Hwnour  flows,  you'U 
EN  QU-E  RESTRANT  !  Bay, 

STYLO  QUO  NON  ALIUS  UNQUAM,  Bnt  mere  Necessity  /—for  last  Night  lay 

INTIMA  QUI  POTUTT  CORDIS  RBSERARE,  In  Pawn,  the  Velvet  which  he  wears  to- Day. 

MORES  HOMINUM  — Anon,  1735,  Seasonable  Reproof. 

EXCOLENDOS  SUSCEPIT.  These  so  tolerated  companies  gave  en- 

viRTUTi  DECOREM,  viTio  FOEDITATEM  couTagement  to  a  broken  wit  to  collect  a 

ASSERurr,  suuM  cuiQUE  TRIBUENS ;  fourth  company,  who  for  some  time  acted 

NON  QUIN  IPSE  SUBINDE  IRRETIRETUR  plays  in  the  Haymarket.     .     .     .     This 

EViTANDis —  enterprising  person,  I  say  (whom  I  do  not 

ARDENS  IN  AMiciTiA,  IN  MISERIA  choose  to  name,  unless  it  could  be  to  his 

SUBLEVANDA  EFPUSUS,  advantage,  or  that  it  were  of  importance), 

HILARIS,  URBANUS,  ET  CONJUX,  ET  PATER  had  sense  enough  to  know  that  the  best 

ADAMATUS,  plays  with  bad  actors  would  turn  but  to  a 

ALns,  NON  siBi  VTXTT.  Very  poor  account,  and  therefore  found  it 

vixit:  sed  mortem  victricem  vmcrr.  necessary  to  give  the  public  some  pieces 

DUM  NATURA  of  an  extraordinary  kind,  the  poetry  of 

durat,  dum  sjecvla  currunt,  which  he  conceived  ought  to  be  so  strong 

NATURiE  prolem  soriptis  PRiE  SE  FERENS,  that  the  greatest  dunce  of  an  actor  could 

SUAM  ET  sUiE  GENTis  EXTENDET  FAMAM.  not  spoil  it :  he  knew,  too,  that  as  he  was 

— Inscription  on  Tomb,   English  Ceme-  in  haste  to  get  money,  it  would  take  up 

tery,  Lisbon.  less  time  to  be  intrepidly  abusive  than 
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decently  entertaining;  that  to  draw  the 
mob  after  him  he  most  rake  the  channel 
and  pelt  their  superiors.  .  .  .  Such 
then  was  the  mettlesome  modesty  he  set 
out  with ;  upon  this  principle  he  produced 
several  frank  and  free  farces,  that  seemed 
to  knock  all  distinctions  of  mankind  on 
the  head — religion,  laws,  government, 
priests,  judges,  and  ministers,  were  all 
laid  flat,  at  the  feet  of  this  Herculean  sat- 
irist !  this  Drawcansir  in  wit,  who  spared 
neither  friend  nor  foe !  who,  to  make  his 
poetical  fame  immortal,  like  another  Eros- 
tratus,  set  fire  to  his  stage  by  writing  up 
to  an  act  of  parliament  to  demolish  it.  I 
shall  not  give  the  particular  strokes  of 
his  ingenuity  a  chance  to  be  remembered 
by  reciting  them;  it  may  be  enough  to 
say,  in  general  terms,  they  were  so  openly 
flagrant  that  the  wisdom  of  th^Jfisrislature 
thought  it  high  time  to  tak< 
of  them.— Gibber,  Colley, 

I  wish  you  had  been  with  me 
when  I  spent  two  evenings  with  FielHing 
and  his  sister,  who  wrote  **  David  Simple :" 
and  you  may  guess  I  was  very  well  enter- 
tained. The  lady,  indeed,  retired  pretty 
soon,  but  Russell  and  I  sat  up  with  the 
poet  till  one  or  two  in  the  morning,  and 
were  inexpressibly  diverted.  I  find  he 
values,  as  he  justly  may,  his  "Joseph 
Andrews"  above  all  his  writings.  He 
was  extremely  civil  to  me,  I  fancy  on  my 
father's  account.  —  Warton,  Joseph, 
1746,  Letter  to  Thomas  Warton,  Oct, 

He  [Rigby]  and  Peter  Bathurst  t'other 
night  carried  a  servant  of  the  latter's, 
who  had  attempted  to  shoot  him,  before 
Fielding ;  who,  to  all  his  other  vocations, 
has,  by  the  grace  of  Mr.  Lyttelton,  added 
that  of  Middlesex  justice.  He  sent  them 
word  he  was  at  supper,  that  they  must 
come  next  morning.  They  did  not  under- 
stand that  freedom,  and  ran  up,  where 
they  found  him  banqueting  with  a  blind 
man,  a  whore,  and  three  Irishmen,  on 
some  cold  mutton  and  a  bone  of  ham, 
both  in  one  dish,  and  the  dirtiest  cloth. 
He  never  stirred  nor  asked  them  to  sit. 
Rigby,  who  had  seen  him  so  often  come 
to  beg  a  guinea  of  Sir  C.  Williams,  and 
Bathurst,  at  whose  father's  he  had  lived 
for  victuals,  understood  that  dignity  as 
little,  and  pulled  themselves  chairs;  on 
which  he  civilised. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1749,  Letter  to  George  Montagu,  May  18 ; 
Letters,  ed,  Cunningham,  vol,  u,  p,  162. 


I  dined  with  him  (Ralph  Allen)  yester- 
day, where  I  met  Mr.  Fielding^ — a  poor 
emaciated,  worn-out  rake,  whose  gout 
and  infirmities  have  got  the  better  even 
of  his  buflPoonery. — Hurd,  Richard,  1751, 
Letter  to  Balguy,  March  19. 

I  advise  Mr.  Spondy  to  give  him  the 
refusal  of  this  same  pastoral ;  who  knows 
but  he  may  have  the  good  fortune  of  being 
listed  in  the  number  of  his  beef-eaters, 
in  which  case  he  may,  in  process  of  time, 
be  provided  for  in  the  Customs  or  the 
Church ;  when  he  is  inclined  to  marry  his 
own  cook-wench  his  grajcious  patron  may 
condescend  to  give  the  bride  away  ;  and  may 
finally  settle  him,  in  his  old  age,  as  a  trad- 
ing Westminster  Justice, — Smollett,  To- 
bias George,  1751,  Adventures  <^  Pere- 
grin Pickle, 

I  am  sorry  for  H.  Fielding's  death,  and 
not  only  as  I  shall  read  no  more  of  his  writ- 
ings, but  I  believe  he  lost  more  than  others, 
as  no  man  enjoyed  life  more  than  he  did, 
though  few  had  less  reason  to  do  so,  the 
highest  of  his  preferment  being  raking  in 
the  lowest  sinks  of  vice  and  misery.  I 
should  think  it  a  nobler  and  less  nauseous 
employment  to  be  one  of  the  staff-oflScers 
that  conduct  the  nocturnal  weddings. 
His  happy  constitution  (even  when  he  had, 
with  great  pains,  half  demolished  it) 
made  him  forget  everything  when  he  was 
before  a  venison  pasty,  or  over  a  flask  of 
champaigne ;  and  I  am  persuaded  he  has 
known  more  happy  moments  than  any 
prince  upon  earth.  His  natural  spirits 
gave  him  rapture  with  his  cook-maid,  and 
cheerfulness  when  he  was  starving  in  a 
garret.  There  was  a  great  similitude  be- 
tween his  character  and  that  of  Sir  Rich- 
ard Steele.  He  had  the  advantage  both 
in  learning  and,  in  my  opinion,  genius: 
they  both  agreed  in  wanting  money  in 
spite  of  all  their  friends,  and  would  have 
wanted  it,  if  their  hereditary  lands  had 
been  as  extensive  as  their  imagination; 
yet  each  of  them  so  formed  for  happi- 
ness, it  is  pity  he  was  not  immortal. — 
Montagu,  Lady  Mary  Wortley,  1755, 
Letter  to  the  Countess  of  Bute,  Sept,  22. 

Mr.  Fielding  had  not  been  long  a  writer 
for  the  stage,  when  he  married  Miss  Crad- 
dock,  a  beauty  from  Salisbury.  About 
that  time,  his  mother  dying,  a  moderate 
estate,  at  Stower,  in  Dorsetshire,  devolved 
to  him.  To  that  place  he  retired  with 
his  wife,  on  whom  he  doated,    with  a 
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resolution  to  bid  adieu  to  all  the  follies  and 
intemperances  to  which  he  had  addicted 
himself  in  the  career  of  a  town-life.  But 
unfortunately  a  kind  of  family-pride  here 
plained  an  ascendant  over  him;  and  he 
began  immediately  to  vie  in  splendour 
with  the  neighbouring  country  'squires. 
With  an  estate  not  much  above  two  hun- 
dred pounds  a-year,  and  his  wife's  for- 
tune, which  did  not  exceed  fifteen  hundred 
pounds,  he  encumbered  himself  with  a 
large  retinue  of  servants,  all  clad  in  costly 
yellow  liveries.  For  their  master's  hon- 
our, these  people  could  not  descend  so 
low  as  to  be  careful  in  their  apparel, 
but,  in  a  month  or  two,  were  unfit  to  be 
seen ;  the  'squire's  dignity  required  that 
they  should  be  new-equipped;  and  his 
chief  pleasure  consisting  in  society  and 
convivial  mirth,  hospitality  threw  open  its 
doors,  and  in  less  than  three  years,  enter- 
tainments, hounds,  and  horses,  entirely 
devoured  a  little  patrimony,  which,  had 
it  been  managed  with  economy,  might 
have  secured  to  him  a  state  of  independ- 
ence for  the  rest  of  his  life.  •  .  . 
His  passions,  as  the  poet  expresses  it, 
were  trembling  alive  all  o'er:  whatever 
he  desired,  he  desired  ardently;  he  was 
alike  impatient  of  disappointment,  or  ill- 
usage,  and  the  same  quickness  of  sensibil- 
ity rendered  him  elate  in  prosperity,  and 
overflowing  with  gratitude  at  every  in- 
stance of  friendship  or  generosity :  steady 
in  his  private  attachments,  his  affection 
was  warm,  sincere,  and  vehement ;  in  his 
resentments,  he  was  manly,  but  temper- 
ate, seldom  breaking  out  in  his  writings 
into  gratifications  of  ill  humour,  or  per- 
sonal satire.  It  is  to  the  honour  of  those 
whom  he  loved,  that  he  had  too  much 
penetration  to  be  deceived  in  their  char- 
acters ;  and  it  is  to  the  advantage  of  his 
enemies,  that  he  was  above  passionate 
attacks  upon  them.  Open,  unbounded, 
and  social  in  his  temper,  he  knew  no  love 
of  money ;  but,  inclining  to  excess  even  in 
his  very  virtues,  he  pushed  his  contempt  of 
avarice  into  the  opposite  extreme  of  im- 
prudence and  prodigality.  When  young 
in  life  he  had  a  moderate  estate,  he  soon 
suffered  hospitality  to  devour  it ;  and  when 
in  the  latter  end  of  his  days  he  had  an 
income  of  four  or  five  hundred  a-year,  he 
knew  no  use  of  money,  but  to  keep  his 
table  open  to  those  who  had  been  his 
friends  when  young,  and  had  impaired 


their  own  fortunes.  Though  disposed  to 
gallantry  by  his  strong  animal  spirits,  and 
the  vivacity  of  his  passions,  he  was  re- 
markable for  tenderness  and  constancy  to 
his  wife,  and  the  strongest  affection  for 
his  children.— Murphy,  Arthur,  1762, 
-471  Essay  on  the  Life  and  Genius  of  Henry 
Fielding^  Esq,y  Works,  ed.  Chalmers,  vol.  i, 
pp.  44,  82. 

If  I  could  not  discover  the  place  of 
Camoens'  interment,  I  at  last  found  out 
the  grave  and  tombstone  of  the  author  of 
*  *  Tom  Jones. ' '  Fielding,  who  terminated 
his  life,  as  is  well-known,  at  Lisbon,  in 
1754,  of  a  complication  of  disorders,  at 
little  more  than  forty-seven  years  of  age, 
lies  buried  in  the  cemetery  appropriated 
to  the  English  factory.  I  visited  his 
grave,  which  was  already  nearly  concealed 
by  weeds  and  nettles.  Though  he  did  not 
suffer  the  extremity  of  distress  under 
which  Camoens  and  Cervantes  terminated 
their  lives,  yet  his  extravagance — a 
quality  so  commonly  characteristic  of  men 
distinguished  by  talents — embittered  the 
evening  of  his  days. — Wraxall,  Sir 
Nathaniel  Wiluam,  1815,  Historical 
Memoirs  of  My  own  Tim£,  from  1772 
to  1784. 

Nor  was  she  (Lady  Mary  Wortley  Mon- 
tagu) a  stranger  to  that  beloved  first  wife, 
whose  picture  he  drew  in  his  ** Amelia," 
where,  as  she  said,  even  the  glowing  lan- 
guage he  knew  how  to  employ  did  not  do 
more  than  justice  to  the  amiable  qualities 
of  the  original,  or  to  her  beauty,  although 
this  had  suffered  a  little  from  the  accident 
related  in  the  novel — a  frightful  overturn, 
which  destroyed  the  gristle  of  her  nose. 
He  loved  her  passionately,  and  she  re- 
turned his  affection.  .  .  .  His  biog- 
raphers seem  to  have  been  shy  of  disclos- 
ing that  after  the  death  of  this  charming 
woman,  he  married  her  maid.  And  yet 
the  act  was  not  so  discreditable  to  his 
character  as  it  may  sound.  The  maid  had 
few  personal  charms,  but  was  an  excellent 
creature,  devotedly  attached  to  her  mis- 
tress, and  almost  broken-hearted  for  her 
loss.  In  the  first  agonies  of  his  own  grief, 
which  approached  to  frenzy,  he  found  no 
relief  but  from  weeping  along  with  her ; 
nor  solace  when  a  degree  calmer,  but  in 
talking  to  her  of  the  angel  they  mutually 
regretted.  This  made  her  his  habitual 
confidential  associate,  and  in  process  of 
time  he  began  to  think  he  could  not  give 
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children  a  tenderer  mother,  or  secure 

himself  a  more  faithful  housekeeper 

1  nurse.     At  least,  this  was  what  he 

d  his  friends ;  and  it  is  certain  that  her 

nduct  as  his  wife  confirmed  it,  and  fully 

Btifiedhis  good  opinion. — Stuart,  Lady 

OUISA,  1837,  Letters  and  Works  qfLady 

lary  WorUey  Montagu,  ed.  Whameliffe, 

ntroduetory  Anecdotes. 

Let  travellers  devote  one  entire  morn- 
ing to  inspecting  the  Arcos  and  the  Mai 
das  agoas,  after  which  they  may  repair  to 
the  English  church  and  cemetery,  Pere-la- 
chaise  in  miniature,  where,  if  they  be  of 
England,  they  may  well  be  excused  if  they 
kiss  the  cold  tomb,  as  I  did,  of  the  author 
of  ** Amelia,"  the  most  singular  genius 
which  their  island  ever  produced,  whose 
works  it  has  long  been  the  fashion  to 
abuse  in  public  and  to  read  in  secret. — 
Borrow,  George,  1843,  The  Bible  in 
Spain, 

I  cannot  offer  or  hope  to  make  a  hero 
of  Harry  Fielding.  Why  hide  his  faults  ? 
Why  conceal  his  weaknesses  in  a  cloud  of 
periphrasis  ?  Why  not  show  him,  like  him 
as  he  is,  not  robed  in  a  marble  toga,  and 
draped  and  polished  in  a  heroic  attitude, 
but  with  inked  ruffles,  and  claret  stains  on 
his  tarnished  lace  coat,  and  on  his  manly 
face  the  marks  of  good  fellowship,  of  ill- 
ness, of  kindness,  of  care,  and  wine. 
Stained  as  you  see  him,  and  worn  by  care 
and  dissipation,  that  man  retains  some  of 
the  most  precious  and  splendid  human 
qualities  and  endowments.  He  has  an 
admirable  natural  love  of  truth,  the  keen- 
est instinctive  antipathy  to  hypocrisy,  the 
happiest  satirical  gift  of  laughing  it  to 
scorn.  His  wit  is  wonderfully  wise  and 
detective;  it  flashes  upon  a  rogue  and 
lightens  up  a  rascal  like  a  policeman's 
lantern.  He  is  one  of  the  manliest  and 
kindliest  of  human  beings :  in  the  midst 
of  all  his  imperfections,  he  respects 
female  innocence  and  infantine  tenderness, 
as  you  would  suppose  such  a  great-hearted, 
courageous  soul  would  respect  and  care 
for  them.  He  could  not  be  so  brave,  gen- 
erous, truth-telling  as  he  is,  were  he  not 
infinitely  merciful,  pitiful,  and  tender. 
He  will  give  any  man  his  purse — he  can- 
not help  kindness  and  profusion.  He  may 
have  low  tastes,  but  not  a  mean  mind; 
he  admires  with  all  his  heart  good  and 
virtuous  men,  stoops  to  no  flattery,  bears 
no  rancour,  disdains  all  disloyal  arts,  does 


his  public  duty  uprightly,  is  fondly  loved 
by  his  family,  and  dies  at  his  work.— 
Thackeray,  Wiluam  Makepeace,  1853, 
The  English  Humourists  ff  the  Eighteenih 
Century. 

The  day  of  reckoning  came.  In  a  very 
short  time  Fielding  found  that  all  was 
spent  and  gone — all  swallowed  up  in  the 
abyss  of  ruin !  It  seemed  like  a  dream,  a 
wild,  incoherent  vision.  The  roar  of  mirth, 
the  deafening  cheer,  the  splendid  liveries, 
prancing  horses,  staring  rustics,  full- 
mouthed  dogs,  faded  before  him  like  some 
'' insubstantial  pageant."  He  had  been 
generous,  hospitable,  profuse;  and  what 
was  his  reward  ?  Those  who  had  sat  at 
meat  with  him  now  ridiculed  his  extrava- 
gance. Even  the  gaping  boors  of  the 
neighbourhood  cracked  their  heavy  jokes 
at  his  expense.  The  prudent  gentlemen 
and  ladies  who  had  not  scrupled  to  sit  at 
his  jovial  board,  and  partake  of  his  cheer, 
now  shook  their  heads,  and  gravely  con- 
demned his  prodigality.  Those  of  his 
more  ambitious  neighbours  whom  he  had 
recently  outshone  in  splendour,  rejoiced 
in  his  downfall,  without  attempting  to 
conceal  their  satisfaction.  In  the  midst 
of  all  these  untoward  circumstances,  he 
had  to  escape  from  his  creditors  as  best 
he  might,  and  to  seek  for  happiness  and 
a  livelihood  in  some  other  sphere.  How 
bitterly  Fielding  cursed  his  folly,  and  how 
penitently  he  bewailed  his  imprudence, 
can  be  well  imagined.  His  sorrow — now, 
alas!  unavailing — was  not  unmixed  with 
feelings  of  resentment.  The  jealousy 
with  which  he  had  been  regarded  in  the 
height  of  his  ostentatious  career,  and  the 
treatment  he  experienced  in  his  reverses, 
long  rankled  in  his  breast.  He  could  not 
easily  forget  the  sneers  and  slights  of 
those  whom  in  his  heart  he  so  much 
despised ;  and  from  this  time  forth,  there- 
fore, the  Squirearchy  of  England  had  to 
expect  little  mercy  at  his  hands. — Law- 
rence, Frederick,  1855,  The  Life  (jf 
Henry  Fielding,  p.  75. 

Henry  Fielding  was  at  Lyme  Regis, 
Dorsetshire,  for  the  purpose  of  carrying 
off  an  heiress.  Miss  Andrew,  the  daughter 
of  Solomon  Andrew,  Esq.,  the  last  of  a 
series  of  merchants  of  that  name  at  Lyme. 
The  young  lady  was  living  with  Mr.  An- 
drew Tucker,  one  of  the  Corporation,  who 
sent  her  away  to  !ilodbury  in  South  Devon, 
where  she  married  an  ancestor  of  the 
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present  Rev.  Mr.  Rhodes,  of  Bath,  who  pos- 
sesses the  Andrew  property.  The  cir- 
cumstances about  the  attempt  of  Henry 
Fielding  to  carry  oflf  the  young  lady, 
handed  down  in  the  ancient  Tucker  fam- 
ily, were  doubted  by  the  late  Dr.  Rhodes, 
of  Shapwick,  &c.  Since  his  death,  I  have 
found  an  entry  in  the  old  archives  of  Lyme 
about  the  fears  of  Andrew  Tucker,  Esq., 
as  to  his  safety,  owing  to  the  behaviour 
of  Henry  Fielding  and  his  attendant 
or  man.  According  to  the  tradition  of 
the  Tucker  family,  Sophia  Western  was 
intended  to  portray  Miss  Andrew. — 
Roberts,  George,  1855,  Letter  to  the  Athe- 
noBum,  Nov. 

In  person  Fielding  was  tall  and  large, 
being  upwards  of  six  feet  high,  and  he 
seems  to  have  attached  much  value  to 
physical  power,  for  he  forms  all  his 
heroes  after  his  own  likeness.  In  con- 
sequence probably  of  his  formation,  he 
appears  to  have  had  a  high  relish  for  ani- 
mal enjoyments.  .  .  .  That  previous 
to  his  marriage  he  ran  headlong  into 
every  species  of  dissipation,  is,  I  fear,  not 
to  be  doubted ;  but,  as  I  have  endea.voured 
to  show,  we  have  no  proof  that  his  life 
was  otherwise  than  regular  after  his  mar- 
riage. Had  he,  for  example,  been  un- 
faithful to  his  adored  wife,  such  was  his 
innate  candour  that  we  can  hardly  doubt 
but  he  would  have  seized  some  occasion  of 
confessing  and  deploring  it.  Even  in  his 
most  licentious  days,  he  never  lost  his 
respect  for  religion  and  virtue. — Keight- 
LEY,  -  Thomas,  1858,  On  the  Life  and 
Writings  qf  Henry  Fielding,  Fraser's 
Magazine,  vd.  57,  pp.  209,  210. 

Fielding  protests  on  behalf  of  nature ; 
and  certainly  to  see  his  actions  and  his 
persons,  we  might  think  him  made  ex- 
pressly for  that :  a  robust,  strongly  built 
msju  above  six  feet  high,  sanguine,  with 
fan  excess  of  good  humor  and  animal 
spirits,  loyal,  generous,  affectionate,  and 
brave,  but  imprudent,  extravagant,  a 
drinker,  a  roysterer,  ruined  as  it  were  by 
heirloom,  having  seen  the  ups  and  down 
of  life,  bespattered,  but  always  jolly. 
.  .  .  Force,  activity,  invention,  ten- 
derness, all  overflowed  in  him.  He  had  a 
mother's  fondness  for  his  children,  adored 
his  wife,  became  almost  mad  when  he  lost 
her,  found  no  other  consolation  than  to 
weep  with  his  maid-servant,  and  ended 
by  marrying  that  good  and  honest  girl. 


that  he  might  give  a  mother  to  his  chil- 
dren ;  the  last  trait  in  the  portrait  of  his 
valiant  plebeian  heart,  quick  in  telling  all, 
possessing  no  dislikes,  but  all  the  best 
parts  of  man,  except  delicacy.  We  read 
his  books  as  we  drink  a  pure,  wholesome, 
and  rough  wine,  which  cheers  and  fortifies 
us,  and  which  wants  nothing  but  bouquet. 
— Taine,  H.  a.,  1871,  History  of  English 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  ii,  bk.  iii, 
cA.  vi,  p.  170. 

And  what  was  his  reward,  after  wasting 
disappointments?  The  then  not  very 
reputable  post  of  Middlesex  magistrate  at 
Bow  Street.  But,  to  his  credit  be  it  told, 
the  corrupt  practices  which  disgraced  that 
important  though  subordinate  seat  of 
criminal  justice  were  swept  away  by  his 
judicious  and  indefatigable  management, 
and  from  being  a  nest  rather  for  the  nurs- 
ing care  of  some  delinquents  than  for  their 
utter  extermination,  it  became  in  his 
hands  the  dread  of  incorrigible  evil  doers ; 
while  the  weary  and  heavy-laden  met  with 
compassionate  consideration.  Of  these 
facts  there  is  no  one  but  must  feel  assured 
who  has  read  what  may  be  called  his  dying 
words,  which  are  so  impressively  told  in 
his  "Voyage  to  Lisbon" — his  last  resting 
place. — Browne,  James  P.,  1872,  cd.. 
Miscellanies  and  Poems  by  Henry  Fielding, 
Prtface,  p.  xviii. 

Fielding  was  no  hero.  Ginger  was  hot 
in  the  mouth  with  him,  and  he  was  always 
apt  to  prefer  the  call  of  pleasure  to  the 
call  of  duty.— NicoLL,  Henry  J.,  1882, 
Landmarks  qf  English  Literature,  p.  221. 

I  do  not  deny  that  Fielding's  tempera- 
ment was  far  from  being  over  nice.  I  am 
willing  to  admit,  if  you  will,  that  the  woof 
of  his  nature  was  coarse  and  animal.  I 
should  not  stop  short  of  saying  that  it  was 
sensual.  Yet  he  liked  and  admired  the 
highest  and  best  things  of  his  time — the 
art  of  Hogarth,  the  acting  of  Garrick,  the 
verse  of  Pope.  He  is  said  indeed  to  have 
loved  low  company,  but  his  nature  was  so 
companionable  and  his  hunger  for  knowl- 
edge so  keen,  that  I  fancy  he  would  like 
any  society  that  was  not  dull,  and  any 
conversation,  however  illiterate,  from 
which  he  could  learn  anything  to  his  pur- 
pose.—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1883- 
90,  Fielding,  Address  on  Unveiling  the 
Bust  qf  Fielding,  Taunton,  Sept.  4 ;  Prose 
Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol.  vi,  p.  59. 

The  real  monument  which  Fielding's 
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memory  most  needs  is  one  that  does  not 
ask  for  the  chisel  of  any  sculptor  or  the 
voice  of  any  orator.  It  is,  moreover,  a 
memorial  which  It  would  neither  be  diffi- 
cult to  raise  nor  pecuniarily  unprofitable. 
That  memorial  is  a  complete  edition  of  his 
writings.  Though  one  hundred  and  thirty 
years  have  gone  by  since  his  death,  this 
act  of  justice  to  his  reputation  has  never 
yet  been  performed.  Apparently,  it  has 
never  once  been  contemplated.  A  portion 
of  his  work — and,  in  a  certain  way,  of 
work  especially  characteristic — is  prac- 
tically inaccessible  to  the  immense  major- 
ity of  English-speaking  men.  We  are 
the  losers  by  this  neglect  more  than  he. 
The  mystery  that  envelops  much  of  Field- 
ing's career  can  never  be  cleared  away, 
the  estimate  of  his  character  and  con- 
duct can  never  be  satisfactorily  fixed, 
until  everything  he  wrote  has  been  put 
into  the  hands  of  independent  investiga- 
tors pursuing  separate  lines  of  study. — 
LouNSBURY,  Thomas  R.,  1884,  Open  Let- 
ters, The  Century,  vol,  27,  p,  635. 

He  was  too  frank,  may  be ;  and  dared 
Too  boldly.    Those  whose  faults  he  bared. 
Writhed  in  the  mthless  grasp  that  brought 
Into  the  light  their  secret  thought. 
Therefore  the  Tar  tuff e- throng  who  say 
'^Couvrez  ce  ««n, "  and  look  that  way,— 
Therefore  the  Priests  of  Sentiment, 
Rose  on  him  with  their  garments  rent. 
Therefore  the  gadfly  swarm  whose  sting 
Plies  ever  round  some  generons  thing, 
Buzzed  of  old  bills  and  tavemscores, 
Old  ** might-have-beens**  and  "hereto- 

fores;** — 
Then,  from  that  garbled  record-list, 
Made  him  his  own  Apologist. 
And  was  he?  Nay,— let  who  has  known 
Nor  Youth  nor  Error,  cast  the  stone ! 
If  to  have  sense  of  Joy  and  Pain 
Too  keen, — to  rise,  to  fall  again, 
To  live  too  much, — be  sin,  why  them, 
This  was  no  Phoenix  among  men. 
But  those  who  turn  that  later  page. 
The  journal  of  his  middle-age. 
Watch  him  serene  in  either  fate, — 
Philanthropist  and  Magistrate ; 
Watch  him  as  Husband,  Father,  Friend, 
Faithful,  and  patient  to  the  end; 
Grieving,  as  e'en  the  brave  may  grieve, 
But  for  the  loved  ones  he  must  leave : 
These  will  admit — if  any  can- 
That  *neath  the  green  Estrella  trees, 
No  Artist  merely,  but  a  Man, 
Wrought  on  our  noblest  island-plan. 
Sleeps  with  the  alien  Portuguese. 

— DoBSON,  Austin,  1880,  Henry  Field- 
ing,  At  the  Sign  of  the  Lyre. 


We  dimly  make  out  that  the  chief  inci- 
dent of  Fielding's  dramatic  career  was  his 
share  in  a  quarrel  between  Gibber,  then 
manager,  and  certain  actors  to  whom,  as 
Fielding  thought.  Gibber  had  behaved  un- 
fairly. Gibber,  the  smart,  dapper  little 
Frenchified  coxcomb,  was  just  the  type  of 
all  the  qualities  which  Fielding  most 
heartily  despised;  and  they  fell  foul  of 
each  other  with  great  heartiness.  On  the 
other  hand,  he  was  equally  enthusiastic  on 
behalf  of  his  friends.  Ghief  among  them 
were  Hogarth,  whose  paintings  are  the 
best  comment  on  Fielding's  novel,  and 
Garrick,  whom,  though  of  very  different 
temperament,  he  admired  and  praised 
with  the  most  cordial  generosity.  *  *  Harry 
Fielding,"  as  his  familiars  call  him,  was 
no  doubt  a  wild  youth,  but  to  all  appear- 
ance a  most  trustworthy  and  warm-hearted 
friend.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1897,  Henry 
Fielding^  Library  (f  the  WorWs  Bed  Lit- 
erature, ed.  Warner,  vol.  x,  p.  5696. 

DRAMAS 

'Twas  from  a  sense  of  this  concluding 
jumble,  this  unnatural  huddling  of  events, 
that  a  witty  friend  of  mine,  who  was  him- 
self a  dramatic  writer,  used  pleasantly, 
though  perhaps  rather  freely,  to  damn  tiie 
man  who  invented  fifth  acts.  ...  So 
said  the  celebrated  Henry  Fielding,  who 
was  a  respectable  person  both  by  educa- 
tion and  birth.  .  .  .  His  '*  Joseph 
Andrews"  and  * 'Tom  Jones"  may  be  called 
masterpieces  in  the  comic  epopie,  which 
none  since  have  equalled,  though  multi- 
tudes have  imitated;  and  which  he  was 
peculiarly  qualified  to  write  in  the  man- 
ner he  did,  both  from  his  life,  his  learning, 
and  his  genius.  Had  his  life  been  less 
irregular  (for  irregular  it  was,  and  spent 
in  a  promiscuous  intercourse  with  persons 
of  all  ranks),  his  pictures  of  human-kind 
had  neither  been  so  various  nor  so  natural. 
Had  he  possessed  less  of  literature,  he 
could  not  have  infused  such  a  spirit  of 
classical  elegance.  Had  his  genius  been 
less  fertile  in  wit  and  humour,  he  could 
not  have  maintained  that  uninterrupted 
pleasantry  which  never  suffers  his  reader 
to  feel  fatigue.— Harris,  James,  1750, 
Philological  Inquiries,  pt.  ii. 

Though  it  must  be  acknowledged,  that 
in  the  whole  collection  there  are  few 
plays  likely  to  make  any  considerable  fig- 
ure on  the  stage  hereafter,  yet  they  are 
worthy  of   being  preserved,  being   the 
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of  a  genius,  who,  in  his  wildest  and 
inaccurate  productions,  yet  occa- 
ly  displays  the  talent  of  a  master, 
h  in  the  plan  of  his  pieces  he  is  not 
I  regular,  yet  is  he  often  happy  in 
;tion  and  style ;  and,  in  every  groupe 
e  has  exhibited,  there  are  to  be  seen 
alar  delineations  that  will  amply 
pense  the  attention  bestowed  upon 
—  Murphy,  Arthur,  1762,  An 
on  the  Life  and  Genius  of  Henry 
ng^  Esq.y  Works,  ed.  Chalmers,  vol.  i, 

any  reason  be  assigned,  why  the 
able  Fielding,  who  was  so  perfect  in 
Table,  should  have  succeeded  so  in- 
mtly  in  Dramatic?    Was  it  owing 

peculiarity  of  his  genius,  or  of  his 
istances?  to  any  thing  in  the  nature 
imatic  writing  in  general,  or  of  that 
ular  taste  in  Dramatic  Comedy  which 
eve  and  Vanburgh  had  introduced, 
hichhe  was  obliged  to  comply  with? 
lTTIE,  Wiluam,  1776-9,  Essays  on 
f  and  Music,  p.  102,  note, 
[ding  was  a  comic  writer,  as  well  as  a 
st ;  but  his  comedies  are  very  infe- 

0  his  novels :  they  are  particularly 
int  both  in  plot  and  character.  The 
xcellence  which  they  have  is  that  of 
tyle,  which   is    the  only  thing  In 

his  novels  are  deficient.  The  only 
tic  pieces  of  Fielding  that  retain 
sion  of  the  stage  are,  **The  Mock 
r*'  (a  tolerable  translation  from 
•e's  Medecin  malgrelui),  and  his 
Thumb,"  a  very  admirable  piece  of 
ique.— Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  On 
miic  Writers  of  the  Last  Century, 
•e  viii. 

ile  it  must  be  acknowledged  that 
ng's  genius  was  not  decidedly  dra- 
it  was  something  that  he  escaped 
probation,  though  he  was  at  times 
ed  with  indifference.  —  RoscoE, 
\s,  1840,  Life  and  Works  of  Henry 
ng, 
withstanding  the  ill  fate  which  at- 

1  *Tasquin,"  I  venture  to  pronounce 
ork  of  the  highest  talent,  if  genius 
;  the  more  appropriate  word.  The 
ir  is  excellent ;  nor  do  I  think  that 
itire  in  it  at  all  oversteps  the  fair 
s  of  comic  writing.  .  .  .  Fielding's 
burlesque,  **Tom  Thumb,"  had  bet- 
»rtune,  and  still  keeps  possession  of 
jSLgQ.     It  is,  however,  the  barbaric 


version  of  Kane  O'Hara  which  is  repre- 
sented ;  and  they  who  wish  to  appreciate 
this  genuine  specimen  of  good-humoured 
ridicule,  must  look  to  Fielding's  pages, 
and  not  to  the  theatre.  Indeed,  in  any 
form,  "Tom  Thumb"  is  a  play  rather  to 
be  read  than  to  be  seen.  Tom  Thumb  and 
Glumdalca  ought  to  be  left  to  our  imagi- 
nation, and  not  to  the  Property-man.  If 
the  popularity  of  this  work  of  Fielding's 
pen  is  to  be  ascertained  by  a  common  test, 
the  number  of  quotations  from  it,  that  are 
universally  current,  it  will  be  rated  very 
high  indeed. —Creasy,  Sir  Edward,  1850- 
76,  Memoirs  of  Eminent  Etonians^  p.  318. 

Of  all  Fielding's  dramatic  pieces  ''Pas- 
quin"  seems  deserving  of  the  highest 
praise,  and  it  touches  pretty  fireely  upon 
the  political  corruptions  of  the  times. 
Considered  in  the  light  of  a  satire  alone 
it  may  be  pronounced  very  successful, 
showing  its  author  as  usual  at  his  best  in 
the  unsparing  use  of  the  lash. — Smith, 
George  Barnett,  1875,  Poets  and  Novel- 
ists, p.  301. 

None  of  Fielding's  plays,  with  the  ex- 
ception, perhaps,  of  his  adaptation  of  the 
** Miser,"  can  be  said  to  have  **kept  the 
stage;"  few  even  of  the  students  of  liter- 
ature have  read  them,  and  those  who  have 
read  them  have  dismissed  them  too  hastily. 
The  closest  students  these  plays  have  ever 
had  were  the  dramatists  of  the  following 
generation,  whose  works,  notably  those 
of  Sheridan,  contain  many  traces  of  their 
assiduity.  The  tradition  about  his  writ- 
ing scenes  after  his  return  from  tavern 
carousals  on  the  papers  in  which  his 
tobacco  had  been  wrapt,  and  his  cool 
reception  of  Garrick's  desire  that  he 
should  alter  some  passage  in  the  *'  Wed- 
ding-Day,"  have  helped  the  impression 
that  they  were  loose,  ill-considered,  ill- 
constructed  productions,  scribbled  off 
hastily  to  meet  passing  demands.  There 
is  only  a  fraction  of  truth  in  this  notion. 
That  the  plays  are  not  the  work  of  a  dull 
plodder  or  a  mechanician  of  elaborate  in- 
genuity goes  without  saying ;  but,  though 
perhaps  rapidly  considered  and  rapidly 
constructed,  they  are  neither  ill-con- 
sidered nor  ill-constructed,  and  bear  testi- 
mony to  the  large  and  keen  intelligence, 
as  well  as  the  overflowing  humor  and  fer- 
tile wit  of  their  author. — Minto,  Wil- 
liam, 1879,  FMding,  EneycloptBdia  Bri* 
tannicay  vol.  ix. 
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The  dramatic  pieces  that  he  wrote  dar- 
ing his  early  period  were,  it  is  true, 
shamefully  gross,  though  there  are 
humorous  hints  in  them  that  have  been 
profitably  worked  up  by  later  writers; 
but  what  strikes  me  most  in  them  is  that 
there  is  so  little  real  knowledge  of  life, 
the  result  of  personal  experience,  and  that 
the  social  scenery  and  conception  of  char- 
acter are  mainly  borrowed  from  his  imme- 
diate predecessors,  the  dramatists  of  the 
Restoration.  In  grossness  his  plays  could 
not  outdo  those  of  Dryden,  whose  bust 
has  stood  so  long  without  protest  in  West- 
minster Abbey.  As  to  any  harm  they 
can  do  there  is  little  to  be  apprehended, 
for  they  are  mostly  as  hard  to  read  as  a 
Shapira  manuscript. — Lowell,  James 
Russell,  1883-90,  Fielding^  Address  on 
Unveiling  the  Bust  qf  Fielding,  Taunton, 
Sept.  4;  Prose  Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol. 
VI,  p.  58. 

As  a  dramatist  he  has  no  eminence; 
and  though  his  plays  do  not  deserve  the 
sweeping  condemnation  with  which  Macau- 
lay  once  spoke  of  them  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  they  are  not  likely  to  attract 
any  critics  but  those  for  whom  the  inferior 
efforts  of  a  great  genius  possess  a  morbid 
fascination.  Some  of  them  serve,  in  a 
measure,  to  illustrate  his  career ;  others 
contain  hints  and  situations  which  he 
afterwards  worked  into  his  novels;  but 
the  only  ones  that  possess  real  stage  qual- 
ities are  those  which  he  borrowed  from 
Regnard  and  MoliSre.  ''Don  Quixote  in 
England,"  "Pasquin,"the  "Historical  Reg- 
ister," can  claim  no  present  consideration 
commensurate  with  that  which  they  re- 
ceived as  contemporary  satires,  and  their 
interest  is  mainly  antiquarian ;  while  ''Tom 
Thumb' '  and  the  "Covent-Garden  Trag- 
edy,*' the  former  of  which  would  make 
the  reputation  of  a  smaller  man,  can 
scarcely  hope  to  be  remembered  beside 
"Amelia''  or  "Jonathan  Wild."— Dob- 
son,  Austin,  1883,  Fielding  (English  Men 
cf  Letters),  p.  176. 

JOSEPH  ANDREWS 
1742 

I  have  myself,  upon  your  recommenda- 
tion, been  reading  "Joseph  Andrews." 
The  incidents  are  ill  laid  and  without  in- 
vention ;  but  the  characters  have  a  great 
deal  of  nature,  which  always  pleases  even 
in  her  lowest  shapes.  Parson  Adams  is 
perfectly  well;  so  is  Mrs.  Slipslop,  and 


the  story  of  Wilson ;  and  throughout  he 
shows  himself  well  read  in  Stage-Coaches, 
Country  Squires,  Inns,  and  Inns  of  Court. 
His  reflections  upon  high  people  and  low 
people,  and  misses  and  masters,  are  very 
good.— Gray,  Thomas,  1742,  Letter  to 
Richard  West. 

The  worthy  parson's  learning,  his  sim- 
plicity, his  evangelical  purity  of  heart  and 
benevolence  of  disposition,  are  so  admira- 
bly mingled  with  pedantry,  absence  of 
mind,  and  with  the  habit  of  athletic  and 
gymnastic  exercise,  then  acquired  at  the 
universities  by  students  of  all  descrip- 
tions, that  he  may  be  safely  termed  one 
of  the  richest  productions  of  the  Muse  of 
Fiction.  —  Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1820, 
Henry  Fielding. 

Joseph  Andrews  is  a  hero  of  the  shoul- 
der-knot :  it  would  be  hard  to  canvass  his 
pretentions  too  severely,  especially  con- 
sidering what  a  patron  he  has  in  Parson 
Adams.  That  one  character  would  cut  up 
into  a  hundred  fine  gentlemen  and  novel 
heroes  !—Hazutt,  Wiluam,  1830?  Men 
and  Manners. 

While,  however,  it  is  highly  probable 
that  he  had  Cervantes  in  his  eye,  it  is  cer- 
tain that  the  satiric  and  burlesque  portion 
of  ''Joseph  Andrews"  was  suggested  to  him 
by  the  perusal  of  Richardson's  "Pamela," 
on  the  overwrought  refinement  and 
strained  sentiment  of  which  it  affords  a 
humorous  commentary  in  the  adventures 
of  her  professed  brother,  the  hero.  Be- 
sides its  intrinsic  wit  and  excellence,  it 
has  thus  a  twofold  attraction  in  the  comic 
and  burlesque  spirit  it  maintains  through- 
out, in  the  same  way  as  the  adventures 
of  the  Spanish  knight  and  his  squire, 
however  ludicrous  in  themselves,  are  rel- 
ished with  a  double  zest  for  the  contrast 
they  offer  to  the  dignified  bearing  and 
marvellous  deeds  of  the  old  Paladins. 
How  exquisitely  Fielding  has  caught  the 
humour,  assumed  gravity,  and  delicate 
satire  of  his  prototype,  they  who  have 
compared  the  two  master-pieces  will  read- 
ily admit;  and  that  he  loses  nothing  in 
point  of  originality. — RoscoE,  Thomas, 
1840,  Life  and  Works  qf  Henry  Fielding. 

Resemblances  have  been  found,  and  may 
be  admitted  to  exist,  between  the  Rev. 
Charles  Primrose  and  the  Rev.  Abraham 
Adams.  They  were  from  kindred  genius ; 
and  from  the  manly  habit  which  Welding 
and  Goldsmith  shared  of  discerning  what 
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was  good  and  beautiful  in  the  homeliest 
aspects  of  humanity.  In  the  parson's 
saddle-bag  of  sermons  would  hardly  have 
been  found  this  prison-sermon  of  the  vicar ; 
and  there  was  in  Mr.  Adams  not  only  a 
capacity  for  beef  and  pudding,  but  for 
beating  and  being  beaten,  which  would  ill 
have  consisted  with  the  simple  dignity  of 
Doctor  Primrose.  But  unquestionable 
learning,  unsuspecting  simplicity,  amusing 
traits  of  credulity  and  pedantry,  and  a 
most  Christian  purity  and  benevolence  of 
heart,  are  common  to  both  these  master- 
pieces of  English  fiction ;  and  are  in  each 
with  such  exquisite  touch  discriminated, 
as  to  leave  no  possible  doubt  of  the  origi- 
nality of  either.— PoRSTER,  John,  1848- 
54,  The  Life  and  Times  qT  Oliver  Gold- 
smith, vol,  I,  ch.  xiii. 

Joseph  Andrews,  though  he  wears  Lady 
Booby's  cast-off  livery,  is,  1  think,  to  the 
full  as  polite  as  Tom  Jones  in  his  fustian- 
suit,  or  Captain  Booth  in  regimentals. 
He  has,  like  those  heroes,  large  calves, 
broad  shoulders,  a  high  courage,  and  a 
handsome  face.  The  accounts  of  Joseph's 
bravery  and  good  qualities ;  his  voice,  too 
musical  to  halloo  to  the  dogs ;  his  bravery 
in  riding  races  for  the  gentlemen  of  the 
county,  and  his  constancy  in  refusing 
bribes  and  temptation,  have  something 
affecting  in  their  naiveU  and  freshness, 
and  prepossess  one  in  favour  of  that  hand- 
some young  hero.  The  rustic  bloom  of 
Fanny,  and  the  delightful  simplicity  of 
Parson  Adams  are  described  with  a  friend- 
liness which  wins  the  reader  of  their 
story :  we  part  with  them  with  more  regret 
than  from  Booth  and  Jones. — Thacke- 
ray, William  Makepeace,  1853,  The 
English  Humourists  of  the  Bfighteenth  Cen- 
tury. 

The  character  of  Mr.  Abraham  Adams  is 
the  most  delightful  in  the  whole  range  of 
English  fiction.  It  is  the  embodiment  of 
Christianity  in  all  its  noblest  bearings — 
the  grandest  delineation  of  a  pattern  priest 
which  the  world  has  yet  seen. — Law- 
rence, Frederick,  1855,  The  Life  of 
Henry  Fielding^  p.  155. 

It  is  a  piece  of  admirable  art,  but  com- 
posed of  the  basest  materials,  like  a 
palace  built  of  dung.  ''Amelia"  is  not 
80  corrupt,  but  it  is  often  coarse,  and,  as 
a  whole,  very  poor  and  tedious.  ''Joseph 
Andrews"  is  by  far  the  most  delightful  of 
his  writings.     With  less  art  than  "Tom 


Jones, ' '  it  has  much  more  genius.  Parson 
Adams  is  confessedly  one  of  the  most  orig- 
inal and  pleasing  characters  in  fiction. 
Goldsmith's  "Vicar  of  Wakefield, "  Joseph 
Cargill  in  "St.  Ronan's  Well,"  are  both 
copied  from  him,  but  have  not  a  tithe  of 
his  deep  simplicity  and  delicious  honhom- 
mie.  We  predict  that,  in  a  century  hence, 
"Joseph  Andrews"  will  alone  survive  to 
preserve  Fielding's  name. — Gilpillan, 
George,  1855,  A  Third  Gallery  of  For- 
traits,  p.  231. 

What  is  London  in  the  mouths  of  Hume, 
and  Richardson,  and  Boswell?  A  place 
of  elegant  manners,  refined  ideas,  general 
enlightenment,  knowledge,  enterprise, 
wealth,  liberality.  What  are  London  and 
England  in  the  pictures  of  Hogarth  and  the 
pages  of  Fielding ?  "No  better  than  they 
should  be, ' '  certainly :  full  of  poverty,  low 
vice,  coarse  indulgence,  and  sheer  brutal- 
ity, relieved  now  and  then  by  exhibitions  of 
good  sense,  courage,  and  love  of  learning. 
Parson  Adams,  the  simple-minded  clergy- . 
man  in  "Joseph  Andrews,"  who  goes  up 
to  London  to  sell  his  sermons  to  soma 
publisher,  and  meets  on  the  way  to  and 
from  the  country  with'as  many  adventures 
as  Don  Quixote  himself,  is  a  literary  crea- 
tion of  unsurpassed  merit;  nor  are  the 
personages  that  surround  him,  though  less 
interesting,  drawn  with  less  ability. — 
Arnold,  Thomas,  1868-75,  Chaucer  to 
W(yrdsworth,  p.  372. 

The  type  which  shows  best  the  force 
and  the  limits  of  Fielding's  genius  is  Par- 
son Adams.  He  belongs  to  a  distinguished 
family,  whose  members  have  been  por- 
trayed by  the  greatest  historians.  He  is 
a  collateral  descendant  of  Don  Quixote, 
for  whose  creation  Fielding  felt  a  rever- 
ence exceeded  only  by  his  reverence  for 
Shakespeare.  The  resemblance  is,  of 
course,  distant,  and  consists  chiefly  in 
this,  that  the  parson,  like  the  knight, 
lives  in  an  ideal  world,  and  is  constantly 
shocked  by  harsh  collision  with  facts^^ 
He  believes  in  his  sermons  instead  of  his 
sword,  and  his  imagination  is  tenanted  by 
virtuous  squires  and  model  parsons  instead 
of  Arcadian  shepherds,  or  knight-errants 
and  fair  ladies.  His  imagination  is  not 
exalted  beyond  the  limits  of  sanity,  but 
only  colours  the  prosaic  realities  in  accord- 
ance with  the  impulses  or  a  tranquil  benev- 
olence. ...  If  the  ideal  hero  is 
always  to  live  in  fancy-land  and  talk  in 
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blank  verse,  Adams  has  clearly  no  right 
to  the  title ;  nor,  indeed,  has  Don  Quixote. 
But  the  masculine  portraiture  of  the  coarse 
realities  is  not  only  indicative  of  intellec- 
tual vigour,  but  artistically  appropriate. 
The  contrast  between  the  world  and  its 
simple-minded  inhabitant  is  the  more  for- 
cible in  proportion  to  the  firmness  and 
solidity  of  Fielding's  touch. — Stephen, 
Lesue,  1874-79.  Houn  in  a  Library, 
Second  Series,  pp.  195,  197. 

It  was  not  without  reason  that  Fielding 
added  prominently  to  his  title-page  the 
name  of  Mr.  Abraham  Adams.  If  he  is 
not  the  real  hero  of  the  book»  he  is  un- 
doubtedly the  character  whose  fortunes 
the  reader  follows  with  the  closest  inter- 
est. .  .  .  Not  all  the  discipline  of' 
hog's  blood  and  cudgels  and  cold  water  to 
which  he  is  subjected  can  deprive  him  of 
his  native  dignity ;  and  as  he  stands  be- 
fore us  in  the  short  great-coat  under 
which  his  ragged  cassock  is  continually 
making  its  appearance,  with  his  old  wig 
and  battered  hat,  a  clergyman  whose 
social  position  is  scarcely  above  that  of 
a  footman,  and  who  supports  a  wife  and 
six  children  upon  a  cure  of  twenty-three 
pounds  a  year,  which  his  outspoken  hon- 
esty is  continually  jeopardising,  he  is  a 
far  finer  figure  than  Pamela  in  her  coach- 
and-six,  or  Bellarmine  in  his  cinnamon 
velvet.— DoBSON,  Austin,  1883,  Fielding 
(English  Men  of  Letters),  pp,  73,  74. 

JOURNEY  FROM  THIS  WORLD  TO 

THE  NEXT 

1748 

'*The  Journey  from  this  World  to  the 
Next,"  is  to  me  an  unpleasing  fiction. 
The  main  requisite  for  such  a  fiction  is 
precisely  that  in  which  Fielding  was  most 
deficient — a  poetic  imagination.  It  will 
therefore  rarely,  I  think,  be  read  for 
pleasure,  but  it  may  be  for  information, 
for  it  is  a  fund  of  acute  satire  and  pro- 
found observation  on  human  nature. — 
— Keightley,  Thomas,  1858,  On  the  Life 
and  Writings  of  Henry  Fielding,  Frasefs 
Magazine,  vol.  57,  p.  212. 

The  Lucianic  history  called  *'A  Journey 
from  this  World  to  the  Next;"  this  be- 
gins with  a  very  sprightly  satire,  culmi- 
nating in  the  author's  entrance  into  Ely- 
sium ;  unhappily,  when  in  a  charming  vein, 
he  meets  Julian  the  Apostate,  who  solilo- 
quises, not  always  very  amusingly,  for 


one  hundred  and  forty  pages.  Julian  re- 
linquishes his  position  to  Anne  Boleyn, 
and  the  fragment  presently  closes.  There 
are  some  exceedingly  fine  passages  in  the 
shapeless  work. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,^1 
History  qf  Eighteenth  Century  Literature, 
p.  253. 

JONATHAN  WILD 
1743 

^'Jonathan  Wild"  is  assuredly  the  best 
of  all  the  fictions  in  which  a  villain  is 
throughout  the  prominent  character.  But 
how  impossible  it  is  by  any  force  of  gen- 
ius to  create  a  sustained  attractive 
interest  for  such  a  groundwork,  and  how 
the  mind  wearies  of,  and  shrinks  from,  the 
more  than  painful  interest,  the  pjunfrov^ 
of  utter  depravity,  —  Fielding  himself 
felt  and  endeavoured  to  mitigate  and 
remedy  by  the  (on  all  other  principles)  far 
too  large  a  proportion,  and  too  quick  re- 
currence, of  the  interposed  chapters  of 
moral  reflection,  like  the  chorus  in  the 
Greek  tragedy, — admirable  specimens  as 
these  chapters  are  of  profound  irony  and 
philosophic  satire. — Coleridge,  Samuel 
Taylor,  1832,  Notes  on  Books  and  Au- 
thors; Miscellanies,  ^Esthetic  and  Literary, 
ed.  Ashe,  p.  339. 

'*The  Life  of  Jonathan  Wild"  has  proved 
a  perfect  crux  to  the  critics,  a  proof  per- 
haps that  it  may  have  a  recondite  sense. 
It  is  not  the  real  life  of  that  villain,  which 
maybe  found  in  the**  Newgate  Calendar," 
or  in  Watson's  **Life  of  Fielding;"- it 
seems  rather  to  be  an  attempt  at  forming 
the  ideal  of  perfect  and  consummate  vil- 
lainy, absorbed  in  self  and  unchecked  by 
feeling  or  remorse. — Keightley,  Thomas, 
1858,  On  the  Life  and  Writings  qf  Henry 
Fielding,  Eraser's  Magazine,  vol.  57,  p.  213. 

It  was  written  for  a  special  purpose ;  it 
fulfilled  that  purpose  admirably ;  but  be- 
yond that  fact,  and  that  it  contains  much 
of  its  author's  sarcastic  genius,  the  frag- 
ment is  not  in  any  other  aspect  very  notice- 
able.—Smith,  George  Barnett,  1875, 
Poets  and  Novelists,  p.  296. 

This  has  never  been  a  favourite  among 
Fielding's  readers,  because  of  its  caustic 
cynicism  and  the  unbroken  gloom  of  its 
tone,  but  it  is  equal  to  the  best  he  has 
left  us  in  force  and  originality.  It  is  the 
history  of  an  unmitigated  ruffian,  from 
his  baptism  by  Titus  Gates  to  his  death  at 
Newgate  on  ** the  Tree  of  Glory."  The 
story  is  intended  to  mock  those  relations 
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li  biographers  lose  themselves  in 
s  eulogies  of  their  subjects,  for 
|2n:'eatness/'  without  consideration 
''goodness/'  by  showing  that  it 
ble  to  write  the  history  of  a  gal- 
d  in  exactly  the  same  style  of 

gusto.  The  inexorable  irony 
s  sustained  all  through,  even  when 
t  detestable  acts  of  the  hero  are 
)d,  forms  rather  a  strain  at  last 
le  reader's  nerves,  and  no  one 
irn  to  * 'Jonathan  Wild"  for  mere 
ent.  But  it  shows  a  marvellous 
[ge  of  the  seamy  side  of  life,  the 
)roving  himself  in  it  to  be  as  famil- 
1  thieves  and  their  prisons  as  in 
1  Andrews''  he  had  been  with 
)aches  and  wayside  taverns;  while 

could  be  more  picturesque  than 

the  scenes  with  Blueskin  and  his 
r  than  the  Petronian  passages  on 
jhip.— GossE,   Edmund,   1888,  A 

of  EighteenUi  Century  Literature^ 

Jonathan  Wild"  above  all  Fielding 
I  to  the  full  his  taste  for  clearness 
by  of  intellectual  structure.  .  .  . 
I  conducts  his  narrative  under  the 
it  influence  of  one  prevailing  pur- 

the  service  of  which  he  employs 
irony,  never  suffering  the  reader 
moment  to  forget  the  main  thesis, 
s  stated  at  the  beginning  of  the 
estated  at  the  close  and  illustrated 
itchless  skill  throughout.  This 
s  in  effect  that  the  elements  of 
less,"  in  the  common  acceptation 
term,  when  divorced  from  that 
oodness  of  heart  which  is  little 
>  foster  ambition,  are  the  same  in 
)f  and  in  men  eminent  in  more 
le  professions,  as  those  can  testify 
ave  lived  long  in  cities,  courts, 
:  such  places."  In  sketching  the 
of  Wild,  and  showing  how  his 
•f  selfish  villainy  might  have  been 

at  innumerable  points  by  the 
b  liability  to  humane  feeling, 
's  polished  irony  achieves  a 
,  and  presents  a  picture  of  almost 
t  diabolism. ' '  The  humour  of  the 
3  at  its  grimmest  in  this  work,  not 

in  depicting  Wild,  the  horror  of 
laracter  is  almost  forgotten  in  its 
unity,  as  in  sundry  subordinate 
-Raleigh,  Walter,  1894,  The 
Navel,  pp.  167,  168. 


His  brave,  generous  nature  could  never 
give  up  a  belief  in  virtue  or  in  the  sub- 
stantial happiness  of  a'  good  heart.  He 
could  see,  as  he  proved  by  Jonathan  Wild, 
into  the  very  soul  of  a  thorough  villain, 
the  depth  beyond  depth  of  treachery  and 
sensuality  that  can  be  embodied  in  human 
form.  His  moral  is,  as  he  puts  it,  that  a 
man  may  "go  to  heaven  with  half  the 
pains  which  it  costs  him  to  purchase  hell. ' ' 
The  villain,  even  as  things  go,  naturally 
overreaches  himself.  Knowledge  of  the 
world  takes  the  gloss  off  much;  but  it 
properly  leads  to  a  recognition  of  the 
supreme  advantage  of  unworldly  sim- 
plicity.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1897,  Henry 
Fielding,  Library  qf  the  WorUTs  Best  Lit- 
erature, ed.  Warner,  vol.  x,  p.  5701. 

TOM  JONES 
1749 

I  have  been  very  well  entertained  lately 
with  the  two  first  volumes  of  '*The  Found- 
ling," written  by  Mr.  Fielding,  but  not  to 
be  published  till  January  (1749).  If  the 
same  spirit  runs  through  the  whole  work, 
I  think  it  will  be  much  preferable  to 
* 'Joseph  Andrews." — Hertford,  Lady 
(Duchess  op  Sobierset),  1748,  Letter  to 
Lady  LusAorough. 

Meanwhile,  it  is  an  honest  pleasure, 
which  we  take  in  adding,  that  (exclusive 
of  one  wild,  detach'd,  and  independent 
Story  of  a  Man  of  the  HUl,  that  neither 
brings  on  Anything,  nor  rose  from  Any- 
thing that  went  before  it).  All  the 
changeful  windings  of  the  Author's  Fancy 
carry  on  a  course  of  regular  Design ;  and 
end  in  an  extremely  moving  Close,  where 
Lives  that  seem'd  to  wander  and  run  dif- 
ferent ways,  meet,  All,  in  an  instructive 
Center.  The  whole  Piece  consists  of  an 
inventive  Race  of  Disappointments  and 
Recoveries.  It  excites  Curiosity,  and 
holds  it  watchful.  It  has  just  and  pointed 
Satire ;  but  it  is  a  partial  Satire,  and  con- 
fin'd,  too  narrowly:  It  sacrifices  to 
Authority  and  Interest.  Its  Events  reward 
Sincerity,  and  punish  and  expose  Hypoc- 
risy ;  shew  Pity  and  Benevolence  in  ami- 
able Lights,  and  Avarice  and  Brutality  in 
very  despicable  ones.  In  every  Part  It 
has  Humanity  for  its  Intention:  In  too 
many,  it  seems  wantoner  than  It  was 
meant  to  be :  It  has  bold  shocking  Pic- 
tures ;  and  (I  fear)  not  unresemblingones, 
in  high  Life,  and  in  low.  And  (to  con- 
clude this  too  adventurous  Guess-work^ 
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from  a  Pair  of  forward  Baggages)  woud, 
every  where  (we  think),  deserve  to  please, 
— if  stript  of  what  the  Author  thought 
himself  most  sure  to  please  by.  And  thus, 
•Sir,  we  have  told  you  our  sincere  opinion 
of  **Tom  Jones."  .  .  .  Your  most 
profest  Admirers  and  most  humble  ser- 
vants. —  Hill,  Astr-ea  and  Minerva, 
1749,  Letter  to  Samuel  Richardsony  July  27. 

I  must  confess,  that  I  have  been  preju- 
diced by  the  Opinion  of  Several  judicious 
Friends  against  the  truly  coarse-titled 
**Tom  Jones;"  and  so  have  been  discour- 
aged from  reading  it. — I  was  told,  that  it 
was  a  rambling  Collection  of  Waking 
Dreams,  in  which  Probability  was  not  ol^ 
served :  And  that  it  had  a  very  bad  Tend- 
ency. And  I  had  Reason  to  think  that 
the  Author  intended  for  his  Second  View 
(His^r^^,  to  fill  his  Pocket,  by  accommo- 
dating it  to  the  reigning  Taste)  in  writing 
it,  to  whiten  a  vicious  Character,  and  to 
make  Morality  bend  to  his  Practices. 
What  Reason  had  he  to  make  his  Tom  ille- 
gitimate, in  an  Age  where  Keeping  is 
become  a  Fashion?  Why  did  he  make 
him  a  common — What  shall  I  call  it?  And 
a  Kept  Fellow,  the  Lowest  of  all  Fellows, 
yet  in  Love  with  a  Young  Creature  who  was 
traping  [trapesing?]  after  him,  a  Fugitive 
from  her  Father's  House? — Why  did  he 
draw  his  Heroine  so  fond,  so  foolish,  and 
so  insipid  ? — Indeed  he  has  one  excuse — 
He  knows  not  how  to  draw  a  delicate 
Woman — He  has  not  been  accustomed  to 
such  Company, — And  is  too  prescribing, 
too  impetuous,  too  immoral,  I  will  venture 
to  say,  to  take  any  other  Byass  that  a 
perverse  and  crooked  Nature  has  given 
him ;  or  Evil  Habits,  at  least,  have  con- 
firmed in  him.  Do  Men  expect  Grapes  of 
Thorns,  or  Figs  of  Thistles?  But,  per- 
haps, I  think  the  worse  of  the  Piece  be- 
cause I  know  the  Writer,  and  dislike  his 
Principles  both  Public  and- Private,  tho'  I 
wish  well  to  the  Man,  and  Love  Four 
worthy  Sisters  of  his,  with  whom  I  am 
well  acquainted.  And  indeed  should 
admire  him,  did  he  make  the  Use  of  his 
Talents  which  I  wish  him  to  make.  For 
the  Vein  of  Humour,  and  Ridicule,  which 
he  is  Master  of,  might,  if  properly  turned, 
do  great  Service  to  y^  Cause  of  Virtue. 
But  no  more  of  this  Gentleman's  Work, 
after  I  have  said,  That  the  favourable 
Things,  you  say  of  the  Piece,  will  tempt 
me,  if  I  can  find  Leisure,  to  give  it  a 


Perusal.— Richardson,    Samuel,    1749, 
Letter  to  Astroea  and  Minerva  HillyAug,  4. 

Unfortunate  Tom  Jones!  how  sadly  has 
he  mortify'd  Two  sawcy  Correspondents 
of  your  making !  They  are  with  me  now : 
and  bid  me  tell  you.  You  have  spoiPd  'em 
Both,  for  Criticks. — Shall  I  add,  a  Secret 
which  they  did  not  bid  me  tell  you  ? — They, 
Both,  fairly  cry'd,  that  You  shou'd  think 
it  possible  they  cou'd  approve  of  Any 
thing,  in  Any  work,  that  had  an  .£^  Tend- 
ency, in  any  Part  or  Purpose  of  it.  They 
maintain  their  Point  so  far,  however,  as 
to  be  convinced  they  say,  that  you  will  dis- 
approve this  over-rigid  Judgment  of  those 
FViends,  who  cou'd  not  find  a  Thread  of 
Moral  Meaning  in  ''Tom  Jones,"  quite 
independent  of  the  Levities  they  justly 
censure. — And,  as  soon  as  you  have  Time 
to  read  him,  for  yourself,  tis  there,  pert 
Sluts,  they  will  be  bold  enough  to  rest  the 
Matter. — Mean  while,  they  love  and  honour 
you  and  your  opinions. — HiLX.,  Aaron, 
n4d,Letterto  Samuel  Richardson,  Aug.U. 

There  is  lately  sprung  up  amongst  us  a 
species  of  narrative  poem,  representing 
likewise  the  characters  of  common  life. 
It  has  the  same  relation  to  comedy  that 
the  epic  has  to  tragedy,  and  differs  from 
the  epic  in  the  same  respect  that  comedy 
differs  from  tragedy;  that  is,  in  the 
actions  and  characters,  both  which  are 
much  nobler  in  the  epic  than  in  it.  It  is 
therefore,  I  think,  a  legitimate  kind  of 
poem;  and,  accordingly,  we  are  told, 
Homer  wrote  one  of  that  kind,  called 
^'Margites,"  of  which  some  lines  are  pre- 
served. The  reason  why  I  mention  it  is, 
that  we  have,  in  English,  a  poem  of  that 
kind  (for  so  I  will  call  it),  which  has  more 
of  character  in  it  than  any  work,  antient 
or  modem,  that  I  know.  The  work  I 
mean  is,  "The  History  of  Tom  Jones,"  by 
Henry  Fielding,  which,  as  it  has  more 
personages  brought  into  the  story  than 
any  thing  of  the  poetic  kind  I  have  ever 
seen ;  so  all  those  personages  have  char- 
acters peculiar  to  them,  insomuch,  that 
there  is  not  even  an  host  or  an  hostess 
upon  the  road,  hardly  a  servant,  who  is 
not  distinguished  in  that  way ;  in  short  I 
never  saw  any  thing  that  was  so  much  ani- 
mated, and,  as  I  may  say,  all  alive  with 
characters  and  manners,  as  "The  History 
of  Tom  Jones. ' '  —  Moxboddo,  Lord 
(James  Burnet),  1779-99,  Cfthe  Origin 
and  Progress  qf  Language,  vol.  ra,  p.  134. 
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I  never  saw  Johnson  really  an^y  with  me 
but  once.  I  alluded  to  some  witty  passages 
in  ''Tom  Jones;"  he  replied/'I  am  shocked 
to  hear  you  quote  from  so  vicious  a  book. 
I  am  sorry  to  hear  you  have  read  it :  a 
confession  which  no  modest  lady  should 
ever  make.  I  scarcely  know  a  more  cor- 
rupt work !"  He  went  so  far  as  to  refuse 
to  Fielding  the  great  talents  which  are 
ascribed  to  him,  and  broke  out  into  a  noble 
panegyric  on  his  competitor,  Richardson ; 
who,  he  said,  was  as  superior  to  him  in 
talents  as  in  virtue;  and  whom  he  pro- 
nounced to  be  the  greatest  genius  that 
had  shed  its  lustre  on  this  path  of  litera- 
ture.— More,  Hannah,  1780,  Memoirs^ 
vol.  I,  p.  168. 

In* 'Tom  Jones,"  his  greatest  work,  the 
artful  conduct  of  the  fable,  and  the  sub- 
serviency of  all  the  incidents  to  the  wind- 
ing up  of  the  whole,  deserve  much  praise. 
— Blair,  Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhet- 
oric and  BelleS'Lettres,  ed.  MiUs^  Lecture 
jLxxvii. 

A  book  seemingly  intended  to  sap  the 
foundation  of  that  morality  which  it  is  the 
duty  of  parents  and  all  public  instructors 
to  inculcate  in  the  minds  of  young  people, 
by  teaching  that  virtue  upon  principle  is 
imposture,  that  generous  qualities  alone 
constitute  true  worth,  and  that  a  young 
man  may  love  and  be  loved,  and  at  the  same 
time  associate  with  the  loosest  women. 
His  morality,  in  respect  that  it  resolves  vir- 
tue into  good  affections,  in  contradiction 
to  moral  obligation  and  a  sense  of  duty,  is 
that  of  lord  Shaftesbury  vulgarised,  and 
is  a  system  of  excellent  use  in  palliating 
the  vices  most  injurious  to  society.  He 
was  the  inventor  of  that  cant-phrase, 
goodness  of  heart,  which  is  every  day  used 
as  a  substitute  for  probity,  and  means  little 
more  than  the  virtue  of  a  horse  or  a  dog ;  in 
short,  he  has  doneiqpre  towards  corrupt- 
ing the  rising  genendtion  than  any  writer 
we  know  of.— Hawkins,  Sir  John,  1787, 
Ltfe  cf  Samvjel  Johnson,  p.  214. 

I  have  already  given  my  opinion  of 
Fielding;  but  I  cannot  refrain  from  re- 
peating here  my  wonder  at  Johnson's  ex- 
cessive and  unaccountable  depreciation  of 
one  of  the  best  writers  that  England  has 
produced.  "Tom  Jones"  has  stood  the 
test  of  publick  opinion  with  such  success, 
as  to  have  established  its  great  merit, 
both  for  the  story,  the  sentiments,  and  the 
manners,  and  also  the  varieties  of  diction, 


so  as  to  leave  no  doubt  of  its  having  an 
animated  truth  of  execution  throughout. 
— BoswELL,  James,  1791,  Life  qf  John- 
son,  ed.  HiU,  vol.  ii,  p.  201. 

The  nobility  of  the  Spencers  has  been 
illustrated  and  enriched  by  the  trophies 
of  Marlborough ;  but  I  exhort  them  to  con- 
sider the  Faery  Queen  as  the  most  precious 
jewel  of  their  coronet.  Our  immortal 
Fielding  was  of  the  younger  branch  of  the 
Earls  of  Denbigh,  who  drew  their  origin 
from  the  Counts  of  Habsburgh,  the  lineal 
descendants  of  Ethrico,in  the  seventh  cen- 
tury, Duke  of  Alsace.  Far  different  have 
been  the  fortunes  of  the  English  and  Ger- 
man divisions  of  the  Family  of  Habsburgh, 
the  former,  the  knights  and  sheriffs 
of  Leicestershire,  have  slowly  risen  to 
the  dignity  of  a  peerage;  the  latter, 
the  Emperors  of  Germany  and  Kings  of 
Spain,  have  threatened  the  liberty  of  the 
old  and  invaded  the  treasures  of  the  new 
world.  The  successors  of  Charles  V. 
may  disdain  their  brethren  of  England; 
but  the  romance  of  "Tom  Jones,"  that 
exquisite  picture  of  human  manners,  will 
outlive  the  palace  of  the  Escurial,  and  the 
imperial  eagle  of  the  house  of  Austria. — 
Gibbon,  Edward,  1793,  Memoirs  of  My 
Life  arid  Writings,  p.  4.  / 

"Tom  Jones,"  cannot  be  considered 
simply  a  novel:  the  abundance  of  philo- 
sophical ideas,  the  hypocrisy  of  society, 
and  the  contrast  of  natural  qualities,  are 
brought  into  action  with  an  infinity  of  art; 
and  love,  as  I  have  observed  before,  is 
only  a  vehicle  to  introduce  all  these. — 
— StaEl,  Madame  de,  1800,  The  Influ- 
ence qf  Literature  upon  Society,  ch.  xv. 

Fielding  had  all  the  ease  which  Rich- 
ardson wanted,  a  genuine  flow  of  humour, 
and  a  rich  variety  of  comic  character; 
nor  was  he  wanting  in  strokes  of  an  amia- 
ble sensibility,  but  he  could  not  describe 
a  consistently  virtuous  character,  and  in 
deep  pathos  he  was  far  excelled  by  his 
rival.  When  we  see  Fielding  parodying 
"Pamela,"  and  Richardson  asserting,  as 
he  does  in  his  letters,  that  the  run  of 
"Tom  Jones"  is  over,  and  that  it  would 
soon  be  completely  forgotten:  we  can- 
not but  smile  on  seeing  the  two  authors 
placed  on  the  same  shelf,  and  going 
quietly  down  to  posterity  together. — 
Barbauld,  Anna  LiETiTiA,  1804,  ed..  The 
Correspondence  qf  Samuel  Richardson,  vol. 
1,  p.  Ixxix. 
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Tom  Jones's  warmth  and  generosity  do 
not  appear  to  me  of  that  kind  which  qual- 
ify a  man  for  adorning  domestic  life. — 
Brunton,  Mary,  1811,  Self-Control. 

As  a  story,  **Tom  Jones"  seems  to  have 
only  one  defect,  which  might  have  been 
so  easily  remedied,  that  it  is  to  be  regret- 
ted that  it  should  have  been  neglected  by 
the  author.  Jones,  after  all,  proves  ille- 
gitimate, when  there  would  have  been  no 
difficulty  for  the  author  to  have  supposed 
that  his  mother  had  been  privately  mar- 
ried to  the  young  clergyman.  This  would 
not  only  have  removed  the  stain  from  the 
birth  of  the  hero,  but,  in  the  idea  of  the 
reader,  would  have  given  him  better 
security  for  the  property  of  his  uncle 
Allworthy.  In  fact,  in  a  miserable  con- 
tinuation which  has  been  written  of  the 
history  of  Tom  Jones,  the  wrong  headed 
author  (of  whom  Blifil  was  the  favourite), 
has  made  his  hero  bring  an  action  against 
Tom  after  the  death  of  Mr.  Allworthy, 
and  oust  him  from  his  uncle's  property. 
— DUxNLOP,  John,  1814-42,  The  History 
of  Fiction,  vol.  n,  p.  407. 

Shall  I  say  which  was  the  first  book  that 
most  strongly  excited  my  curiosity,  and 
interested  my  sensibility?  It  was'* Tom 
Jones. ' '  My  female  Mentor  tantalized  me 
without  mercy.  She  would  let  me  have 
but  one  volume  at  a  time ;  and  not  only 
would  not  afford  me  any  clue  to  the  con- 
cluding catastrophe,  but  rather  put  me 
upon  a  wrong  scent.  Sometimes  too 
when  my  impatience  of  expectation  was 
at  the  very  highest  point  possible,  the 
succeeding  volume  was  mislaid,  was  lent, 
was  not  impossibly  lost.  However,  after 
a  long  and  most  severe  trial,  after  hating 
Blifil  with  no  common  hatred,  forming  a 
most  friendly  intimacy  with  Patridge,  lov- 
ing Sophia  with  rapturous  extravagance, 
I  complacently  accompanied  dear  wicked 
Tom  to  the  nuptial  altar.  I  endeavoured 
of  course  to  procure  the  other  productions 
of  this  popular  author,  but  I  well  remem- 
ber that  I  did  not  peruse  any  of  them, 
no  not  within  a  hundred  degrees  of  the 
satisfaction,  which  the  Foundling  commu- 
nicated.— Beloe,  William,  1817,  The 
Sexagenarian,  vol.  i,  p.  18. 

The  felicitous  contrivance,  and  happy 
extrication  of  the  story,  where  every  in- 
cident tells  upon  and  advances  the  catas- 
trophe, while,  at  the  same  time,  it  illus- 
trates the  characters  of  those  interested 


in  its  approach,  cannot  too  often  be  men- 
tioned with  the  highest  approbation.  The 
attention  of  the  reader  is  never  diverted 
or  puzzled  by  unnecessary  digressions,  or 
recalled  to  the  main  story  by  abrupt  and 
startling  recurrences ;  he  glides  down  the 
narrative  like  a  boat  on  the  surface  of 
some  broad  navigable  stream,  which  only 
winds  enough  to  gratify  the  voyager  with 
the  varied  beauty  of  its  banks.  .  .  . 
The  vices  and  follies  of  Tom  Jones,  are 
those  which  the  world  soon  teaches  to  all 
who  enter  on  the  career  of  life,  and  to 
which  society  is  unhappily  but  too  indul- 
gent ;  nor  do  we  believe,  that,  in  any  one 
instance,  the  perusal  of  Fielding's  Novel 
has  added  one  libertine  to  the  large  list, 
who  would  not  have  been  such,  had  it 
never  crossed  the  press. — Scott,  Sib 
Walter,  1820,  Henry  Fielding. 

Many  people  find  fault  with  Fielding's 
''Tom  Jones"  as  gross  and  immoral.  For 
my  part,  I  have  doubts  of  his  being  so 
very  handsome  from  the  author's  always 
talking  about  his  beauty,  and  I  suspect  he 
was  a  clown,  from  being  constantly 
assured  he  was  so  very  genteel.  Other- 
wise, I  think  Jones  acquits  himself  very 
well  both  in  his  actions  and  speeches,  as 
a  lover  and  as  a  trencherman,  whenever 
he  is  called  upon. — Hazlitt.  William, 
1830  ?  Men  and  Manners,  p.  217. 

Manners  change  from  generation  to 
generation,  and  with  manners  morals 
appear  to  change, — actually  change  with 
some,  but  appear  to  change  with  all  but 
the  abandoned.  A  young  man  of  the 
present  day  who  should  act  as  Tom  Jones 
is  supposed  to  act  at  Upton,  with  Lady 
Bellaston,  &c.,  would  not  be  a  Tom  Jones ; 
and  a  Tom  Jones  of  the  present  day,  with- 
out perhaps  being  in  the  ground  a  better 
man,  would  have  perished  rather  than 
submit  to  be  kept  by  a  harridan  of  for- 
tune. Therefore,  this  novel  is,  and  indeed, 
pretends  to  be,  no  exemplar  of  conduct. 
But,  notwithstanding  all  this,  I  do  loathe 
the  cant  which  can  recommend  "Pamela" 
and  **  Clarissa  Harlowe"  as  strictly  moral, 
though  they  poison  the  imagination  of  the 
young  with  continued  doses  of  tinct.  lyttce, 
while  Tom  Jones  is  prohibited  as  loose.  I 
do  not  speak  of  young  women ;  but  a  young 
man  whose  heart  or  feelings  can  be  injured, 
or  even  his  passions  excited,  by  aught 
in  this  novel,  is  already  thoroughly  cor- 
rupt.   There    is    a  cheerful,    sunshiny, 
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y  spirit,  that  prevails  everywhere, 
gly  contrasted  with  the  close,  hot, 
Ireamy  continuity  of  Richardson. — 
RIDGE,  Samuel  Taylor,  1832,  Notes 
H)ks  and  Authors,  Miscellanies  ^Esthetic 
Liiterary,  ed.  Ashe,  p.  337. 

point  of  general  excellence  ''Amelia" 
ommonly  been  considered,  no  less  by 
)&,  perhaps,  than  by  the  public,  as 
edly  inferior  to  **Tom  Jones/'  In 
ty  and  invention  it  assuredly  is  so. 
lief  merit  depends  less  on  its  artful 
elaborate  construction  than  on  the 
esting  series  it  presents  of  domestic 
ings,  drawn,  as  we  have  remarked, 
his  own  family  history.  It  has  more 
>s,  more  moral  lessons,  with  far  less 
ir  and  humour,  than  either  of  its  pred- 
ors.  But  we  agree  with  Chalmers, 
those  who  have  seen  much  of  the 
8  and  distresses  of  domestic  life 
probably  feel  that  the  author's  col- 
g  in  this  work  is  more  just,  as  well 
jre  chaste,  than  in  any  of  his  other 
s.  The  appeals  to  the  heart  are  far 
forcible.— RoscoE,  Thomas,  1840, 
ind  Works  (f  Henry  Fielding. 

3  **Tom  Jones"  is  quite  unrivalled  in 
and  is  to  be  rivalled  only  in  his  own 
s  for  felicitous  delineation  of  char- 
'.— Talfourd,  Thomas  Noon,  1842, 
British  Novels  and  Romances,  Critical 
Miscellaneous  Writings,  p.  13. 
**Tom  Jones,"  Fielding  has  compre- 
3d  a  larger  variety  of  incidents  and 
icters  under  a  stricter  unity  of  story 
in  ** Joseph  Andrews;"  but  he  has 
I  to  the  whole  a  tone  of  worldliness 
1  does  not  mar  the  delightful  sim- 
;y  of  the  latter.  As  an  expression  of 
ower  and  breadth  of  his  mind,  how- 
it  is  altogether  his  greatest  work, 
in  the  union  of  distinct  pictorial  rep- 
itation  with  profound  knowledge  of 
ileal  life,  is  unequalled  by  any  novel 
le  language. — Whipple,  Edwin  P., 
,  The  Life  and  Works  of  Henry  Field' 
Worth  American  Review,  vol.  68,  p.  70. 
lile  at  Tulnavert  school,  I  formed 
»f  those  schoolboy  friendships,  which 
so  common  among  lads  such  as  we 
,  for  a  young  class-fellow  called 
am  Short.  He  asked  me  to  go  home 
ipend  a  few  nights  with  him,  an  invi- 
ti  which  I  gladly  accepted.  His  father 
in  a  wild  mountainous  district  and 
tssed  a  large  tract  of  rough  mountain 


ground.  When  I  went  there  I  felt  aston- 
ished at  the  undoubted  evidences  of  his 
wealth.  While  on  this  visit  I  saw  for  the 
first  time  an  odd  volume  of  ** Tom  Jones;" 
but  I  have  not  the  slightest  intention  of 
describing  the  wonder  and  the  feeling  with 
which  I  read  it.  No  pen  could  do  justice 
to  that.  It  was  the  second  volume;  of 
course  the  story  was  incomplete,  and,  as 
a  natural  consequence,  I  felt  something 
amounting  to  agony  at  the  disappointment 
— not  knowing  what  the  dJhtmernent  was. 
— Carleton,  William,  1869,  AutcMog- 
raphy,  Life  by  CfDonoghue,  vol.  i,  p.  74. 

The  only  great  English  epic  of  that 
century  is  the  prose  Odyssey  of  which 
Mr.  Tom  Jones  is  the  hero. — Dowden, 
Edward,  1880,  Southey  (English  Men  of 
Letters),  p.  51. 

The  book  breathes  health.  The  con- 
vention of  the  time  did  not  forbid  a  direct 
picturing  of  its  evil ;  but  the  coarse  scenes 
in  Fielding's  novels  are  given  always  for 
what  they  are,  with  no  false  gloss  upon 
them.  Whenever  Tom  Jones  sins  against 
the  purity  of  his  love  for  Sohpia  his  wrong 
doing  is  made  in  some  way  to  part  him 
from  her,  and  when  he  pleads  toward  the 
close  of  the  story,  the  difference  between 
men  and  women,  and  the  different  codes 
of  morality  by  which  they  are  judged  in 
society.  Fielding  makes  Sophia  answer, 
''I  will  never  marry  a  man  who  is  not  as 
incapable  as  I  am  myself  of  making  such 
a  distinction."  The  charm  of  genius  en- 
ters into  the  whole  texture  of  thought  in 
Fielding's  novels.  A  page  of  his  is  to  a 
page  of  Richardson's  as  silk  to  sackcloth. 
— Morley,  Henry,  1881,  Cf  English  Lit- 
erature in  the  Reign  of  Victoria,  with  a 
Glance  at  the  Past,  p.  SS. 

Novelists  who  have  undertaken  to  write 
the  life  of  a  hero  or  heroine  have  gener- 
ally considered  their  work  completed  at 
the  interesting  period  of  marriage,  and 
have  contented  themselves  with  the 
advance  in  taste  and  manners  which  are 
common  to  all  boys  and  girls  as  they  be- 
come men  and  women.  Fielding,  no 
doubt,  did  more  than  this  in ' 'Tom  Jones, ' ' 
which  is  one  of  the  greatest  novels  in 
the  English  language,  for  there  he  has 
shown  how  a  noble  and  sanguine  nature 
may  fall  away  under  temptation  and  be 
again  strengthened  and  made  to  stand 
upright.— Trollope,  Anthony,  1882-83, 
An  Autobiography,  ch.  xvii. 
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Like  "Don  Quixote,"  "Tom  Jones"  is 
the  precursor  of  a  new  order  of  things — 
the  earliest  and  freshest  expression  of  a 
new  departure  in  art.  But  while  "Tom 
Jones"  is,  to  the  full,  as  amusing  as 
"Don  Quixote,"  it  has  the  advantage  of 
a  greatly  superior  plan,  and  an  interest 
more  skilfully  sustained.  The  incidents 
which,  in  Cervantes,  simply  succeed  each 
other  like  the  scenes  in  a  panorama,  are,  in 
''Tom  Jones,"  but  parts  of  an  organised  and 
carefully-arranged  progression  towards  a 
foreseen  conclusion.  As  the  hero  and 
heroine  cross  and  recross  each  other's 
track,  there  is  scarcely  an  episode  which 
does  not  aid  in  the  moving  forward  of  the 
story.  Little  details  rise  lightly  and  nat- 
urally to  the  surface  of  the  narrative,  not 
more  noticeable  at  first  than  the  most 
everyday  occurrences,  and  a'  few  pages 
farther  on  become  of  the  greatest  impor- 
tance. .  .  .  What  a  brave  wit  it  is, 
what  a  wisdom  after  all,  that  is  contained 
in  this  wonderful  novel !  Where  shall  we 
find  its  like  for  richness  of  reflection — for 
inexhaustible  good-humour — for  large  and 
liberal  humanity  ?  Like  Fontenelle,  Field- 
ing might  fairly  claim  that  he  had  never 
cast  the  smallest  ridicule  upon  the  most 
infinitesimal  of  virtues;  it  is  against 
hypocrisy,  affectation,  insincerity  of  all 
kinds,  that  he  wages  war.  And  what  a 
keen  and  searching  observation — what  a 
perpetual  faculty  of  surprise — what  an 
endless  variety  of  method! — Dobson, 
Austin,  1883,  Fielding,  pp.  118,  126. 

At  every  corner  there  is  a  conspicuous 
finger  post  intended  to  point  out  the  roads 
along  which  approbation  and  disapproba- 
tion are  expected  to  travel.  In  reading 
"Tom  Jones"  we  know  at  once  that  we  are 
intended  to  like  Tom  and  to  hate  Blifil, 
and  the  emotional  attitude  we  are  re- 
quested to  take  at  the  beginning  we  are 
compelled  to  retain  until  the  end.  There 
are  light  and  shade,  but  they  are  not  in- 
termingled as  in  real  life  and  in  the  most 
typical  nineteenth  century  fiction,  for  all 
the  sunlight  falls  on  one  place  and  all  the 
shadow  on  another.  Tom  Jones  is  by  no 
means  a  perfect  character,  but  he  is 
clearly  an  embodiment  of  Fielding's  ideal, 
and  one  may  say — if  the  bull  be  pardona- 
ble— we  are  meant  to  feel  that  if  he 
were  more  perfect  he  would  be  less  so. — 
Noble,  James  Ashcroft,  1886,  Morality 
in  Engh'nh  Fiction,  p.  15. 


In  "Tom  Jones,"  a  novel  of  which  the 
respectable  profess  that  they  could  stand 
the  dulness  if  it  were  not  so  blackguardly, 
and  the  more  honest  admit  that  they  could 
forgive  the  blackguardism  if  it  were  not 
so  dull — in  "Tom  Jones,"  with  its  volumi- 
nous bulk  and  troops  of  characters,  there 
is  no  shadow  of  a  gentleman,  for  All- 
worthy  is  only  ink  and  paper.— Stevenson, 
Robert  Louis,  1888,  Some  Gentlemen  in 
Fiction,  SeriJbwer's  Magazine,  vol.  3,  p.  766. 

The  Epic  of  Youth,  by  a  master  of  com- 
edy. In  the  prime  of  his  manhood,  speak- 
ing from  a  full  and  ripe  experience,  but 
with  the  zest  of  youthfulness  still  easily 
within  the  reach  of  memory  and  S3mipathy, 
Fielding  gives  in  this  book  his  sonorous 
verdict  on  human  life  and  human  conduct 
Whether  regarded  for  its  art  or  for  its 
thought,  whether  treated  as  detached 
scenes  of  the  human  comedy,  as  an  exain- 
ple  of  plot-architecture,  or  as  an  attempt 
at  the  solution  of  certain  wide  problems 
of  life,  no  truer,  saner  book  has  ever  been 
written.— Raleigh,  Walter,  1894,  Tht 
English  Novel,  p,  170. 

"Tom  Jones"  is  a  marvel  of  invention, 
character,  and  wit,  of  which  readers  never 
weary;  with  its  amusing  scenes  and 
adventures,  its  sparkling  sketches  of  high 
and  low  life,  its  genial  satire,  and  its 
scorn  of  meanness  and  hypocrisy.  He  has 
stronger  claims  to  be  a  writer  of  history 
than  the  authors  of  many  elaborate  fictions 
known  under  that  name. — Aubrey,  W. 
H.  S.,  1895,  The  Rise  and  Growth  cf  the 
English  Nation,  vol.  ill,  p.  121. 

The  scenes  are  still  constructed  as  in 
comedy.  As  we  read  on,  it  is  as  if  we 
were  assisting  at  the  representation  of  a 
score  of  comedies,  parallel  and  successive ; 
some  pathetic,  some  burlesque,  others 
possessing  the  gay  wit  of  Vanbrugh  and 
Congreve — all  of  which,  after  a  skilfully 
manipulated  revolution  of  circumstances, 
are  united  in  a  brilliant  conclusion.  In- 
stead of  being  burdened,  as  were  the  ear- 
lier epic  romancers,  with  a  number  of 
narratives  to  be  gathered  up  in  the  last 
chapters.  Fielding  in  the  main  becomes 
his  own  story-teller  throughout.  Char- 
acter is  unfolded,  and  a  momentum  is 
given  to  his  plot  by  direct,  not  reported, 
conversations.  All  devices  to  account  for 
his  subject-matter,  such  as  bundles  of 
letters,  fragmentary  or  rat-eaten  manu- 
scripts, found  by  chance,  or  given  to  the 
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r  in  keeping,  are  brushed  aside  as 
and*  silly.  Fielding  throws  off  the 
of  anonymity,  steps  out  boldly,  and 
us  to  accept  his  omniscience  and 
presence. —Cross,  Wilbur  L.,  1899, 
development  of  the  English  Novell  p.  45. 

AMELIA 
1751 

thinks  I  long  to  engage  you  on  the 
•f  this  poor  unfortunate  book,  which 
told  the  fine  folks  are  unanimous  in 
uncing  to  be  very  sad  stuff. — Car- 
Elizabeth,  1751,  Letters. 

I  guess  that  I  have  not  read  ''Amelia.'' 
1  I  have  read  but  the  first  volume, 
intended  to  go  through  with  it ;  but  I 

the  characters  and  situations  so 
hedly  low  and  dirty,  that  I  imagined  I 
not  be  interested  for  any  one  of  them ; 

read  and  not  care  what  became  of  the 
.nd  heroine,  is  a  task  I  thought  I  would 
to  those  who  had  more  leisure  than  I 
dssed  with.    .    .    .   Booth,  in  his  last 

again  himself ;  Amelia,  even  to  her 
)ssness,  is  again  his  first  wife.  His 
3,  his  jarrs,  his  gaols,  his  spunging- 
3,  are  all  drawn  from  what  he  has 
ind  known.  As  I  said  (witness  also 
mper  plot)  he  has  little  or  no  inven- 
and  admirably  do  you  observe,  that 
^eral  strokes  in  his  **  Amelia"  he  de- 
1  to  be  good,  but  knew  not  how,  and 
his  genius,  low  humour,  in  the 
pt. — Richardson,    Samuel,    1752, 

to  Mrs.  Donnellan,  Correspondence, 
irbauld,  vol.  iv,  p.  60. 

melia,"  which  succeeded  "Tom 
"  in  dbont  four  years,  has  indeed 
arks  of  genius,  but  of  a  genius  be- 
ig  to  fall  into  its  decay.  The  author's 
ion  in  this  performance  does  not 
r  to  have  lost  its  fertility ;  his  judg- 
too,  seems  as  strong  as  ever ;  but 
irmth  of  imagination  is  abated ;  and, 
\  landscapes,  or  his  scenes  of  life, 
ielding  is  no  longer  the  colourist  he 
^fore.  .  .  .  And  yet* 'Amelia" 
the  same  proportion  to  **Tom  Jones" 
*The  Odyssey"  of  Homer  bears,  in 
estimation  of  Longinus,  to  the 
.."  A  fine  vein  of  morality  runs 
^h  the  whole;  many  of  the  situa- 
are  affecting  and  tender ;  the  senti- 
are  delicate ;  and,  upon  the  whole,  it 
18  Odyssey,"  the  moral  and  pathetic 
of    Henry    Fielding.  —  Murphy, 


Arthur,  1762,  An  Essay  on  the  L\fe  and 
Genius  of  Henry  Fielding,  Esq. 

Of  all  his  novels,  it  leaves  the  finest 
impression  of  quiet,  domestic  delight,  of 
the  sweet  home  feeling,  and  the  humani- 
ties connected  with  it.  We  have  not  the 
glad  spring  or  the  glowing  summer  of  his 
genius,  but  its  autumnal  mellowness  and 
mitigated  sunshine,  with  something  of 
the  thoughtfulness  befitting  the  season. 
Amelia  herself,  the  wife  and  mother, 
arrayed  in  all  matronly  graces,  with  her 
rosy  children  about  her,  is  a  picture  of 
womanly  gentleness  and  beauty,  and  unos- 
tentatious heroism,  such  as  never  leaves 
the  imagination  in  which  it  has  once 
found  a  place. — Whipple,  Edwin  P., 
1849,  The  Life  and  Works  of  Henry 
Fielding,  North  American  Review,  vol.  68, 
p.  76. 

However  this  may  be,  I  think  that  of  all 
the  novels  of  that  period,  **  Amelia"  is 
the  one  which  gives  the  most  generally 
truthful  idea  of  the  manners  and  habits  of 
middle-class  society  then.  There  is  little, 
if  any,  exaggeration  or  caricature,  and  I 
have  no  doubt  that  Fielding  intended  faith- 
fully to  depict  society,  such  as  he  knew  it, 
with  its  merits  and  its  faults ;  its  licen- 
tious manners,  and  domestic  virtues ;  its 
brawls,  its  oaths,  its  prisons,  and  its  mas- 
querades. —  Forsyth,  William,  1871, 
The  Novels  and  Novelists  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  p.  273. 

Amelia,  whose  portrait  Fielding  drew 
from  that  of  his  second  wife,  has,  indeed, 
been  always  a  favourite  character  with 
readers;  but  the  same  cannot  be  said 
about  her  husband,  Booth,  who,  we  may 
suppose,  was  intended  to  represent  Field- 
ing himself.  If  so,  the  likeness  which  he 
drew  is  certainly  not  a  flattering  one. 
Thackeray  preferred  Captain  Booth  to  Tom 
Jones,  because  he  thought  much  more 
humbly  of  himself  than  Jones  did,  and 
went  down  on  his  knees  and  owned  his 
weaknesses ;  but  most  will  be  inclined  to 
agree  with  Scott,  who  declares  that  we 
have  not  the  same  sympathy  for  the  un- 
grateful and  dissolute  conduct  of  Booth 
which  we  yield  to  the  youthful  follies  of 
Jones.  However,  after  all  necessary 
deductions  have  been  made,  ** Amelia" 
must  be  pronounced  a  wonderful  work, 
full  of  that  rich  flow  of  humour  and  deep 
knowledge  of  human  nature  which  charm 
us     in    "Tom     Jones"     and     "Joseph 
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Andrews."— NicoLL,   Henry   J.,   1882, 
Landmarks  (f  English  lAteraiure^  p.  219. 

In  ''Amelia,"  things  get  better;  all 
things  get  better ;  it  is  one  of  the  curiosi- 
ties of  literature  that  Fielding,  who  wrote 
one  book  that  was  engaging,  truthful, 
kind,  and  clean,  and  another  book  that 
was  dirty,  dull,  and  false,  should  be  spoken 
of,  the  world  over,  as  the  author  of  the 
second  and  not  the  first,  as  the  author  of 
'*Tom  Jones,"  not  of  ''Amelia."— Stev- 
enson, Robert  Louis,  1888,  Some  Gen- 
tlemen in  Fiction^  Scribner's  Magazine^ 
vol.  3,  p.  766. 

On  the  whole  one  likes  Booth.  If  he 
sins  he  is  heavily  punished,  and  his  con- 
science never  becomes  hardened.  He  is 
irresponsible,  but  he  is  not  a  fool.  Field- 
ing was  a  true  artist  when  he  put  this  bom 
soldier  into  circumstances  that  needed  the 
attainments  of  a  man  of  business,  and 
showed  thereby  that  the  qualities  which 
were  >\inning  for  us  our  colonial  empire 
would  not  ensure  financial  success  to  their 
possessor.  There  is  no  subject  on  which 
our  author  waxes  more  indignant  than  the 
ingratitude  shown  by  the  Government  to 
officers  of  distinguished  merit  who  were 
so  unfortunate  as  to  lack  interest  in  high 
places.  But  Booth's  military  training  is 
apparent  throughout  the  book.  As  far  as 
his  own  sufferings  are  concerned  he  has 
plenty  of  pluck ;  it  is  the  misery  of  those 
dear  to  him  that  disturbs  his  fortitude. 
When  Amelia  tries  to  deter  him  from 
foreign  service  for  her  sake,  his  tender 
heart  is  torn  for  his  wife,  while  his  hon- 
our as  a  soldier  bids  him  go.  And  honour 
wins  the  day  in  spite  of  Amelia's  entreat- 
ies. This  man,  after  all,  has  some  spirit, 
and  is  not  simply  a  foolish  prodigal,  alter- 
nately uxorious  and  licentious. — Thom- 
son, Clara,  1899,  A  Note  on  Fielding's 
''Amelia/"  The  Westminster  Review,  vol. 
152,  p.  585. 

GENERAL 

Sick  of  her  fools,  great  Nature  broke  the  jest, 
And  Truth  held  out  each  character  to  test, 
When  Oenius  spoke :  Let  Fielding  take  the 

penl 
Life  dropt  her  mask,  and  all  mankind  were 

men. 

— Cawthorn,  Thobias,  1749,  Gentleman's 
Magazine, 

Through  all  Mr.  Fielding's  inimitable 
comic  romances  we  perceive  no  such  thing 
as  personal  malice,  no  private  character 


dragged  into  light;  but  every  stroke  is 
copied  from  the  volume  which  nature  has 
unfolded  to  him ;  every  scene  of  life  is  by 
him  represented  in  its  natural  colours, 
and  every  species  of  folly  or  humour  is 
ridiculed  with  the  most  exquisite  touches. 
A  genius  like  this  is  perhaps  more  use- 
ful to  mankind  than  any  class  of  writers; 
he  serves  to  dispel  all  gloom  from  our 
minds,  to  work  off  our  ill-humours  by  the 
gay  sensations  excited  by  a  well-directed 
pleasantry,  and  in  a  vain  of  mirth  he  leads 
his  readers  into  a  knowledge  of  human 
nature.— Smart,  Christopher,  1752,  The 
HUliad,  Prrfaee. 

We  have  [says  Mr.  Bookseller]  another 
writer  of  these  imaginary  histories,  one 
who  has  not  long  since  descended  to  these 
regions.  His  name  is  Fielding;  and  his 
works,  as  I  have  heard  the  best  judges 
say,  have  a  true  spirit  of  comedy,  and  an 
exact  representation  of  nature,  with  fine 
moral  touches.  He  has  not  indeed  given 
lessons  of  pure  and  consummate  virtue, 
but  he  has  exposed  vice  and  meanness 
with  all  the  powers  of  ridicule. — Mon- 
tagu, Elizabeth,  1760-65,  Dialogutt  cf 
the  Dead,  by  Lord  LytteUon,  No.  28. 

Fielding  being  mentioned,  Johnson  ex- 
claimed, ''he  was  a  blockhead ;"  and  upon 
my  expressing  my  astonishment  at  so 
strange  an  assertion,  he  said,  ''What  I 
mean  by  his  being  a  blockhead  is  that  he 
was  a  barren  rascal. ' '    Boswell.— "  Will 
you  not  allow.  Sir,  that  he  draws  very  nat- 
ural pictures  of  human  life  ?' '  Johnson.— 
"Why,  Sir,  it  is  of  very  low  life.    Rich- 
ardson used  to  say,  that  had  he  not  known 
who  Fielding  was,  he  should  have  believed 
he  was  an  hostler.     Sir,  there  is  more 
knowledge  of  the  heart  in  one  letter  o^ 
Richardson's,  than  in  all  'Tom  Jones.'    I-^ 
indeed,  never  read  'Joseph  Andrews'."-"'^ 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1772,  Life  by  Boswelf^ 
April  6,  ed.  Hill,  vd.  n,  p.  199. 

Of  the  Ck)mic  Epopee  we  have  two  e: 
quisite  models   in  English,  I  mean  thi 
"Amelia"  and  "Tom  Jones"  of  Fielding 
The  introductory  part  of  the  latter  fol 
lows  indeed  the  historical  arrangement, 
in  a  way  somewhat  resembling  the  practic( 
of  Euripides  in  his  prologues,  or  at  least" 
as  excusable :    But,  with  this  exception*^ 
we  may  venture  to  say,  that  both  fabled- 
would  bear  to  be  examined  by  Aristotl^ 
himself,  and,  if  compared  with  those  oi 
Homer,  would  not  suffer  in  the  comparison. 
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This  author,  to  an  amazing  variety  of 
probable  occurrences,  and  of  characters 
well  drawn,  well  supported,  and  finely 
contrasted,  has  given  the  most  perfect 
unity,  by  making  them  all  co-operate  to 
one  and  the  same  final  purpose.  It  yields 
a  very  pleasing  surprise  to  observe,  in  the 
unravelling  of  his  plots,  particularly  that 
of  "Tom  Jones,"  how  many  incidents, 
to  which,  because  of  their  apparent  mi- 
nuteness, we  have  scarce  attended  as  they 
occurred  in  the  narrative,  are  found  to 
have  been  essential  to  the  plot.  And 
what  heightens  our  idea  of  the  poet's  art 
is,  that  all  this  is  effected  by  natural 
means,  and  human  abilities,  without  any 
machinery.  —  Beattie,  James,  1776-9, 
Essays  on  Poetry  and  MtisiCy  p,  102,  note. 
The  cultivated  genius  of  Fielding 
entitles  him  to  a  high  rank  among  the 
classics.  His  works  exhibit  a  series  of 
pictures  drawn  with  all  the  descriptive 
fidelity  of  a  Hogarth.  They  are  highly 
entertaining,  and  will  always  be  read  with 
pleasure.— Knox,  Vicesimus,  1777,  Es- 
saySy  Moral  and  Literary. 

Mr.  Fielding's  novels  are  highly  distin- 
guished for  their  humour;  a  humour 
which,  if  not  of  the  most  refined  and  deli- 
cate kind,  is  original,  and  peculiar  to  him- 
self. :  The  characters  which  he  draws  are 
lively  and  natural,  and  marked  with  the 
strokes  of  a  bold  pencil.  The  general 
scope  of  his  stories  is  favourable  to 
humanity  and  goodness  of  heart. — Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and 
BelleS'Lettres,  ed,  MUlSy  Lecture  xxxvii. 

It  always  appeared  to  me  that  he  esti- 
mated the  compositions  of  Richardson  too 
highly,  and  that  he  had  an  unreasonable 
prejudice  against  Fielding.  In  comparing 
those  two  writers,  he  used  this  expres- 
sion :  ''that  there  was  as  great  a  differ- 
ence between  them  as  between  a  man  who 
knew  how  a  watch  was  made,  and  a  man 
who  could  tell  the  hour  by  looking  on  the 
dial -plate."  This  was  a  short  and  figur- 
ative state  of  his  distinction  between 
drawing  characters  of  nature  and  charac- 
ters only  of  manners.  But  I  cannot  help 
being  of  opinion,  that  the  neat  watches 
of  Fielding  are  as  well  constructed  as  the 
large  clocks  of  Richardson,  and  that  his 
dial-plates  are  brighter.  Fielding  char- 
acters, though  they  do  not  expand  them- 
selves so  widely  in  dissertation,  are  as  just 
pictures  of  human   nature,  and  I  will 


venture  to  say,  have  more  striking  features, 
and  nicer  touches  of  the  pencil;  and 
though  Johnson  used  to  quote  with  appro- 
bation a  saying  of  Richardson's,  ''that 
the  virtues  of  Fielding's  heroes  were  the 
vices  of  a  truly  good  man,"  I  will  venture 
to  add,  that  the  moral  tendency  of  Field- 
ing's writings,  though  it  does  not  encour- 
age a  strained  and  rarely  possible  virtue, 
is  ever  favourable  to  honour  and  honesty, 
and  cherishes  the  benevolent  and  gener- 
ous affections.  He  who  is  as  good  as 
Fielding  would  make  him,  is  an  amiable 
member  of  society,  and  may  be  led  on  by 
more  regulated  instructors,  to  a  higher 
state  of  ethical  perfection. — Boswell, 
James,  1791-93,  Life  of  Johnson,  ed.  HiU, 
vol.  II,  p.  55. 

Fielding  will  forever  remain  the  delight 
of  his  country,  and  will  always  retain  his 
place  in  the  library  of  Europe,  notwith- 
standing the  unfortunate  grossness  which 
is  the  mark  of  an  uncultivated  taste,  and 
which,  if  not  yet  entirely  excluded  from 
conversation,  has  been  for  some  time  ban- 
ished from  our  writings,  where,  during 
the  best  age  of  national  genius,  it  pre- 
vailed more  than  in  those  of  any  other 
polished  nation.— Mackintosh,  Sir  James, 
1815,  Godwin's  Lives  of  Milton's  Nephews, 
Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  25,  p.  485. 

Fielding's  novels  are,  in  general,  thor- 
oughly his  own ;  and  they  are  thoroughly 
English.  What  they  are  most  remarkable 
for,  is  neither  sentiment,  nor  imagination, 
nor  wit,  nor  even  humour,  though  there 
is  an  immense  deal  of  this  last  quality ; 
but  profound  knowledge  of  human  nature, 
at  least  of  English  nature,  and  masterly 
pictures  of  the  characters  of  men  as  he 
saw  them  existing.  This  quality  distin- 
guishes all  his  works,  and  is  shown  almost 
equally  in  all  of  them.  As  a  painter  of 
real  life,  he  was  equal  to  Hogarth ;  as  a 
mere  observer  of  human  nature,  he  was 
little  inferior  to  Shakspeare,  though 
without  any  of  the  genius  and  poetical 
qualities  of  his  mind.  His  humour  is  less 
rich  and  laughable  than  Smollett's;  his 
wit  as  often  misses  as  hits ;  he  has  none 
of  the  fine  pathos  of  Richardson  or  Sterne ; 
but  he  has  brought  together  a  greater 
variety  of  characters  in  common  life, 
marked  with  more  distinct  peculiarities, 
and  without  an  atom  of  caricature,  than 
any  other  novel  writer  whatever. — Haz- 
LiTT,   William,   1818,    On   the   English 


858 


HENRY  FIELDING 


NavelisUy  Lectures  on  the  English  Comic 
Writers,  Lecture  vi. 

Of  all  the  works  of  imagination^  to 
which  English  genius  has  given  origin,  the 
writings  of  Henry  Fielding  are,  perhaps, 
most  decidedly  and  exclusively  her  own. 
They  are  not  only  altogether  beyond  the 
reach  of  translation,  in  the  proper  sense 
and  spirit  of  the  word,  but  we  even  ques- 
tion, whether  they  can  be  fully  understood, 
or  relished  to  the  highest  extent,  by  such 
natives  of  Scotland  and  Ireland,  as  are 
not  habitually  and  intimately  acquainted 
with  the  characters  and  manners  of  Old 
England.  Parson  Adams,  Towwouse, 
Partridge,  above  all.  Squire  Western,  are 
personages  as  peculiar  to  England,  as  they 
are  unknown  to  other  countries.  Nay, 
the  actors,  whose  character  is  of  a  more 
general  cast,  as  Allworthy,  Mrs.  Miller, 
Tom  Jones  himself,  and  almost  all  the 
subordinate  agents  in  the  narrative,  have 
the  same  cast  of  nationality,  which  adds 
not  a  little  to  the  verisimilitude  of  the 
tale.  The  persons  of  the  story  live  in 
England,  travel  in  England,  quarrel  and 
fight  in  England ;  and  scarce  an  incident 
occurs,  without  its  being  marked  by 
something,  which  could  not  well  have 
happened  in  any  other  country.  .  .  . 
Fielding,  the  first  of  British  novelists,  for 
such  he  may  surely  be  termed.  .  .  . 
The  celebrated  Henry  Fielding,  father  of 
the  English  Novel.— Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
1820,  Henry  Fielding. 

The  prose  Homer  of  human  nature. — 
Byron,  Lord,  1821,  A  Journal  in  Italy, 
Jan.  4. 

Fielding  conceived  life  as  it  was,  with 
great  strength  and  distinctness,  and 
brought  out  into  clear  light  those  con- 
trasts which  are  indeed  now  well  enough 
known,  but  which  were  then  remarked  by 
none,  because  England  was  regarded  as  a 
paradise — a  Utopia.  He  showed  with 
such  power  the  difference  between  appear- 
ance and  truth — between  a  flattering 
clergy  and  true  religion,  that  the  lovers 
of  sentimentality  and  the  multitude,  who 
are  always  willing  to  have  their  eyes 
bound  that  they  may  dream  pleasantly, 
were  in  some  measure  driven  from  himself 
to  his  countryman  Richardson,  the  discov- 
erer of  a  conventional  morality.  We  can- 
not therefore  wonder  that  Fielding,  who 
died  in  1754,  found  a  public  in  Germany 
much    later    than    Richardson,     whose 


moralizing  and  sentimental  heroes  and  her- 
oines had  already  become  the  fashion  by 
means  of  Rousseau,  at  the  same  time  with 
the  idyllic  dreams  of  Gessner.  We  must 
possess  good  practical  sense  and  a  knowl- 
edge of  pure  old  English  life,  and  of  the 
abuses  of  its  hierarchy  and  clergy,  to 
understand  Fielding,  to  estimate  a  "Joseph 
Andrews"  and  a  **Tom  Jones, "  and  to  find 
pleasure  in  them ;  whereas  we  have  only 
need  of  indefinite  general  notions  and  sen- 
sibility, to  admire  Richardson's  "Pamela," 
and  his  "Sir  Charles  Grandison." — Schlos- 
SER,  Frederick  Christoph,  1823-43,  His- 
tory of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  tr.  Davi- 
son, vol.  II,  pp.  60. 

Have  you  read  Fielding's  novels?  they 
are  genuine  things;  though  if  you  were 
not  a  decent  fellow,  I  should  pause  before 
recommending  them,  their  morality  is  so 
loose.— Carlyle,  Thomas,  1823,  Early 
Letters,  ed.  Norton,  p.  293. 

I  find,  in  the  last  conversation  I  saw, 
you  make  me  an  admirer  of  Fielding,  and 
so  I  am ;  but  I  find  great  fault  with  him 
too  f  I  grant  he  is  one  of  these  writers  that 
I  remember;  he  stamps  his  characters, 
whether  good  or  bad,  on  the  reader's 
mind.  This  is  more  than  I  can  say  of 
every  one.  For  instance,  when  Godwin 
plagues  me  about  my  not  having  sufllcient 
admiration  of  Wordsworth's  poetry,  the 
answer  I  give  is,  that  it  is  not  my  fault, 
for  I  have  utterly  forgotten  it ;  it  seemed 
to  me  like  the  ravelings  of  poetry.  But 
to  say  nothing  of  Fielding's  immorality, 
and  his  fancying  himself  a  fine  gentleman 
in  the  midst  of  all  his  <;oarseness,  he  has 
oftener  described  habits  than  character. 
For  example.  Western  is  no  character; 
it  is  merely  the  language,  manners,  and 
pursuits  of  the  country  squire  of  that  day ; 
and  the  proof  of  this  is,  that  there  is  no 
Squire  Western  now.  Manners  and  cus- 
toms wear  out,  but  characters  last  for 
ever. — Northcote,  James,  1826-7,  Con- 
versations, ed.  William  Hazlitt. 

Try  what  you  can  remember  about  Field- 
ing for  me.  The  ''Voyage  to  Lisbon"  is 
the  most  remarkable  example  I  ever  met 
with  of  native  cheerfulness  triumphant 
over  bodily  suffering  and  surrounding  cir- 
cumstances of  misery  and  discomfort.— 
Southey,  Robert,  1830,  Letter  to  Caro- 
line Bowles,  Feb.  15 ;  Correspondence,  ed. 
Dowden,  p.  184. 

What  a  master  of  composition  Fielding 
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was !  Upon  my  word,  I  think  the  (Edipus 
Tyrannns,  the  Alchemist,  and  Tom  Jones, 
the  three  most  perfect  plots  ever  planned. 
And  how  charming,  how  wholesome,  Field- 
ing always  is!  To  take  him  up  after 
Richardson,  is  like  emerging  from  a  sick 
room  heated  by  stoves,  into  an  open  lawn, 
on  a  breezy  day  in  May. — Coleridge, 
Samuel  Taylor,  1834,  Tabk  Talk,  ed. 
Ashe,  July  5,  p,  294. 

After  dinner  indulged  myself  with  sev- 
eral chapters  of  **Tom  Jones."  I  can 
only  believe,  when  I  read  Fielding,  that 
persons  speak  in  utter  ignorance  of  his 
wit,  humour,  profound  thought,  satire, 
and  truth  of  character  when  they  set 
Scott  above  him,  or  even  compare  the  two 
writers.— Macready,  William  Charles, 
1837,  Diary,  Feb.  26,  Reminiscences,  ed. 
Pollock,  p.  410 

There  is  not  in  Fielding  much  of  that 
which  can  properly  be  called  ideal — if  we 
except  the  character  of  Parson  Adams; 
but  his  works  represent  life  as  more 
delightful  than  it  seems  to  common  expe- 
rience, by  disclosing  those  of'  its  dear 
immunities,  which  we  little  think  of,  even 
^hen  we  enjoy  them.  How  delicious  are 
all  his  refreshments  at  all  his  inns !  How 
yivid  are  the  transient  joys  of  his  heroes, 
in  their  chequered  course — how  full  and 
over-flowing  are  their  final  raptures. — 
Talpourd,  Thomas  Noon,  1842,  On  Brit- 
ish Novels  and  Romances,  Oritical  and 
Miscellaneous  Writings,  p.  13. 

Fielding  within  the  range  of  his  mind, 
approaches  near  absolute  perfection ;  and 
if  he  had  possessed  as  keen  a  sense  of  the 
supernatural  as  the  natural,  he  might  have 
taken  the  highest  rank  among  great  con- 
structive and  creative  minds ;  but  he  had 
no  elevation  of  soul,  and  little  power  of 
depicting  it  in  imagination.  As  it  is,  how- 
ever, the  life-like  reality  of  the  characters 
and  scenes  he  has  painted,  indicates  that 
his  genius  was  bounded  by  nothing  but  his 
sentiments. — Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1844, 
Novels  and  Novelists,  Literature  and  Life, 
p.  46. 

Is  the  forthcoming  critique  on  Mr. 
Thackeray's  writings  in  the  ''Edinburgh 
Review"  written  by  Mr.  Lewes?  I  hope 
it  is.  Mr.  Lewes,  with  his  penetrating 
sagacity  and  fine  acumen,  ought  to  be 
able  to  do  the  author  of  ** Vanity  Fair" 
justice.  Only  he  must  not  bring  him 
down  to  the  level  of  Fielding — he  is  far. 


far  above  Fielding.  It  appears  to  me  that 
Fielding's  style  is  arid,  and  his  views  of 
life  and  human  nature  coarse,  compared 
with  Thackeray's.-— Brontic,  Charlotte, 
1847,  Letter  to  W.  S.  WiUiams,  Dec.  23 ; 
Charlotte  Bronte  and  her  Circle,  ed.  Shorter, 
p.  407. 

What  a  wonderful  art !  What  an  admi- 
rable gift  of  nature,  was  it  by  which  the 
author  of  these  tales  was  endowed,  and 
which  enabled  him  to  fix  our  interests,  to 
waken  our  sympathy,  to  seize  upon  our 
credulity,  so  that  we  believe  in  his  people 
— speculate  gravely  upon  their  faults  or 
their  excellencies,  prefer  this  one  or  that, 
deplore  Jones's  fondness  for  drink  and 
play.  Booth's  fondness  for  play  and  drink, 
and  the  unfortunate  position  of  the  wives 
of  both  gentlemen — love  and  admire  those 
ladies  with  all  our  hearts,  and  talk  about 
them  as  faithfully  as  if  we  had  break- 
fasted with  them  this  morning  in  their 
actual  drawing-rooms,  or  should  meet 
them  this  afternoon  in  the  Park !  What 
a  genius !  what  a  vigour,  what  a  bright- 
eyed  intelligence  and  observation!  what 
a  wholesome  hatred  for  meanness  and 
knavery !  what  a  vast  sympathy !  what  a 
cheerfulness !  what  a  manly  relish  of  life ! 
what  a  love  of  human  kind !  what  a  poet 
is  here ! — watching,  meditating,  brooding, 
creating !  What  multitudes  of  truths  has 
that  man  left  behind  him !  What  genera- 
tions he  has  taught  to  laugh  wisely  and 
fairly !  What  scholars  he  has  formed  and 
accustomed  to  the  exercise  of  thoughtful 
humour  and  the  manly  play  of  wit! 
What  a  courage  he  had !  What  a  daunt- 
less and  constant  cheerfulness  of  intellect, 
that  burned  bright  and  steady  through 
all  the  storms  of  his  life,  and  never 
deserted  its  last  wreck !  It  is  wonderful 
to  think  of  the  pains  and  misery  which 
the  man  suffered ;  the  pressure  of  want, 
illness,  remorse  which  he  endured;  and 
that  the  writer  was  neither  malignant  nor 
melancholy,  his  view  of  truth  never 
warped,  and  his  generous  human  kindness 
never  surrendered.— Thackeray,  Wil- 
liam Makepeace,  1853,  The  English  Hu- 
mourists of  the  Eighteenth  Century 

With  all  his  faults.  Fielding  was  one  of 
the  greatest  novelists  that  England  ever 
produced.  If  he  were  often  licentious  in 
sentiment  and  coarse  in  expression,  these 
were  in  no  small  degree  the  faults  of  his 
times  and  the  true  reflex  of  the  society 
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which  he  portrayed ;  but  his  merits  were 
all  his  own.  He  painted  with  the  heart 
of  a  genius  and  the  hand  of  an  artist. 
Every  character  is  conceived  with  truth 
and  delineated  with  vigour.  From  the 
lady  of  fashion  to  the  chambermaid ;  from 
the  dissipated  man  of  the  town  to  the 
humble  parson — all  are  portraits;  and 
though  some  of  them  are  likenesses  of  a 
class  that  has  passed  away  or  been  greatly 
changed,  others  present  to  us  features  that 
will  be  fresh  in  every  age,  and  last  for 
all  time. —Waller,  John  Francis,  1870, 
Pictures  from  English  Literaturty  p.  47. 

He  imitates  the  emphatic  style ;  ruflles 
the  petticoats  and  bobs  the  wigs ;  upsets 
with  his  rude  jests  all  the  seriousness  of 
conventionality.  If  you  are  refined,  or 
simply  well  dressed,  don't  go  along  with 
him.  He  will  take  you  to  prisons,  inns, 
dunghills,  the  mud  of  the  roadside;  he 
will  make  you  flounder  among  rollicking, 
scandalous,  vulgar  adventures,  and  crude 
pictures.  He  £ts  plenty  of  words  at  com- 
mand, and  his  sense  of  smell  is  not  deli- 
cate. .  .  .  Ladies  will  do  well  not  to 
enter  here.  This  powerful  genius,  frank 
and  joyous,  loves  boisterous  fairs  like 
Rubens ;  the  red  faces,  beaming  with  good 
humour,  sensuality,  and  energy,  move 
about  his  pages,  flutter  hither  and  thither, 
and  jostle  each  other,  and  their  overflow- 
ing instincts  break  forth  in  violent  actions. 
Out  of  such  he  creates  his  chief  charac- 
ters. He  has  none  more  life-like  than 
these,  more  broadly  sketched  in  bold  and 
dashing  outline,  with  a  more  whole- 
some colour.  .  .  .  Cervantes,  whom 
you  imitate,  and  Shakspeare,  whom 
you  recall,  had  this  refinement,  and 
they  have  painted  it;  in  this  abundant 
harvest,  with  which  you  fill  your  arms, 
you  have  forgotten  the  flowers.  We  tire 
at  last  of  your  fisticuffs  and  tavern  bills. 
You  flounder  too  readily  in  cowhouses, 
among  the  ecclesiastical  pigs  of  Parson 
TruJliber.  We  would  fain  see  you  have 
more  regard  for  the  modesty  of  your  her- 
oines ;  wayside  accidents  raise  their  tuck- 
ers too  often;  and  Fanny,  Sophia,  Mrs. 
Heartfree,  may  continue  pure,  yet  we  can- 
not help  remembering  the  assaults  which 
have  lifted  their  petticoats.  You  are  so 
rude  yourself,  that  you  are  insensible  to 
what  is  atrocious.  You  persuade  Tom 
Jones  falsely,  yet  for  an  instant,  that  Mrs. 
Waters,  whom  he  has  made  his  mistress, 


is  his  mother,  and  yon  leave  the  reader 
long  buried  in  the  shame  of  this  supposi- 
tion. And  then  you  are  obliged  to  be- 
come unnatural  in  order  to  depict  love ; 
you  can  give  but  constrained  letters ;  the 
transports  of  your  Tom  Jones  are  only  the 
author's  phrases.  For  want  of  ideas  he 
declaims  odes.  You  are  only  aware  of  the 
impetuosity  of  the  senses,  theupwellingof 
the  blood,  the  effusion  of  tenderness,  but 
not  of  the  nervous  exaltation  and  poetic 
rapture.  Man,  such  as  you  conceive  him, 
is  a  good  buffalo ;  and  perhaps  he  is  the 
hero  required  by  a  people  which  is  itself 
called  John  Bull.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature^  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  Ii,  bk.  iii,  ch.  vi,  pp.  171,  172, 
176. 

There  never  was  a  subtler  or  a  more 
sagacious  observer  than  Fielding,  or  who 
better  deserved  what  is  generously  said  of 
him  by  Smollett,  that  he  painted  the  char- 
acters and  ridiculed  the  follies  of  life 
with  equal  strength,  humour,  and  pro- 
priety. But  might  it  not  be  said  of  him, 
as  of  Dickens,  that  his  range  of  character 
was  limited ;  and  that  his  method  of  pro- 
ceeding from  a  central  idea  in  all  his  lead- 
ing people,  exposed  him  equally  to  the 
charge  of  now  and  then  putting  human 
nature  itself  in  place  of  the  individual 
who  should  only  be  a  small  section  of  it? 
— FoRSTER,  John,  1872-74,  Life  of  Charles 
Dickens,  eh.  xiv. 

Fielding,  in  his  public  capacity  of  mag- 
istrate, as  well  as  in  the  public  career  he 
pursued,  had  an  infinite  variety  of  char- 
acters come  under  his  notice;  and  his 
order  of  mind  and  natural  tendency  being 
that  of  studying  the  evolutions  of  human 
action,  the  whole  animus  of  his  genius  was 
directed  to  that  order  of  delineation. 
Hence  is  to  be  noticed  in  his  novels  how 
very  meagre  are  his  descriptions  of  scen- 
ery, particularly  of  rural  scenery.  Com- 
pare them  with  Walter  Scott's,  whose 
order  of  mind  was  absolutely  panoramic. 
Scott  was  a  true  poet.  Fielding  had  very 
little  external  imagination,  and  even  less 
fancy ;  he  never  went  out  of  the  scenes 
in  which  he  had  been  accustomed  to  move. 
He  busied  himself  solely  with  human 
nature;  and  rarely  has  any  one  turned 
his  studies  to  more  ample  account  than 
he.  Its  principles,  and  general,  intimate, 
and  remote  feelings,  acting  under  partic- 
ular circumstances  and  impressions,  move 
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him  to  an  intense  degree.  They  were  ever 
present  with  him. — Clarke,  Charles 
CowDEN,  1872,  On  the  Comic  Writers  rf 
Bhigland,  The  GentlemarCs  Magazine^  n.  «., 
vol.  8,  p.  558. 

Although  Fielding  was  dramatic,  in  so 
far  as  conversation  and  incident  led  the 
story  on  from  point  to  point  with  a*  certain 
degree  of  system,  combined  with  spon- 
taneity, he  did  not  carry  the  dramatic 
movement  far  enough.  When  all  was  over, 
his  tale  would  remain  but  a  rambling, 
aimless  concatenation,  terminating  in 
nothing  but  an  end  of  the  adventures. 
His  great  powers  lay  in  the  observation 
of  manners  and  natures ;  but  he  was  con- 
tent to  offer  the  results  of  this  observa- 
tion in  a  crude,  digressive  form,  somewhat 
lacking — if  it  may  be  said— in  principle.* 
He  was  fond  of  whipping  in  and  out  among 
his  characters,  in  person,  and  did  so  with 
a  sufficiently  cheery  and  pleasant  defiance 
of  all  criticism ;  but  the  practice  injured 
his  art,  nevertheless.  In  a  word,  he 
seems  to  have  written  as  much  for  his 
own  amusement  as  for  that  of  his  reader ; 
and  although  he  seduously  endeavoured  to 
identify  these  two  interests,  he  did  not 
hestitate,  when  he  felt  like  discharging  a 
little  dissertation  of  love,  or  classical 
learning,  or  what  not,  to  do  this  at  any 
cost,  either  of  artistic  propriety  or  the 
reader's  patience.  And,  worst  of  all,  he 
frequently  dissected  his  dramatis  personce 
in  full  view  of  the  audience,  giving  an  epit- 
ome of  their  characters  off-hand,  or  chat- 
tering garrulously  about  them,  when  the 
mood  took  him.  These  short-comings  with- 
held from  him  the  possibility  of  grouping 
his  keen  observations  firmly  about  some 
centre  of  steacly  and  assimilative  thought. 
With  Fielding,  nothing  crystallized,  but 
all  was  put  together  in  a  somewhat  hastily 
gathered  bundle ;  and  the  parts  have  a  semi- 
detached relation. — Lathrop,  George 
Parsons,  1874,  Growth  of  the  Novel,  The 
AUantie  M&nihly,  vol.  33,  p.  686. 

His  surpassing  merits  have  compelled 
even  his  most  pronounced  foes  to  assign 
him  a  lofty  place  in  the  art  which 
he  adorned.  Attempts  to  depreciate  his 
genius,  because  the  moral  backbone  was 
lacking  in  some  of  his  characters,  have 
been  repeatedly  made,  but  with  no  perma- 
nent effect  upon  his  renown.  For  our- 
selves, we  affirm  at  the  outset  that  we 
consider  him  the  Shakspeare  of  novelists. 


.  .  .  He  is  at  the  head  of  his  race. 
Other  novelists  may  show  a  particular 
aptitude,  he  is  the  one  being  who  has  no 
aptitudes,  for  his  art  is  universal.  The 
temple  he  has  reared  has  no  dwarfed  or 
stunted  columns ;  it  is  perfect  and  sym- 
metrical, and  of  towering  and  magnificent 
dimensions.  Years  have  not  defaced  its 
beauty  or  shaken  its  foundations.  An- 
other tribute  to  those  already  paid  to  this 
great  king  of  fiction — more  ephemeral, 
perhaps,  than  some,  but  as  sincere  as  any 
— is  now  laid  at  his  feet.  Henry  Fielding 
might  have  been  a  better  man,  but  it  is 
impossible  not  to  love  him,  and  to  recog- 
nise shining  through  him  that  glorious 
light  of  genius  which  grows  not  dim  with 
Time,  but  whose  luminous  presence  is  ever 
with  us  to  cheer,  to  reprove,  to  delight, 
and  to  elevate. —SMrrH,  George  Barnett, 
1875,  Poets  and  Novelists,  pp.  253,  305. 

He  despises  the  Pharisee,  and  has  a 
considerable  compassion  for  the  sinner; 
but  then  there  are  sins  of  different  degrees 
of  turpitude.  The  doctrine  of  male  chas- 
tity, expounded  in  ** Pamela,"  struck  him 
as  simply  ridiculous;  but  though  a  man 
was  not  bound  to  be  a  monk,  he  was  not 
to  be  a  seducer  or  a  systematic  voluptuary. 
He  would  be  the  last  man  to  attack  mar- 
riage, and  his  ideal  woman,  though  made 
of  very  solid  flesh  and  blood,  is  pure  in 
conduct,  if  tolerably  free  in  speech.  His 
view  reflects  the  code  by  which  men  of 
sense  generally  govern  their  conduct,  as 
distinguished  from  that  by  which  they 
affect  to  be  governed  in  language.  His 
respect  for  facts  is,  in  this  sense,  as 
marked  as  Jonhson's.  He  refuses  to  be 
imposed  upon  by  phrases. —  Stephen, 
Lesue,  1876,  History  (f  English  Thought 
in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vd.  ii,  p.  377. 

Our  great  eighteenth  century  novelists 
have  won  a  place  in  the  abiding  literature 
of  the  world — a  place  beside  the  poets 
more  specially  so  called.  Their  knowledge 
of  human  nature,  their  humour,  their  dra- 
matic skill,  their  pathos,  make  them  peers 
of  those  who  have  used  the  forms  of  verse, 
and  it  is  in  the  form  and  not  in  substance 
that  they  may  rank  below  the  masters  of 
the  creative  art  in  verse.  First  among 
them  all  is  the  generous  soul  of  Fielding, 
to  whom  so  much  is  forgiven  for  the  noble- 
ness of  his  great  heart.  On  him  and  on 
the  others  there  rests  the  curse  of  their 
age,  and  no  incantation  can  reverse  the 
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sentence  pronounced  upon  those  who 
deliberately  stoop  to  the  unclean.  It  is  a 
grave  defect  in  the  splendid  tale  of  ''Tom 
Jones" — of  all  prose  romances  the  most 
rich  in  life  and  the  most  artistic  in  con- 
struction—that a  Bowdlerised  version  of 
it  would  be  hardly  intelligible  as  a  tale. 
Crossness,  alas!  has  entered  into  the 
marrow  of  its  bones.  Happily,  vice  has 
not ;  and  amidst  much  that  is  repulsive, 
we  feel  the  good  man's  reverence  for 
goodness,  and  the  humane  spirit's  honour 
of  every  humane  quality,  whilst  the  pure 
figure  of  the  womanly  Sophia  (most 
womanly  o^  all  women  in  fiction)  walks 
in  maiden  meditation  across  the  darkest 
scenes,  as  the  figure  of  the  glorified 
Gretchen  passes  across  the  revel  in  the 
Walpurgis-Nacht.— Harrison,  Frederic, 
1879-86,  The  Choice  of  Books  and  Other 
Literary  Pieces,  p.  63. 

I  do  not  believe  that  Henry  Fielding 
was  ever  in  love. — Stevenson,  Robert. 
Louis,  1881,  VirginHms  Puerisque  and 
Other  Papers. 

After  the  lapse  of  more  than  a  century 
and  a  half,  still  disputes  with  Scott  and 
one  or  two  others  the  proud  position  of  the 
greatest  of  English  writers  of  fiction. — 
NicoLL,  Henry  J.,  1882,  Landmarks  of 
English  Literature^  p.  214. 

Fielding  is  often  censured  by  moralists 
for  the  coarseness  of  his  novels.  But  had 
he  not  been  coarse  he  would  not  have 
been  true.  He  described  life  as  it  was  in 
the  eighteenth  century,  as  he  had  seen  it 
in  the  ups  and  downs  of  a  checkered 
career.  His  characters  were  taken  from 
the  higher  ranks  and  the  lower.  He 
placed  the  house,  the  amusements,  the 
habits  of  a  country-gentleman  before  the 
reader  with  the  faithfulness  of  a  man  who 
had  hunted,  feasted,  and  got  drunk  with 
country-gentlemen.  He  described  the 
miserable  prisons  of  his  time  as  he  only 
could  who  had  mingled  with  their  degraded 
inmates,  and  had  exerted  his  power  as  a 
police  magistrate  to  break  up  the  gang  of 
rufiians  who  infested  the  streets.  Thus 
Fielding's  novels  have  a  high  historical, 
as  well  as  a  literary  value.  Mr.  Lecky 
has  testified  to  their  importance  in  a 
reconstruction  of  the  past  by  placing 
"Amelia"  among  his  authorities.  Squire 
Allworthy,  Squire  Western,  Tom  Jones, 
Parson  Adams,  are  characters  to  be  stud- 
ied by  whoever  would  understand  social 


life  in  the  eighteenth  century.  The  lovely 
Sophia,  the  modest  Fanny,  and  above  all 
Amelia,  whom  Thackeray  considered  "the 
most  charming  character  in  English 
fiction,"  are  portraits  in  the  gallery  of 
history.— TucKERM AN,  Bayard,  1882, 
A  History  of  English  Prose  Fiction,  p.  204. 

Certainly  Fielding's  genius  was  incapa- 
ble of  that  ecstasy  of  conception  through 
which  the  poetic  imagination  seems  fused 
into  a  molten  unity  with  its  material,  and 
produces  figures  that  are  typical  without 
loss  of  characteristic  individuality,  as  if 
they  were  drawn,  not  from  what  we  call 
real  life,  but  from  the  very  source  of  life 
itself,  and  were  cast  in  that  universal 
mould  about  which  the  subtlest  thinkers 
that  have  ever  lived  so  long  busied  them- 
selves. Fielding's  characters  are  very 
real  persons;  but  they  are  not  types  in 
the  same  sense  as  Lear  and  Hamlet.  They 
seem  to  be  men  whom  we  have  seen  rather 
than  men  whom  we  might  see  if  we  were 
lucky  enough,  men  who  have  been  rather 
than  who  might  have  been.  ...  He 
at  least  does  not  paint  the  landscape  as  a 
mere  background  for  the  naked  nymph. 
He  never  made  the  blunder  of  supposing 
that  the  Devil  always  smelt  of  sulphur.  He 
thought  himself  to  be  writing  history,  and 
called  his  novels  Histories,  as  if  to  warn 
us  that  he  should  tell  the  whole  truth 
without  equivocation.  He  makes  all  the 
sins  of  his  heroes  react  disastrously  on 
their  fortunes.  He  assuredly  believed 
himself  to  be  writing  with  an  earnest 
moral  purpose  in  his  two  greater  and  more 
deliberately  composed  works,  and  indeed 
clearly  asserts  as  much.  I  also  fully 
believe  it,  for  the  assertion  is  justified  by 
all  that  we  know  of  the  prevailing  quali- 
ties of  his  character,  whatever  may  have 
been  its  failings  and  lapses,  if  failings 
and  lapses  they  were.  .  .  .  Fielding, 
then,  was  not  merely,  in  my  judgment  at 
least,  an  original  ^Titer,  but  an  origina- 
tor. He  has  the  merit,  whatever  it  may 
be,  of  inventing  the  realistic  novel,  as  it 
is  called.  —  Lowell,  James  Russell, 
1883-90,  Fielding,  Address  on  Unveiling 
the  Bust  of  Fielding,  Taunton,  Sept.  4; 
Prose  Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol,  VL  pp. 
55,  61,  64. 

Probably  his  only  legacy  to  mankind, 
certainly  his  chief  one,  is  the  picture  he 
has  set  before  us  of  English  society  in  his 
generation.     We  see  pretty  much  what 
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we  should  have  seen  as  lookers-on.  In 
vindicating  the  novel  against  the  loftier 
pretensions  of  professed  historians,  he  as- 
serted that  ''in  their  productions  nothing  is 
true  but  the  names  and  the  dates,  whereas 
in  mine  everything  is  true  but  the  names 
and  dates. ' '  Without  going  so  far,  still,  as 
the  novel  embodies  substantially  the  re- 
marks of  the  ablest  observers  upon  their 
contemporaries,  we  may  admit  his  claim  to 
be  a  writer  of  history,  who,  more  faithfully 
than  many  historians  proper,  has  given  us 
the  very  form  and  presence  of  the  times. 
In  his  own  age,  when  coarseness  was  less 
offensive,  he  did,  as  a  humorist,  the  good 
that  mere  pleasure  can  do.  His  humor, 
however,  is  in  this  age  situated  where 
those  who  are  refined  or  well-dressed 
will  not  care  to  enter.  In  this  direction, 
as  in  others,  his  influence  has  ceased  to 
be  felt.  This  is  the  criterion  of  a  truly 
great  man, — that  his  life  has  been  deep- 
ened and  chastened  by  sorrow,  enabling 
him  to  discern  the  inner  heart  of  things, 
so  that  there  rises  out  of  him  a  kind  of 
universal  Psalm;  his  thought  is  in  our 
thoughts,  and  the  fruit  of  his  genius  scat- 
ters its  seed  across  continents  and  cen- 
turies.— Welsh,  Alfred  H.,  1883,  DeveU 
opmeTit  of  English  Literature  and  Lan- 
guagCy  vol.  ii,  p,  156. 

Onr  English  Novel's  pioneer ! 
His  was  the  eye  that  first  saw  clear 
How,  not  in  natures  half -effaced 
By  cant  of  Fashion  and  of  Taste, — 
Not  in  the  ciroles  of  the  Ghreat, 
Faint-blooded  and  exanimate, — 
Lay  the  tme  field  of  Jest  and  Whim, 
Which  we  to-day  reap  after  him. 
No : — ^he  stepped  lower  down  and  took 
The  piebald  People  for  his  Book! 

— DOBSON,  Austin,  1885,  Henry  Pield- 
ing^  At  the  Sign  (^the  Lyre. 

Fielding's  moral  strength  lay  in  the 
keen  insight  which  enabled  him  to  detect, 
and  the  healthy  common  sense  which 
prompted  him  to  spurn  a  false,  artificial, 
and  altogether  inadequate  ideal ;  his  weak- 
ness lay  in  a  certain  want  of  elevation, 
which  expressed  itself  in  an  implied  denial 
of  any  ideal  whatsoever.  His  theory  of 
life  seems  to  have  been  that  men  and 
women  are  weak  creatures ;  that  any  very 
lofty  code  of  morals  is  nothing  but  a  col- 
lection of  counsels  of  perfection  alto- 
gether unrealizable  in  life ;  and  that  the 
highest  possibilities  of  virtue  are  attained 
by  the  man  who  enjoys  himself  honestly 


with  the  least  harm  to  any  one,  and  is 
always  ready  to  be  charitable  to  the  frail- 
ties of  others  because  he  knows  he  has  so 
many  of  his  own.  His  creed  is,  in  fact, 
that  of  the  average  man  of  the  world  in 
all  ages;  it  is  not  elevated  but  it  is  at 
least  sincere;  and  if  we  cannot  pay  to 
those  who  hold  it  the  compliment  implied 
by  a  large  moral  demand  we  can  at  least 
say  of  them  that  they  practice  what  they 
preach,  and  we  can  acquit  them  of  the  too 
common  crime  of  poisoning  the  moral 
atmosphere  of  the  world  with  the  stench  of 
whited  sepulchre. — Noble,  James  Ash- 
croft,  1886,  Morality  in  English  Fiction^ 

p.  19. 

Kipe  fmit  from  fields  of  life  new-tilled, — 

Bright  guineas  from  the  mint  new-milled, — 
The  trophies  of  his  genius  blaze 
Through  three  half  centuries  of  hasse— 

We  hear  the  very  larks  that  trilled 
When  Fielding  wrote. 

. — Luders,  Charles  Henry,  1888,  When 
Fielding  Wrote,  American,  March  31. 

There  is  somewhat  inexpressibly  heart- 
ening, to  me,  in  the  style  of  Fielding. 
One  seems  to  be  carried  along,  like  a 
swimmer  in  a  strong,  clear  stream,  trust- 
ing one's  self  to  every  whirl  and  eddy, 
with  a  feeling  of  safety,  of  comfort,  or 
delightful  ease  in  the  motion  of  the  elastic 
water.  He  is  a  scholar,  nay  more,  as 
Adams  had  his  innocent  vanity.  Fielding 
has  his  innocent  pedantry.  He  likes  to 
quote  Greek  (fancy  quoting  Greek  in  a 
novel  of  to-day !)  and  to  make  the  rogues 
of  printers  set  it  up  correctly.  He  likes 
to  air  his  ideas  on  Homer,  to  bring  in  a 
piece  of  Aristotle — not  hackneyed — to 
show  you  that  if  he  is  writing  about  *  *  char- 
acters and  situations  so  wretchedly  low 
and  dirty, ''  he  is  yet  a  student  and  a  critic. 
— Lang,  Andrew,  1889,  Letters  on  lAt- 
erature,  p.  38. 

Fielding's  portrait-painting  is  rough  at 
the  best.  But  his  error  is  over-statement 
and  not  the  fatal  error  of  suppression, 
and  at  any  rate  he  gives  a  true  social 
picture  of  his  time. — Lewin,  Walter, 
1889,  The  Abuse  of  Fiction,  The  Forum, 
vol.  7,  p.  667. 

He  is  before  all  things  else  a  writer  to 
be  studied.  He  wrote  for  the  world  at 
large  and  to  the  end  that  he  might  be 
read  eternally.  His  matter,  his  manner, 
the  terms  of  his  philosophy,  the  quality 
of  his  ideals,  the  nature  of  his  achieve- 
ment, proclaim  him  universal.   Lake  Scott, 
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like  Cervantes,  like  Shakespeare,  he 
claims  not  merely  our  acquaintance  but 
an  intimate  and  abiding  familiarity.  He 
has  no  special  public,  and  to  be  only  on 
nodding  terms  with  him  is  to  be  practi- 
cally dead  to  his  attraction  and  unworthy 
his  society.  He  worked  not  for  the  boys 
and  girls  of  an  age  but  for  the  men  and 
women  of  all  time;  and  both  as  artist 
and  as  thinker  he  commands  unending 
attention  and  lifelong  friendship.  He  is 
a  great  inventor,  an  unrivalled  craftsman, 
a  perfect  master  of  his  material.  His 
achievement  is  the  result  of  a  life-time 
of  varied  experience,  of  searching  and 
sustained  observation,  of  unwearying  in- 
tel  lectual  endeavour.  The  sound  and  1  usty 
types  he  created  have  an  intellectual 
flavour  peculiar  to  themselves.  His  novels 
teem  with  ripe  wisdom  and  generous  con- 
clusions and  beneficient  examples. — Hen- 
ley, WiLUAM  Ernest,  1890,  Views  and 
Reviews^  p.  231. 

He  looked  on  naked  Nature  unashamed, 
And  saw  the  Sphinx,  now  bestial,  now  divine, 
In  change  and  rechange ;  he  nor  praised  nor 

blamed. 
But  drew  her  as  he  saw  with  fearless  line. 
Did  he  good  service?    Gkxl  must  judge,  not 

we; 
Manly  he  was,  and  generous  and  sincere ; 
English  in  all,  of  genius  blithely  free : 
Who  loves  a  Man  may  see  his  image  here. 

—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1890,  Inscrip- 
Hon  for  a  Memorial^  Bust  of  Fielding, 

There  is  this  to  be  said  for  him  as  a 
moralist,  that  he  threw  no  sentimental 
halo  over  vice,  that  he  honored  true  worth 
in  manhood  and  in  womanhood,  that  his 
Parson  Adams,  his  Squire  AUworthy,  and 
his  Amelia  are  among  the  most  lovable 
characters  in  fiction,  and  that  no  satirist 
ever  exposed  meanness,  hypocrisy,  and 
kindred  vices  with  healthier  scorn  and 
ridicule.— MiNTO,  William,  1894,  The 
Literature  of  the  Georgian  Era^  ed.  Knight, 
p.  109. 

Theoretically,  Fielding  denies  the  exist- 
ence of  the  typical  hero  as  commonly 
conceived,  and  is,  of  course,  warmly  ap- 
plauded by  the  great  Mr.  Thackeray  for 
his  opportune  discovery;  but,  as  matter 
of  fact.  Fielding  does  make  a  hero  out  of 
Tom  Jones,  and,  from  beginning  to  end, 
very  obviously  exalts  into  heroic  attri- 
butes the  very  vices  which  he  politely  dep- 
recates and  for  which  he  artfully  apolo- 
gizes.   The  truth  is,  that  while  Fielding 


thus  displays  the  manners  of  the  times, 
he  chooses  from  preference  and  sympathy 
to  depict  the  bad  manners  of  his  time 
rather  than  the  best.  Perhaps  we  need 
not  quarrel  with  the  author's  taste:  he 
certainly  comprehended  life  and  charac- 
ter, and  was  in  his  art,  when  that  was 
at  its  highest,  far  in  advance  of  his  rival 
Richardson.  The  author  of  "Joseph 
Andrews"  and  **Tom  Jones'*  may  not  be 
entitled  to  claim  the  highest  place  among 
the  British  novelists,  but  he  certainly 
deserves  to  rank  among  the  most  vigor- 
ous and  faithful,  as  he  is,  doubtless,  one 
of  the  most  popular  of  English  realists. 
—  SiMONDS,  William  Edward,  1894,  An 
Introduction  to  the  Study  qf  English  Fie- 
turn,  p.  49. 

As  a  master  of  style.  Fielding  has  a 
claim  on  our  admiration,  apart  from  all 
the  other  attributes  of  his  genius.  It 
seems  strange  in  regard  to  Fielding  to  set 
aside  all  the  wealth  of  human  sympathy, 
all  the  range  of  humour,  all  the  vividness 
of  character-drawing,  and  to  restrict  our- 
selves solely  to  the  one  aspect  that  inter- 
ests us  here,  his  place  as  a  >;vTiter  of  prose. 
His  style  reflects  much  that  is  distinctive 
of  his  genius,  its  massive  carelessness,  its 
strong  simplicity,  its  clearness  of  outline, 
and  its  consummate  ease.  But  above  all 
things  he  repeats  two  leading  character- 
istics of  his  age,  its  irony  and  its  scholar- 
ship. Fielding  was  from  first  to  last  a 
man  of  letters,  as  the  character  was 
conceived  in  his  time — without  pedantry, 
without  strain,  without  the  constraint  of 
subtlety,  but  always  imbued  with  the  in- 
stinct of  the  scholar,  never  forgetting 
that,  in  the  full  rush  of  his  exuberant 
fancy  and  his  audacious  humour,  he  must 
^ve  to  his  style  that  indescribable  quality 
that  makes  it  permanent,  that  forces  us 
to  place  it  in  the  first  rank  of  literary 
effort,  that,  even  when  irregular,  pleads 
for  no  allowance  on  the  score  of  neglect 
of  art.  He  challenges  comparison  on 
merely  literary  grounds  with  the  best 
models  of  literary  art,  and  he  is  no  loser 
by  the  comparison. — Craik,  Henry,  1895, 
ed.9  English  Prose,  Introduction,  vd.  n% 
p.  10. 

There  are  only  two  other  writers  whom 
I  at  least  should  rank  with  Fielding  in  the 
very  topmost  class  of  English  novelists. 
And  both  Scott  and  Thackeray  were  noto- 
riously careless  in  the  mint  and  anise 
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and  cnmin  of  style.  ...  He  might, 
if  his  education  and  early  practice  had 
been  different,  have  written  with  more 
formal  correctness  and  yet  none  the  worse ; 
he  could  hardly,  if  the  paradox  may  be 
pardoned,  have  written  otherwise  than  he 
did  and  yet  have  written  much  the  better. 
Of  no  one  is  the  much-quoted  and  much- 
misquoted  maxim  of  Buffon  more  justified 
than  of  him.  His  style  is  exactly  suited 
to  his  character  and  his  production — 
which  latter,  be  it  remembered,  consider- 
ing the  pleasures  of  his  youth  and  the 
business  of  his  age,  was  very  considerable. 
No  fault  of  his  style  can  ever,  either  in 
the  general  reader  or  in  the  really  quali- 
fied critic,  have  hindered  the  enjoyment  of 
the  best  part  of  his  work ;  and  like  the 
work  itself  the  style  in  which  it  is  clothed 
is  eminently  English.  It  is  English  no  less 
in  its  petty  shortcomings  of  correctness, 
precision,  and  grace,  than  in  its  mighty 
merits  of  power  and  range.  Of  the  letter 
Fielding  may  be  here  and  there  a  little 
neglectful ;  in  the  spirit  he  always  holds 
fast  to  the  one  indispensable  excellence, 
the  adjustment  of  truth  and  life  to  art. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1895,  i%ZMAPrMc, 
ed.  Oaii,  vol.  iv,  pp.  114,  115. 

If  Richardson  was  ''womanish,"  Field- 
ing was  masculine  with  a  vengeance; 
gross,  too,  in  a  way,  which  always  will,  and 
always  should,  keep  his  books  outside  the 
pale  of  decent  family  reading.  Filth  is 
filth,  and  always  deserves  to  be  scored  by 
its  name — whatever  blazon  of  genius  may 
compass  it  about.  I  have  no  argument 
here  with  the  artists  who,  for  art's  sake, 
want  to  strip  away  all  the  protective 


ti 


kirtles  which  the  Greek  Dianas  wore :  but 
when  it  comes  to  the  bare  bestialities  of 
such  tavem-bagnois  as  poor  Fielding  knew 
too  well,  there  seems  room  for  reasonable 
objection,  and  for  a  strewing  of  some  of 
the  fig-leaves  of  decency. — Mitchell, 
Donald  G.,  1895,  English  Lands  Letters 
and  KingSy  Queen  Anne  and  the  Georges, 
p.  67. 

His  desultory  criticism  is  as  sound  as  it 
is  original,  and  whatever  differences  of 
opinion  there  may  be  as  to  the  value  of 
his  fiction,  there  can  be  none  as  to  the 
faithfulness  with  which  he  adheres  in  his 
novels  to  the  theories  which  his  essays 
propound. — Lobban,  J.  H.,  1896,  English 
Essays,  IntrodtLction,  p.  xl. 

Fielding,  in  each  of  his  works,  but  in 
Tom  Jones''  pre-eminently,  is  above  all 
things  candid  and  good-humoured.  He  is 
a  lover  of  morals,  but  he  likes  them  to  be 
sincere;  he  has  no  palliation  for  their 
rancid  varieties.  He  has  his  eye  always 
on  conduct;  he  is  keen  to  observe  not 
what  a  man  pretends  or  protests,  but  what 
he  does,  and  this  he  records  to  us,  some- 
times with  scant  respect  for  our  suscepti- 
bilities. But  it  has  been  a  magnificent 
advantage  for  English  fiction  to  have  near 
the  head  of  it  a  writer  so  vigorous,  so 
virile,  so  devoid  of  every  species  of  affec- 
tation and  hypocrisy.  In  all  the  best  of 
our  later  novelists  there  has  been  visible 
a  strain  of  sincere  manliness  which  comes 
down  to  them  in  direct  descent  from  Field- 
ing, and. which  it  would  be  a  thousand 
pities  for  English  fiction  to  relinquish. — 
GossE,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  History  of 
Modem  English  Literature^  p.  244. 


John  Conybeare 

1692-1755. 

John  Conybeare,  D.  D.,  1692-1755,  admitted  a  battler  of  Exeter  College,  1708; 
Fellow,  1710 ;  Rector  of  St.  Clemet's,  Oxford,  1724 ;  Rector  of  Exeter  College,  1730 ; 
Dean  of  Christ  Church,  1732 ;  Bishop  of  Bristol,  1750.  *' Sermon  on  Miracles, "  1722, 
Highly  esteemed.  "Sermon, "  1724.  '  *  Subscription  to  Articles  of  Religion, ' '  a  Sermon^ 
1726.  Very  celebrated.  ''Defence  of  Revealed  Religion,"  in  answer  to  TindaFs 
''Christianity  as  Old  as  the  Creation,"  1732.  An  admirable  confutation.  Three 
editions  in  a  year.  Other  sermons.  After  the  bishop's  death  a  collection  of  his 
sermons  was  published  for  the  benefit  of  his  family,  in  2  vols.  8vo,  1757,  on  a  subscrip- 
tion list  of  4600  copies.— Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  A  Critical  Dictionary  of 
English  Literature,  vol.  i,  p.  420. 

PERSONAL  coach  and  four.  Dr.  John  Conybeare,  rector 

On  Friday  last  (Jan.  26)  about  noon     of  Exeter  coll.,  being  not  met  by  so  much 

came  very  privately  into   Oxford,  in  a     as  one  soul,  and  yesterday,  at  10  o'clock 
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in  the  morning,  he  was  installed  dean  of 
Christ  Church,  but  very  little  or  no  re- 
joycing  was  shewed  on  the  occasion.  He 
owes  this  piece  of  preferment  to  Mr.  [he 
is  not  a  university  Dr.  ]  Edmund  Gibson, 
bp.  of  London,  who  hath  some  private  by- 
^nds  in  view,  to  whom  he  dedicated  his 
'^  Reply  to  Christianity  as  old  as  the 
Creation,"  which  book  (I  am  told,  for  I 
have  not  read  it)  is  spun  out  to  a  great 
length,  whereas  all  that  is  material 
might  have  been  brought  into  about  a 
sheet  of  paper.— Hearne,  Thomas,  1732- 
33,  Reliqui(z  HeamiaruBy  ed,  Bliss^  vol.  m, 
p.  92. 

As  a  bishop  he  was  unfortunately  dis- 
abled, through  almost  all  his  episcopate, 
by  severe  illness.  Otherwise  he  would 
have  been  a  valuable  accession  to  his 
bench.  **I  rejoice,"  said  Berkeley,  *Mn 
his  promotion.  His  writings  and  char- 
acter raise  him  high  in  my  esteem."    He 


lived  on  terms  of  intimate  friendship  with 
James  Foster  and  some  other  leading 
Nonconformists. — Abbey,  Charles  J., 
1887,  The  English  Church  and  il$  Bishops, 
1700-1800,  vol.  II,  p.  68. 

GENERAL 

Conybeare  is  a  temperate  and  able 
writer,  but  there  is  little  in  his  book 
[''Defence  of  Religion"]  to  distinguish  it 
from  expositions  of  the  same  argument  by 
other  contemporary  divines  of  the  average 
type.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1887,  Dictum- 
ary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  Xll,  p.  61. 

Conybeare  avoids  all  the  scurrility  and 
personality  which  mar  too  many  of  the 
works  written  on  both  sides,  and  discusses, 
in  calm  and  dignified,  but  at  the  same  time 
luminous  and  impressive,  language,  the 
important  question  which  l&dal  had 
raised.— Overton,  John  Henry  1897, 
The  Church  in  England,  vol.  n,  p.  222. 


Thomas  Wilson 

1663-1755. 

Bom  at  Burton  in  Cheshire,  studied  at  Trinity  College,  Dublin,  and,  chaplain  to  the 
Earl  of  Derby,  became  Bishop  of  Sodor  and  Man  in  1697.  For  fifty-eight  years  he 
governed  his  diocese  with  constant  care.  His  **  Principles  of  Christianity"  (1707), 
commonly  called  the  Manx  Catechism — the  first  book  printed  in  Manx — and  his 
'' Instruction  for  the  Indians,''  written  for  Oglethorp's  Georgia  plantation  scheme, 
were  combined  to  form  ''The  Knowledge  of  Christianity  made  easy  to  the  Meanest 
Capacities"  (1755).  His  name  best  survives  in  his ''Short  Instructions  for  the  Lord's 
Supper"  (1736)  and  "Sacra  Privata"  (1800).  Other  books  are  "Parochialia,  or 
Instructions  for  the  Clergy"  (1788),  and  "Maxims  of  Piety"  (1789).  He  instituted 
a  Manx  translation  of  the  Bible  (1772-75.)  The  best  edition  of  his  works  is  that  by 
Keble  (1847-52),  with  a  Life  (reprinted  1863).— Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897, 
Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  977. 


PERSONAL 

The  people  of  the  island  were  so 
thoroughly  persuaded  of  his  receiving  a 
larger  portion  of  God's  blessing,  that  they 
seldom  began  harvest  till  he  did ;  and  if 
he  passed  along  the  field,  they  would  leave 
their  work  to  ask  his  blessing,  assured 
that  that  day  would  be  prosperous.  Nor 
was  this  opinion  confined  to  the  obscure 
corner  of  the  world  where  he  lived.  In 
Warrington,  even  in  Tendon,  there  are 
those  who  can  remember  crowds  of  persons 
flocking  round  him,  with  the  cry  of  **  Bless 
me  too,  my  Lord."— Cruttwell,  Clment, 
1785,  Life  of  Wilson. 

His  charity  was  unbounded.  It  in- 
fluenced his  sentiments,  it  formed  his 
character,  it  regulated  his  life  ...  he  was 


utterly  free  from  bigotry  ...  he  poss- 
essed a  truly  Catholic  spirit.  With  the  few 
Dissenters  who  resided  in  his  diocese  he 
maintained  a  friendly  intercourse.  Such  of 
them  as  were  pious  in  their  lives  he  treated 
with  marks  of  particular  kindness.  In  this 
respect  he  resembled  Archbishop  Usher, 
who  lived  in  habits  of  intimacy  with  the 
learned  Nonconformist,  Mr.  Baxter.  "Si 
in  necessariis  sit  unitas,  in  non  necessariis 
libertas ;  in  utrisque  caritas,  optimocerte 
loco  essent  res  nostrae."  Bishop  Wilson 
was  so  great  a  friend  of  toleration  that 
the  Roman  Catholics  that  resided  on  the 
island  were  not  unfrequently  at[his  sermons 
and  prayers,  and  the  Dissenters  in  the 
diocese,  who  were  without  a  minister  of 
their  own  persuasion,  attended  even  the 
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mion  service,  having  obtained  per- 

Q  from  the  Bishop  to  stand  or  sit, 

ir  consciences  directed. — Stowell, 

1819,  The  Life  of  Bishop  Wilson. 

'ar  as  man  can  judge  of  man,  few 
s  ever  went  out  of  this  world  more 
ghly  prepared  for  the  change  than 
)  Wilson,  not  only  in  heart  and  con- 
3,  but  in  comparatively  trifling 
:ements.  He  had  even  provided  his 
long  before  hand. — Keble,  John, 
Life  of  nomas  Wilson. 

name  in  the  long  history  of  the 
h  episcopate  is  more  honourable  than 
•  Thomas  Wilson.  For  no  less  than 
ine  years,  from  1696  to  1755,  he 
stered  the  see  of  Sodor  and  Man  in 
which  excited,  as  it  well  might  the 
nent  and  admiration  of  all  church- 
)  whom  his  fame  was  known.  Nor 
lis  repute  confined  to  England, 
al  Fleury,  shortly  before  his  death 
3,  sent  a  special  messenger  to  him. 
1  heard,  he  said,  about  him,  and  he 
be  more  interest  in  the  account 
e  they  were  the  oldest,  and  he 
id  also  the  two  poorest  bishops  in 
3.  He  hoped  that  it  might  be  pos- 
e  would  accept  an  invitation  from 
nd  pay  him  a  visit  in  France, 
likewise  procured  an  order  that  no 
1  privateer — for  the  war  of  the 
an  succession  was  then  at  his  height 
lid  ravage  the  Isle  of  Man.  Queen 
and  George  I.  both  offered  him 
rics,  and  Queen  Caroline  was 
lly  anxious  to  keep  him  in  England. 
"  said  the  bishop,  **I  will  not  leave 
fe  in  my  old  age,  because  she  is 
'  In  his  own  diocese  he  was 
•ed  with  a  reverence  which  some- 
almost  bordered  upon  superstition. 
EY,  Charles  J.,  1887,  The  English 
i  and.  its  Bishops,  1700-1800,  vol. 
38. 

GENERAL 

lop  Wilson's  '* Maxims"  deserve  to 
culated  as  a  religious  book,  not 
)y  comparison  with  the  cartloads 
ibish  circulated  at  present  under 
esignation,  but  for  their  own  sake, 
/en  by  comparison  with  the  other 

of  the  same  author.  Over  the 
tter  known  **  Sacra  Privata"  they 
his  advantage,  that  they  were  pre- 

by  him  for  his  own  private  use, 
the* 'Sacra  Privata"  were  prepared 


by  him  for  the  use  of  the  public.  The 
**  Maxims" were  never  meant  to  be  printed, 
and  have  on  that  account, — like  a  work 
of,  doubtless,  far  deeper  emotion  and 
power,  the  "Meditations"  of  Marcus 
Aurelius,  something  peculiarly  sincere 
and  first-hand  about  them.  Some  of  the 
best  things  from  the  * 'Maxims"  have 
passed  into  the  "Sacra  Privata;"  still, 
in  the  "Maxims,"  we  have  them  as  they 
first  arose ;  and  whereas,  too,  in  the  "Sacra 
Privata"  the  writer  speaks  very  often  as 
one  of  the  clergy,  and  as  addressing  the 
clergy,  in  the  "Maxims"  he  almost  always 
speaks  soley  as  a  man.  I  am  not  saying  a 
word  against  the  "Sacra  Privata,"  for 
which  I  have  the  highest  respect ;  only  the 
"Maxims"  seem  to  me  a  better  and  a  more 
edifjing  book  still. — Arnold,  Matthew, 
1869,  Culture  and  Anarchy,  Prrface,  p.  iv. 

Wilson,  the  "Apostolic,"  was  a  man  of 
the  old  sacerdotal  type,  full  of  simplicity, 
tenderness,  devotion,  and  with  a  sincere 
belief,  inoffensive  because  alloyed  by  no 
tincture  of  pride  or  ambition,  in  the  sacred 
privileges  of  the  Church.  Amongst  his 
scattered  reflections  there  are  many  of 
much  beauty  in  expression  as  in  sentiment. 
They  imply  a  theology  of  that  type  of 
which  i-Kempis  is  the  permanent  repre- 
sentative ;  less  ascetic,  inasmuch  as  Wilson 
had  the  good  fortune  to  be  a  married  man 
instead  of  a  monk;  and,  of  course,  less 
vivid,  as  he  was  one  born  out  of  due  time. 
His  superstitions — for  he  is  superstitious 
— no  more  provoke  anger  than  the  simple 
fancies  of  a  child ;  and  we  honour  him  as 
we  should  honour  all  men  whose  life  and 
thoughts  were  in  perfect  harmony,  and 
guided  by  noble  motives.  To  read  him  is 
to  love  him ;  he  helps  us  recognise  the  fact 
that  many  of  the  thoughts  which  supported 
his  noble  nature  in  its  journey  through  life 
may  be  applicable  in  a  different  costume 
to  the  sorrows  and  trials  which  also  change 
their  form  rather  than  their  character ; 
but  we  see  with  equal  clearness  that  he 
has  little  or  nothing  to  say  upon  the  specu- 
lative difiiculties  of  the  time.  He  may  be 
passed  over  with  the  remark  that  his  ex- 
ample proves  conclusively  that  a  genuine 
Christian  theologian  in  the  most  charac- 
teristic sense  of  the  term  might  still  be 
found  under  the  reign  of  George  II.  in  the 
Isle  of  Man. — Stephen,  Leslie,  1876, 
History  qf  English  Thought  in  the  Eight- 
eenth Century,  vol.  n,  p.  384. 
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G-ilbert  West 

1703-1756. 

Gilbert  West  (1700?.1756)  translated  the  Odes  of  Pindar  (1749),  prefixing  to  the 
work, — which  is  still  our  standard  version  of  Pindar — a  good  dissertation  on  the 
Olympic  games.  New  editions  of  West's  Pindar  were  published  in  1753  and  1766. 
He  wrote  several  pieces  of  original  poetry,  included  in  Dodsley's  collection.  One  of 
these,  ''On  the  Abuse  of  Travelling,"  a  canto  in  imitation  of  Spenser  (1739)  is  noticed 
by  Gray  in  enthusiastic  terms.  West  was  also  author  of  a  prose  work,  ''Observations 
on  the  Resurrection,"  for  which  the  university  of  Oxford  conferred  on  him  the  degree 
of  LL.  D. ;  and  Lyttelton  addressed  to  him  his  treatise  on  St.  Paul.  Pope  left  West 
a  sum  of  £2(X),  but  payable  after  the  death  of  Martha  Blount,  and  he  did  not  live 
to  receive  it.  By  all  his  contemporaries,  this  accomplished  and  excellent  man  was 
warmly  esteemed ;  and  through  the  influence  of  Pitt,  he  enjoyed  a  competence  in  his 
latter  days,  having  been  appointed  (1752)  one  of  the  clerks  of  the  privy  council,  and 
under-treasurer  of  Chelsea  Hospital. — Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cychpcedia  qf  Eng- 
lish Literature,  ed,  CamUhers, 


PERSONAL 

Perhaps  it  may  not  be  without  effect  to 
tell,  that  he  read  the  prayers  of  the  public 
liturgy  every  morning  to  his  family,  and 
that  on  Sunday  evening  he  called  his 
servants  into  the  parlour,  and  read  to  them 
first  a  sermon,  and  then  prayers.  Crashaw 
is  now  not  the  only  maker  of  verses  to 
whom  may  be  given  the  two  venerable 
names  of  Poet  and  Saint,  —  Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779-81,  West,  Lives  of  the  Eng- 
lish Poets. 

GENERAL 

Now  I  talk  of  verses,  Mr.  Walpole  and 
I  have  frequently  wondered  you  should 
never  mention  a  certain  imitation  of 
Spenser,  published  last  year  [May,  1739], 
by  a  namesake  of  yours,  with  which  we  are 
all  enraptured  and  enmarvailed. — Gray, 
Thomas,  1740,  Letter  to  Richard  West, 
July  16,  Works,  ed.  Gosse,  vol.  ii,  p.  90. 

Lord  Cobham's  West  has  published  his 
translation  of  Pindar ;  the  poetry  is  very 
stiff,  but  prefixed  to  it  there  is  a  very 
entertaining  account  of  the  Olympic 
games,  and  that  preceded  by  an  affected 
inscription  to  Pitt  and  Lyttelton. — Wal- 
pole, Horace,  1749,  Letter  to  George 
Montagu,  May  18;  Letters,  ed.  Chinning- 
ham,  vol.  ii,  p.  163, 

He  hath  not  made  use  [in  his  ''Observa- 
tions on  the  Resurrection"]  of  strained 
and  arbitrary  suppositions,  but  such  as 
seem  clearly  to  arise  from  the  accounts 
of  the  evangelists,  carefully  considered 
and  compared.— Leland,  John,  1754-56, 
A  View  of  the  Deistical  Writers,  Lecture  xi. 

See  a  learned  and  judicious  discourse  on 
the  Olympic  games  which  Mr.  West  has 


prefixed  to  his  translation  of  Pindar. 
.  .  .  Affords  much  curious  and  authentic 
information.— Gibbon,  Edward,  1776- 
78,  Decline  and  FaU  of  the  Roman  Empire, 
ch.  XXX,  xl,  notes. 

Of  his  translations  I  have  only  compared 
the  first  Olympic  ode  with  the  original,  and 
found  my  expectation  surpassed,  both  by 
its  elegance  and  its  exactness.  He  does 
not  confine  himself  to  his  author's  train 
of  stanzas ;  for  he  saw  that  the  difference 
of  the  languages  required  a  different  mode 
of  versification.  The  first  strophe  is  emi- 
nently happy ;  in  the  second  he  has  a  little 
strayed  from  Pindar's  meaning.  .  .  . 
A  work  of  this  kind,  must  in  a  minute 
examination, discover  many  imperfections; 
but  West's  version,  so  far  as  I  have  con- 
sidered it,  appears  to  be  the  product  of 
great  labour  and  great  abilities.  His 
**  Institution  of  the  Garter"  (1742)  is 
written  with  sufiicient  knowledge  of  the 
manners  that  prevailed  in  the  age  to  which 
it  is  referred,  and  with  great  elegance  of 
diction;  but,  for  want  of  a  process  of 
events,  neither  knowledge  nor  elegance 
preserve  the  reader  from  weariness.  His 
''Imitations  of  Spenser"  are  very  success- 
fully performed,  both  with  respect  to  the 
metre,  the  language  and  the  fiction ;  and 
being  engaged  at  once  by  the  excellence 
of  J:he  sentiments,  and  the  artifice  of  the 
copy,  the  mind  has  two  amusements 
together.- Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81, 
West,  Lives  of  the  English  Pods. 

I  shall  endeavor  to  account  for  the  de- 
cline of  poetry  after  the  age  of  Shak- 
speare  and  Spenser,  in  spite  of  the  great 
exceptions  during  the  Commonwealth,  and 
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56  the  effect  produced  by  the  re- 

of  a  better  taste,  of  whom  Thomson 

ilbert  West  are  to  be  esteemed 

chief.— SouTHEY,  Robert,  1805, 

to  Grosvenor  C,  Bedford^  April  13, 

wndencey  ed,  C,  C.  Souikeyy  ch.  xi. 

poems  of   West,  indeed,  had  the 

of  chaste  and  manly  diction;  but 

ere  cold,  and,  if  I  may  so  express 

'  dead-colored.— Coleridge,  Sam- 

YLOR,  1817,  Biographia  Literaria^ 

jvork  is  noticed  here  on  account  of 
linous  and  satisfactory  manner  in 
he  has  harmonized  the  several 
ts  of  the  evangelical  history  of  the 
iction.  —  HoRNE,  Thomas  Hart- 
1818-39,  A  Manual  of  Biblical 
raphy. 

is  one  of  the  acutest  and  best- 
id  works  which  have  appeared  in 
1  on  the  Resurrection  of  Christ. 
E,  William,  1824,  Bibliotheea  Bib- 

b's  two  imitations  of  Spenser  are 

nt,  not  merely  as  Johnson  seems 

for  their  ingenuity,  but  for  their 


fulness  of  thought  and  vigor  of  expression. 
— Coleridge,  Henry  Nelson,  1843  ?  ed. 
Coleridge's  Biographia  Literaria^  ch.  i, 
note. 

Besides  other  verse,  he  published  a 
translation  of  a  portion  of  the  odes  of 
Pindar,  which  had  long  considerable  repu- 
tation, but  is  not  very  Pindaric,  though  a 
smooth  and  sonorous  performance.  The 
one  of  his  works  that  has  best  kept  its 
ground  is  his  prose  tract  entitled  "Obser- 
vations on  the  Resurrection,"  a  very 
able  and  ingenious  disquisition. — Craik, 
George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  His- 
tory of  English  Literature  and  of  the  Eng- 
lish Language,  vol.  u,  p.  283. 

He  has  left  some  name  in  theology  by 
his  "Observations  on  the  Resurrection," 
and  in  poetry  by  his  translation  of  Pindar, 
and  his  "Imitations  of  Spenser."  His- 
writings  in  both  kinds  are  the  productiona 
of  a  cultivated  rather  than  of  a  vigorous 
mind,  and  the  criticism  of  Coleridge  on 
his  poems  exactly  describes  the  general 
character  of  his  works. — Elwin,  Whit- 
well,  1872,  erf..  The  Works  of  Alexander 
Pope,  vol,  VIII,  p.  347,  note. 


Colley  Gibber 

1671-1757. 

,  in  London,  6  Nov.  1671.  Educated  at  Grantham  Free  School,  1682-87.  Not 
ter  enlisting  in  forces  of  Earl  of  Devonshire  he  abandoned  army,  and  in  1690 
)  London  and  joined  company  of  Theatre  Royal.  First  appeared  as  an  actor, 
at  Theatre  Royal,  1691-95.  Married  Miss  Shore,  1692.  Followed  Betterton 
theatre  in  Little  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields,  1695.  Wrote  prologue  for  opening  of 
).  His  first  play  "Love's  Last  Shift"  produced  there,  Jan.  1696.  At  Hay- 
,  1706-08.  At  Drury  Lane,  1708-32.  Share  in  patent  of  Drury  Lane,  March 
Concerned  with  management  of  Haymarket,  1709-10 ;  of  Drury  Lane,  1710-33. 
ted  Poet  Laureate,  3  Dec.  1730.  Retired  from  stage,  1733.  Reappeared  on 
two  occasions  afterwards ;  last  appearance,  15  Feb.  1745.  Died,  12  Dec.  1757. 
in  vault  of  Danish  Church  (now  British  and  Foreign  Sailors'  Church),  White- 
Works:  ''Love's  Last  Shift,"  1694;  ''A  Poem  on  the  Death  of  Queen 
'  1695;  *' Woman's  Wit,"  1697  (another  edn.,  under  title  of  "The  Schoolboy," 
1707) ;  ''Xerxes,"  1699;  acting  version  of  Shakespeare's  "King  Richard  IH.," 
"Love  makes  a  Man,"  1701;  "She  Would  and  she  Would  not,"  1703;  "The 
8  Husband,"  1705;  "Perolla  and  Izadora,"  1706;  "The  Comical  Lovers" 
,  1707;  "The  Double  Gallant,"  1707;  "The  Lady's  Last  Stake,"  [1708]; 
Rival  Fools,"  [1709];  "Cinna's  Conspiracy"  (anon.;  attributed  to  Cibber), 
"Myrtillo,"  1715;"Hob;  or  the  Country  Wake,"  1715;  "Venus  and  Adonis," 
"The  Non-Juror,"  1718;  "Xinmna,"  1718;  "Plays"  (2  vols.),  1721;  "The 
I, "  1721 ;  "Csesar  in  Egypt, "  1725 ;  "The  Provoked  Husband"  (with  Vanbrugh), 
"The  Rival  Queens,"  1729;  "Love  in  a  Riddle,"  1719  [1729];  "Damon  and 
i"  (anon.,  founded  on  preceding),  1729;  "A  Journey  to  London"  (adapted  from 
gh),  1730;  "An  Ode  for  His  Majesty's  Birth-Day,"  1731;  "An  Ode  to  His 
r  for  the  New  Year,"  1731;  "Chuck,"  1736;  "Apology,"  1740;  "A  Letter, 
to  Mr.  Pope, "  1742 ;  "The  Egotist;  or,  Colley  upon  Cibber,"  1743;  "Another 
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Occasional  Letter  to  Mr.  Pope,"  1744;  ** Papal  Tyranny  in  the  Reign  of  King  John" 
(founded  on  Shakespeare's  **King  John"),  1745;  **The  Temple  of  Dulness"  (anon.; 
attributed  to  Gibber).  1745; ''The  Character  and  the  Conduct  of  Cicero, "  1747 ;  **The 
Lady's  Lecture,"  1748.  Dramatic  Works :  in 4  vols.,  1760.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson, 
1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  AvJthors,  p.  55. 


PERSONAL 
Bonnd  him  much  Embryo,  much  Abortion 

lay, 
Much  future  Ode,  and  abdicated  Play ; 
Nonsense  precipitate,  like  running  Lead, 
That  slipped  through  Cracks  and  Zigzags  of 

the  Head ; 
All  that  on  Folly  Frenzy  could  beget, 
Fruits  of  dull  Heat,  and  Sooterkins  of  wit, 
Next,  o'er  his  Books  his  eyes  begin  to  roll, 
In  pleasing  memory  of  all  he  stole. 
How  here  he  slipp'd,  how  there  he  plundered 

snug. 
And  Buck'd  all  o*er,  like  an  industrious  Bug. 

High  on  a  gorgeous  seat,  that  far  outshone 
Henley's  gilt  tub,  or  Fleckno's  Lrish  throne, 
Or  that  where  on  her  Ourls  the  public  pours, 
All^bounteous,  fragrant  grains  and  golden 

showers. 
Great  Gibber  sate:    The  proud   Parnassian 

sneer, 
The  conscious  simper,  and  the  jealous  leer, 
Mix  on  his  look :   All  eyes  direct  their  rays 
On  him,  and  crowds  turn  coxcombs  as  they 

gaze. 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1743,  The  Dunciad, 
bks.  1,  ii. 

Colley  Gibber,  Sir,  was  by  no  means  a 
blockhead ;  but  by  arrogating  to  himself 
too  much,  he  was  in  danger  of  losing  that 
degree  of  estimation  to  which  he  was 
entitled.  His  friends  gave  out  that  he 
intended  his  birth-day  Odes  should  be  bad : 
but  that  was  not  the  case,  Sir ;  for  he  kept 
them  many  months  by  him,  and  a  few 
years  before  he  died  he  shewed  me  one  of 
them,  with  great  solicitude  to  render  it  as 
perfect  as  might  be,  and  I  made  some  cor- 
rections, to  which  he  was  not  very  willing 
to  submit. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1763,  Life 
by  Boswelly  ed.  Hill,  vol.  i,  p,  464. 

Though  his  voice  as  an  actor  was 
occasionally  harsh  and  unmusical,  more 
particularly  in  tragedy,  he  was  a  fine 
reciter  of  comedies  in  private.  Foote  and 
Murphy,  both  excellent  judges,  have  given 
testimony  of  this ;  particularly  the  latter, 
who  heard  him  read  the  scenes  of  Lord 
and  Lady  Townly  in  **The  Provoked  Hus- 
band" to  Mrs.  Woffington.  It  is  true, 
his  voice  partook  of  the  old  school,  and 
therefore  differed  in  some  respect  from 
that  familiarity  in  modem  dialogue  which 


Garrick  introduced ;  but  it  was,  upon  the 
whole,  a  fine  picture  of  the  manners  of 
the  age  in  which  the  play  was  written,  and 
had  a  very  impressive  effect. — Foote, 
Samuel,  1777?  Memoirs,  ed,  Cooke,  vol. 
II,  p.  201. 

Colley,  we  are  told,  had  the  honour  to 
be  a  member  of  the  great  club  at  White's ; 
and  so,  I  suppose,  might  any  other  man, 
not  quite  unknown,  who  wore  good  cloaths, 
and  paid  his  money  when  he  lost  it.  But 
on  what  terms  did  Gibber  live  with  this 
society  ?  Why,  he  feasted  most  sumptu- 
ously, as  I  have  heard  his  friend  Victor 
say  with  an  air  of  triumphant  exultation, 
with  Mr.  Arthur  and  his  wife,  and  gave 
eighteen  pence  for  his  dinner.  After  he 
had  dined,  when  the  clubroom  door  was 
opened,  and  the  laureate  was  introduced, 
he  was  saluted  with  the  loud  and  joyous 
acclamation  of  **0  King  Goll!  Gome  in, 
King  Coll !  Welcome,  welcome.  King  Col- 
ley!*' And  this  kind  of  gratulation,  Mr. 
Victor  thought,  was  very  gracious  and 
very  honourable. —Davies,  Thomas,  1780, 
Memoirs  of  the  Life  of  David  Garrick,  vol. 
II,  p.  353. 

For  my  part,   I    can  almost    believe 
that  Gibber  was  a  modest  mxin !  as  he  was 
most  certainly  a  man  of  genius.     Gibber 
had  lived  a  dissipated  life,  and  his  philo- 
sophical  indifference,  with   his  careless- 
gaiety,  was  the  breastplate  which  even  th( 
wit   of   Pope  failed  to  pierce.     Durinj 
twenty  years'  persecution  for  his  unlucky"^ 
Odes,  he  never  lost  his  temper ;  he  wouk 
read  to  his  friends  the  best  things  point 
against    them,  with    all    the   spirit  th( 
authors  could  wish;  and  would   himseli 
write  epigrams  for  the  pleasure  of  hearing 
them  repeated  while   sitting  in   coffee^  "^ 
houses ;  and  whenever  they  were  applaudeiS^ 
as  "Palpable  hits  !""-*'Keen !"— **Thing^r' 
with  a  spirit  in  them !" — he  enjoyed 
attacks  on  himself  by  himself.     If  this 
vanity,  it  is  at  least  *  *  Gibberian. ' '    It  was 
indeed,  the  singularity  of  his   persoi 
character  which  so  long  injured  his  genii 
and  laid  him  open  to  the  perpetual 
of   his   contemporaries,  who  were 
enough  to  ridicule  undisguised  foibles,  bi^  '^ 
dared  not  be  just  to  the  redeeming  virtu^^ 
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genius. — Disraeli,  Isaac,  1814, 
irf  Cibber,  Quarrels  of  Authors. 

lourished  in  wig  and  embroidery, 
poet,  and  manager,  during  the 
an  age  of  Queen  Anne,  somewhat 
and  somewhat  later.  A  most 
us  fop,  according  to  all  accounts, 
but  a  very  pleasant  one  notwith- 
g,  as  your  fop  of  parts  is  apt  to  be. 
lined  but  little  in  the  warfare  he 
vith  him,  for  this  plain  reason,  that 
iat  poet  accuses  his  adversary  of 
,  which  was  not  by  any  means  one 
ins,  instead  of  selecting  one  of  the 
us  faults,  such  as  pertness,  petu- 
ind  presumption,  of  which  he  was 
Tuilty. — MiTFORD,  Mary  Russell, 
ecollections  of  a  Literary  Life,p.  264. 

Dlley  Gibber  it  is  sufficient  here  to 
iiat  he  was  not  merely  a  popular 
•ut  one  of  the  most  remarkable  men 
age.  His  professional  cleverness 
great  that  it  can  be  described  as 
lling  short  of  genius;  and  as  a 
ist,  his  admirable  judgment  made 

his  deficiencies  in  the  art  of 
ition,  so    that    few    writers    of 

have  achieved  greater  temporary 
IS.  With  all  his  talents,  however, 
lis  fate  to  earn  the  hearty  contempt 
.  of  his  contemporaries  whose  good 
was  worth  having,  and  in  the  ful- 

his  fame  his  self-sufficiency  and 
iCe  exposed  him  to  all  the  shafts  of 

...  If  the  character  of  Gibber 
.  contemptible  as  ''The  Dunciad*' 
Iding's  writings  represent  it,  much 
's  ink  was  thrown  away  in  blacken- 
-Lawrence,  Frederick,  1855,  The 
Henry  Fielding^  pp.  15,  123. 
i-out,  tawdry,  with  a  shabby  fine 
:joat,  and  dirty  tattered  ruffles, 
snuff  vehemently,  and  applauding 
were  in  the  stage-box  one  moment, 
r  as  if  he  were  on  the  stage  the 
behold  Golley  Gibber ;  now  in  the 
llowest  and  searest  of  the  leaf,  to 
)ld  age  is  likened;  still  writing, 
;ting  his  own  plays,  and  still 
ting  the  table  of  Samuel  Richard- 
eat  at  another  man's  expense,  and 
3ack  the  coin  of  flattery.  But  he 
Laureate ;  and  that  office  imposes 
vorthy,  but  somewhat  tuft-hunting 

Richardson.— Thomson,  Kather- 
lACE  Wharton),  1862,  The  Lit- 
of  Society^  vol.  ii,  p.  240. 


Among  them  all,  Colley  kept  his  own  to 
the  last.  A  short  time  before  the  last 
hour  arrived,  Horace  Walpole  hailed  him 
on  his  birthday  with  a  good-morrow,  and 
''I  am  glad,  sir,  to  see  you  looking  so 
well. "  "  Egad,  sir, ' '  replied  the  old  gen- 
tleman, all  diamonded  and  powdered  and 
dandified,  "at  eighty-four  it  is  well  for  a 
man  that  he  can  look  at  all."  .  .  . 
And  now  he  crosses  Piccadilly  and  passes 
through  Albemarle  Street,  slowly  but 
cheerfully,  with  an  eye  and  a  salutation 
for  any  pretty  woman  of  his  acquaintance, 
and  with  a  word  for  any  "good  fellow" 
whose  purse  he  has  lightened,  or  who  has 
lightened  his,  at  dice  or  whist.  And  so 
he  turns  into  the  adjacent  square ;  and  as 
his  servant  closes  the  door,  after  admitting 
him,  neither  of  them  wots  that  the  master 
has  passed  over  the  threshold  for  the  last 
time,  a  living  man.  In  December,  1757, 
I  read  in  contemporary  publications  that 
"there  died  at  his  house  in  Berkeley 
Square,  Colley  Gibber,  Esq.,  Poet  Lau- 
reate."—Doran,  John,  1863,  Annals  of 
the  English  Stage,  vol.  II,  ch.  ii. 

No  life  illustrates  more  curiously  the 
history  of  the  stage  than  that  of  Colley 
Gibber,  and  no  figure  stands  out  more  con- 
spicuously in  that  sort  of  turbulence  and 
war  which  the  actor  of  his  era  had  to  wage. 
His'strange  career  shows  us  that  the  actor 
was  as  marked  a  figure  off  the  stage  as 
upon  it. — FrrzGERALD,  Percy,  1882,  A 
New  History  of  the  English  Stage,  vol.  i, 
p.  320. 

DRAMAS 

Gibber  has  written  a  great  many 
comedies ;  and  though  in  several  of  them 
there  be  much  sprightliness,  and  a  certain 
pert  vivacity  peculiar  to  him,  yet  they  are 
so  forced  and  unnatural  in  the  incidents, 
as  to  have  generally  sunk  into  obscurity, 
except  two  which  have  always  continued 
in  high  favour  with  the  public,  "The 
Careless  Husband,"  and  "The  Provoked 
Husband. ' '  The  former  is  remarkable  for 
the  polite  and  easy  turn  of  the  dialogue ; 
and,  with  the  exception  of  one  indelicate 
scene,  is  tolerably  moral,  too,  in  the  con- 
duct and  in  the  tendency.  The  latter, 
"The  Provoked  Husband,"  (which  wasthrf 
joint  production  of  Vanbrugh  and  Gibber), 
is,  perhaps,  on  the  whole,  the  best  comedy 
in  the  English  language.  It  is  liable, 
indeed,  to  one  critical  objection,  of  having 
a  double  plot;  as  the   incident  of   the 
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Wronghead  family,  and  those  of  Lord 
Townley's,  are  separate  and  independent 
of  each  other.  But  this  irregularity  is  com- 
pensated by  the  natural  characters,  the  Sne 
painting,  and  the  happy  strokes  of  humour 
with  which  it  abounds.  We  are,  indeed,  sur- 
prised to  find  so  unexceptionable  a  comedy 
proceeding  from  two  such  loose  authors ; 
for,  in  its  general  strain,  it  is  calculated  to 
expose  licentiousness  and  folly ;  and  would 
do  honour  to  any  stage. — Blair,  Hugh, 
1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and  Belles- 
LettreSf  ed.  Mills^  Lecture  xlvii,  p.  541. 

His  ''Double  Gallant,"  which  has  been 
lately  revived,  though  it  cannot  rank  in 
the  first,  may  take  its  place  in  the  second 
or  third  class  of  comedies.  It  abounds  in 
character,  bustle,  and  stage-effect.  It 
belongs  to  what  may  be  called  the  com- 
posite style ;  and  very  happily  mixes  up  the 
comedy  of  intrigue,  such  as  we  see  it  in 
Mrs.  Centlivre's  Spanish  plots,  with  a 
tolerable  share  of  the  wit  and  spirit  of 
Congreve  and  Vanbrugh.  As  there  is  a 
good  deal  of  wit,  there  is  a  spice  of 
wickedness  in  this  play,  which  was  a 
privilege  of  the  good  old  style  of  comedy, 
not  altogether  abandoned  in  Gibber's  time. 
.  .  .  The  characters  in  the  ''Double 
Gallant"  are  well  kept  up.  At- All  and 
Lady  Dainty  are  the  two  most  prominent 
characters  in  this  comedy,  and  those  into 
which  Gibber  has  put  most  of  his  own 
nature  and  genius.  They  are  the  essence 
of  active  impertinence  and  fashionable 
frivolity.  Gibber,  in  short,  though  his 
name  has  been  handed  down  to  us  as  a 
byword  of  impudent  pretension  and  im- 
penetrable dulness  by  the  classical  pen  of 
his  accomplished  rival,  who,  unfortunately, 
did  not  admit  of  any  merit  beyond  the 
narrow  circle  of  wit  and  friendship  in 
which  he  himself  moved,  was  a  gentleman 
and  a  scholar  of  the  old  school ;  a  man  of 
wit  and  pleasantry  in  conversation,  a 
diverting  mimic,  an  excellent  actor,  an 
admirable  dramatic  critic,  and  one  of  the 
best  comic  writers  of  his  age. — Hazutt, 
William,  1818,  On  the  Comic  Writers  of 
the  Last  Century,  Lecture  viii. 

Steele's  "Gonscious  Lovers"  is  the  first 
comedy  which  can  be  called  moral ;  Gibber, 
in  those  parts  of  the  "Provoked  Husband" 
that  he  wrote,  carried  this  farther ;  and 
the  stage  afterwards  grew  more  and 
more  refined,  till  it  became  languid  and 
sentimental.— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39, 


Introduction  to  the  Literature  qf  Europe, 
pt.  iv,  ch.  vii,  par.  2,  note. 

In  selecting  the  play  of  "King  Richard 
the  Third,"  I  have,  upon  mature  consid- 
eration, decided  on  adopting  the  well- 
known  version  of  Golley  Gibber,  instead 
of  going  back  to  the  original  text  of 
Shakespeare.  That  text  has  been  prac- 
tically declared  by  the  greatest  ornaments 
of  the  drama,  less  fitted  in  its  integrity 
for  representation  on  the  stage  than 
almost  any  other  generally  acted  play  of 
the  great  poet ;  whilst,  on  the  other  hand, 
the  tragedy,  as  modified  by  Gibber,  being 
rather  a  condensation  than  an  alteration 
of  Shakespeare  (the  interpolations  them- 
selves being  chiefly  selections  from  bis 
other  plays),  has  been  pronounced  one  of 
the  most  admirable  and  skilful  instances  of 
dramatic  adaptations  ever  known.  Ehsivid 
Garrick  made  his  first  appearance  in  Lon- 
don, in  1741,  in  Golley  Gibber's  version 
of  "King  Richard  the  Third;"  and  Hen- 
derson adopted  the  same  play ;  the  clas- 
sical John  Kemble  followed  deliberately 
in  the  wake  of  his  great  predecessors; 
and  to  these  succeedeid  George  Frederick 
Gooke,  and  my  late  father,  Edmund  Kean. 
With  such  distinguished  precedents  for 
my  guide,  I  might  well  hesitate  in  revert- 
ing, on  the  present  occasion,  to  the  origi- 
nal text,  even  if  their  judgment  had  not 
been  sanctioned  by  the  voice  of  experience, 
and  were  it  not  also  a  fact  that  the  trag- 
edy of  "King  Richard  the  Third,"  as 
adapted  by  Gibber,  is  most  intimately  asso- 
ciated with  the  traditionary  admiration 
of  the  public  for  those  renowned  and 
departed  actors.  There  may  be  a  ques- 
tion as  to  the  propriety  of  tampering  at 
all  with  the  writings  of  our  biurd:  but 
there  can  be  none  that  as  an  acting  play, 
Golley  Gibber's  version  of  "King  Richard 
the  Third,"  evinces  great  dramatic  judg- 
ment, and  a  consummate  acquaintance 
with  scenic  effect. — Kean,  Gharles, 
1854,  Life  and  Theatrical  Times,  ed.  Cole, 
vol.  II,  p.  101. 

"The  Gareless  Husband"  doubtless  con- 
tains things  which  may  seem  out  of  har- 
mony with  this  intention,  and  the  princi- 
pal situation  would  justly  be  resented  by 
a  modem  audience.  But  the  purpose  of 
this  play  is  genuinely  moral — viz.  to  ex- 
hibit the  triumph  of  pure  long-suffering 
affection,  when  its  object  is  a  man  not 
spoilt  at  heart.    There  is  true  ptthos  in 
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laracter  of  Lady  Easy,  and  one  may 
'6  her  husband  as  one  forgives  Field- 
heroes,  or  Steele  in  actual  life.  It 
t  be  justly  said  that  such  a  picture 
apology  for  vice,  though  doubtless 
s  to  treat  vice  from  the  loftiest  of 
points.  The  execution  is  upon  the 
I  admirable ;  and  the  quarrels  of  Lady 
Modish  and  Lord  Morelove,  with 
Foppington  and  Lady  Graveairs  in- 
ning, are  in  the  best  style  of  later 
sh  comedy.  Lady  Betty  in  particu- 
a  most  delightful  coquette — with  a 
;  and  the  Lord  Foppington  of  this 
who  is  not  a  mere  replica  of  Van- 
I's  development  of  Gibber's  Sir  Nov- 
is  one  of  the  best  easy-going  fools 
invented.— Ward,  Adolphus  Wil- 
1875-99,  A  History  of  English  Dra- 
Literature,  vol.  in,  p.  486. 

3se,  however,  who,  after  listening 
e  incomparable  language  of  Shake- 
e,  and  witnessing  the  superiority  of 
Qagnificent  play,  can  ever  again  tol- 
the  rubbish  which  has  usurped  its 
for  a  century  and  a  half,  can  have 
pretensions  to  taste. — Baker,  H. 
ON,  1877,  Colley  Cibber  Verstu 
speare.  The  GenUemarCs  Magazine, 
40,  p.  351. 

her's  alteration  of  ''Richard  IIL" 
brought    down    on   him  almost  as 

contumely  as  did  the  "Dunciad;" 
^et  his  interpolations  are  excellent 

turtle — so  excellent  that  Gharles 
3  says  that  the  most  admired  passages 
hat  literary  humbugs  who  pretend 
know  Shakespeare  by  the  closet,  not 
tage,  accept  as  Shakespeare's '*Rich- 
'  are  Gibber's.  How  many  of  us 
quoted  the  lines,  *'Now,  by  St.  Paul, 
^ork  goes  bravely  on!"  and  **Off 
bis  head — so  much  for  Buckingham !" 
issful  unconsciousness  that  Shake- 
e  never  wrote  them !  Here  is  a  quo- 
1  that  has  pardonably  misled  thou- 
1,  for  it  has  a  sonorous  ring  of  which 

ir's  treble  seems  incapable : 

1  that  thought  I  No,  never  be  it  said 

Fate  itself  could  awe  the  soul  of  Rich- 

rd! 

3,  babbling  dreams !  you  threated  here  in 

Edn; 

iience  avaunt !  Richard's  himself  again  I 

I   the  shrill  tmmpet  sounds  to  horse ! 

»iil*s  in  arms  and  eager  for  the  fray! 
NTINGTON,  H.  A.,  1878,  A  Predecessor 


of  Tennyson,  Ldppincoifs  Magazine,  vol. 
21,  p.  571. 

Gibber's  best  service  to  the  stage  was 
his  "Apology  for  his  Life,"  the  most  en- 
tertaining and  graphic  record  of  the 
actors  and  actresses  of  a  remarkable 
period  that  perhaps  exists  in  any  lan- 
guage. Gibber  was  a  good  actor,  some- 
thing of  a  fine  gentleman,  so  far  as  fine 
clothes  and  foppish  manners  go  to  the 
"make  up"  of  that  character.  He  was 
also  one  of  the  "wits"  of  his  time,  and 
having  the  laws  of  stagecraft  at  his  finger 
ends,  and  understanding  the  requirements 
of  audiences,  he  was  enabled  to  compound 
a  successful  comedy,  "She  wou'd  and  she 
wou'd  not, "  where  the  brisk  give-and-take 
of  the  dialogue  is  borrowed  from  the 
dramatists  of  Gharles  n.'s  age,  and  the 
bustling  plot  taken  from  a  Spanish  origi- 
nal. His  comedies  are  the  smart  plays  of 
a  clever  man  whom  circumstances,  not 
natural  genius,  made  a  playwright.  They 
do  not  quite  possess  the  ring  of  true 
comedy. — Grawpurd,  Oswald,  1883,  ed., 
English  Gomic  Dramatists,  p.  110. 

Gibber's  plays  are  lighter  than  thistle- 
down, and  mark  the  rupture  between  dra- 
matic writing  and  literature.  But  they 
are  praiseworthy  for  their  comparative 
innocence,  and  for  the  absence  of  such 
cynicism  as  Gollier  denounced. — Gosse, 
Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth 
Gentury  Literature,  p.  70. 

It  was  only  as  Poet  Laureate,  for  he 
could  not  write  poetry,  that  Cibber  dis- 
played his  inferiority.  ...  Of  poetry 
there  is  no  trace  in  the  five  volumes  of 
his  dramatic  works ;  there  are  few  touches 
of  nature,  and  little  genuine  wit,  but 
these  defects  are  to  some  extent  supplied 
by  sparkling  dialogue  and  lively  badinage. 
Gibber  is  often  sentimental,  and  when  he 
is  sentimental  he  is  odious.  His  attempts 
to  express  strong  emotion  and  honourable 
feeling  excite  laughter  instead  of  S3rm- 
pathy,  and  on  this  account  it  is  difficult 
to  accept  without  some  deduction  Mr. 
Ward's  favourable  judgment  of  "The  Gare- 
less  Husband,"  which,  if  it  be  one  of  the 
cleverest  of  Gibber's  dramas,  is  also  one 
of  the  most  conspicuous  for  this  defect. 
Here,  as  elsewhere.  Gibber  should  have 
left  sentiment  alone. — Dennis,  John, 
1894,  The  Age  of  Pope,  pp.  196,  197. 

Most  are  fairly  lively,  but  hardly  any 
is  really  literature.— Saintsbury,George, 
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1898,  A  Short  History  of  English  lAtera- 
ture,  p.  496. 

APOLOGY 
1740 

And  Gibber  himself  is  the  honestest 
man  I  know,  who  has  writ  a  book  of  his 
confessions,  not  so  much  to  his  credit  as 
St.  Augustine's,  but  full  as  true  and  as 
open.  Never  had  impudence  and  vanity 
so  faithful  a  professor.  I  honour  him 
next  to  my  Lord.— Pope,  Alexander, 
1742-3,  Letter  to  Lord  Orrery;  Pope^s 
Works,  eds.  Elwin  and  Courthope,  vol.  vni, 
p.  509. 

He  was  not,  indeed,  a  very  wise  or  lofty 
character — nor  did  he  affect  great  virtue 
or  wisdom — but  openly  derided  gravity, 
bade  defiance  to  the  serious  pursuits  of 
life,  and  honestly  preferred  his  own  light- 
ness of  heart  and  of  head,  to  knowledge 
the.  most  extensive  or  thought  the  most 
profound.  He  was  vain  even  of  his  vanity. 
At  the  very  commencement  of  his  work, 
he  avows  his  determination  not  to  repress 
it,  because  it  is  part  of  himself,  and  there- 
fore will  only  increase  the  resemblance  of 
the  picture.  Rousseau  did  not  more 
clearly  lay  open  to  the  world  the  depths 
and  inmost  recesses  of  his  soul,  than  Gib- 
ber his  little  foibles  and  minikin  weak- 
nesses. The  philosopher  dwelt  not  more 
intensely  on  the  lone  enthusiasm  of  his 
spirit,  on  the  alleviations  of  his  throbbing 
soul,  on  the  long  draughts  of  rapture 
which  he  eagerly  drank  in  from  the  love- 
liness of  the  universe,  than  the  player  of 
his  early  aspirings  for  scenic  applause, 
and  all  the  petty  triumphs  and  mortifica- 
tions of  his  passion  for  the  favour  of  the 
town.— Talfourd,  Thomas  Noon,  1820- 
42,  dhhefs  Apology  for  His  Life,  Critical 
and  Miscellaneous  Writings,  p.  72. 

His  well-known  account  of  his  own 
life;  or  his  *' Apology  for  his  Life."  as  he 
modestly  or  affectedly  calls  it,  is  an  amus- 
ing piece  of  something  higher  than  gossip ; 
the  sketches  he  gives  of  the  various  cel- 
ebrated actors  of  his  time  are  many  of 
them  executed,  not  perhaps  with  the  deep- 
est insight,  but  yet  with  much  graphic 
skill  in  so  far  as  regards  those  mere  super- 
ficial characteristics  that  meet  the  ordi- 
nary eye.— Graik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  of  English  Litera- 
ture and  qf  the  English  Language,  vol.  ii, 
p,  275. 

Remains  to-day  one  of  the  best  books 


ever  written  about  the  stage. — Mat- 
thews, Brander,  1880,  **  Pinafore' 8" 
Predecessor,  Harper's  Magazine,  vol.  60, 
p.  502. 

That  entrancing  **ApoIogy''  with  its 
delightful  pictures  of  his  theatrical  con- 
temporaries, is  as  fresh  as  ever.  It  will 
be  read  when  greater  poets  than  he  have 
sunk  into  oblivion,  and  thus  perpetuate 
the  name  of  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
characters  of  a  by-gone  epoch. — Robixs, 
Edward,  Jr.,  1895,  Echoes  of  the  Play- 
house,  p.  129. 

GENERAL 

The  most  undaunted  Mr.  Golley  Gibber; 
of  whom  let  it  be  known,  when  the  people 
of  this  age  shall  be  ancestors,  and  to  all 
the  succession  of  our  successors,  that 
to  this  present  day  they  continue  to  out- 
do even  their  own  out-doings :  and  when 
the  inevitable  hand  of  sweeping  Time  shall  _ 
have  brushed  off  all  the  works  of  to-dav, 
may  this  testimony  of  a  contemporary^ 
critic  to  their  fame,  be  extended  as  fai= 
as  to-morrow. — Pope,  Alexander,  1727.^ 

Martinus  Scriblerus,  or,  the  Art  qf  Sink 

ing  in  Poetry,    Works,   sds.   Elwin  anc^ 
Courthope,  vol.  x,  p.  405. 

Augastns  still  survives  in  Maro's  strain. 
And  Spenser's  verse  prolongs  Eliza's  reign; 
Great  George's  act  let  tuneful  Gibber  sing; 
For  Nature  formed  the  Poet  for  the  King. 

— Johnson,  Samuel,   1741,  Life  hyBo^- 
well,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  i,  p.  173. 

He  seems  to  me  full  as  pert  and  as  da  3.1 
as  usual  [** Cicero'*].  There  are  whol  ^ 
pages  of  common-place  stuff,  that  for 
stupidity  might  have  been  wrote  by  D'MT. 
Waterland,  or  any  other  grave  divine,  did 
not  the  flirting  saucy  phrase  give  thexn 

at  a  distance  an  air  of  youth  and  gaiety. 

Gray,  Thomas,  1747,   Letter  to  Horace 
Walpole,  Works,  ed.  Gosse,  vol.  u,  p.  16^  - 

Gibber's  merits  as  an  author  are  of  X30 
mean  degree ;  for  independently  of  t  fce 
comedy  which  still  keeps  possession     of 
the    stage,  notwithstanding    the    gr^at 
advance  in  refinement  since  the  period   of 
its  production,  the  masterly  portraitures 
which  he  has  given  of  his  theatrical  con- 
temporaries must  ever  establish  him  as  a 
critic  of  first-rate  pretensions.     Valuable 
and  numerous  as  are  the  delineations  of 
society  and  manners  of  the  period  in 
which  Gibber  flourished,  none  are  more 
spirited  than  those  which  we  owe  to  his 
pen,  both  in  the  dramatis  persona  of  his 
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ies,  and  the  admirable  sketches  of 
characters  with  whom  he  associated ; 
ossessing  so  many  and  such  high 
I  to  consideration,  it  seems  pecul- 
hard  that  he  should  appear  to  be 
ed  to  the  stigma  attached  to  his 
for  any  part  of  his  well-earned 
ity.— Dunham,  S.  Astley,  1838, 
iterary  and  Scientific  Men  of  Great 
n  and  Ireland,  vol.  iii,  p,  276. 

e  has  made  himself  ridiculous,  as 
nerally  did  in  his  petty  malice,  by 
g  Theobald  the  hero  of  the  Dunciad, 
50  he  had  convicted  Pope  of  gross 
ince  of  Shakspeare.  He  now  made 
If  ridiculous  a  second  time,  by  exalt- 
►  that  dull  eminence,  Colley  Gibber, 
f  the  wittiest  and  most  sprightly 
•s  of  the  day.  Gibber's  letter  of 
strance  to  Pope  was  unanswerable. 
JBONE,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  A  Grit- 
idionary  of  English  Literature,  vol. 
183. 

3  makes  himself  a  conspicuous  ass. 
SYTH,  William,  1871,  The  Novels  and 
sts  of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  p.  246. 

lough  Gibber  was  not  a  good  poet, 
;  persevering  and  consistent,  and  his 
ity  has  never  been  questioned.  As 
or  and  author  he  excelled  in  comedy ; 
that  he  did  not  succeed  in  tragedy 
detraction  from  his  other  merits, 
ng  all  the  higher  attributesof  a  poet, 
lureate  Odes  were  never  collected, 
•  because  they  were  not  worthy  of 
vation.— Hamilton,  Walter,  1879, 
oets  Laureate  of  England,  p.  172. 


All  things  considered,  both  in  this  con- 
troversy [with  Fielding]  and  the  later  one 
with  Pope,  Gibber  did  not  come  off  worst. 
His  few  hits  were  personal  and  unscru- 
pulous, and  they  were  probably  far  more 
deadly  in  their  effects  than  any  of  the 
ironical  attacks  which  his  adversaries,  on 
their  part,  directed  against  his  poetical 
ineptitude  or  halting  ** parts  of  speech." 
Despite  his  superlative  coxcombry  and 
egotism,  he  was,  moreover,  a  man  of  no 
mean  abilities.  His  ''Careless  Husband" 
is  a  far  better  acting  play  than  any  of 
Fielding's,  and  his  ** Apology,"  which 
even  Johnson  allowed  to  be  "well-done," 
is  valuable  in  many  respects,  especially 
for  its  account  of  the  contemporary  stage. 
In  describing  an  actor  or  actress  he  had 
few  equals — witness  his  skilful  portraits 
of  Nokes,  and  his  admirably  graphic  vign- 
ette  of  Mrs.  Verbruggenas  that* 'finished 
Impertinent,"  Melantha,  in  Dryden's 
'  *  Marriage  4-la-Mode. ' ' — Dobson,  Austin, 
1883,  Fielding  (English  Men  of  Letters), 
p.Q6. 

Gibber's  *'Odes"  are  among  the  most 
contemptible  things  in  literature. — 
Knight,  Joseph,  1^7,  Dictionary  of  Na- 
tional Biography,  vol.  x,  p.  358. 

One  of  the  most  delightful  autobiogra- 
phies ever  written,  and  a  comedy  which 
is  in  its  way  a  masterpiece,  have  been 
powerless  to  counteract,  nay  even  to 
modify,  the  impression  left  on  the  world 
by  the  portrait  for  which  Pope  made  Gol- 
ley  Gibber  sit.— Gollins,  John  Churton, 
1895,  Essays  and  Studies,  p.  264. 


Edward  Moore 

1712-1757. 

a  at  Abingdon,  England,  March  22, 1712 :  died  at  South  Lambeth,  London,  March 
7.  An  English  dramatist  and  fabulist,  third  son  of  Thomas  Moore,  a  dissenting 
man.  He  failed  in  business  as  a  linen-draper  in  London,  and  began  as  a  writer 
is  ** Fables  for  the  Female  Sex"  in  1744.  **The  Foundling,"  a  comedy,  was 
;ed  at  Drury  Lane  on  Feb.  13,  1748;  **Gil  Bias,"  a  comedy,  in  1751;  and 
Gamester,"  in  which  Garrick  appeared  (and  which  he  partly  wrote),  at  Drury 
m.Feb.  7, 1753.  In  1753  he  was  made  editor  of  '*The  World,"  a  popular  paper, 
had  Lord  Lyttelton,  Lord  Bath,  Lord  Ghesterfield,  Soame  Jenyns,  Horace 
le,  and  Edward  Lovibond  as  contributors.  His  only  son,  Edward,  was  educated 
insioned  by  Lord  Ghesterfield.— Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  ed.  1894-97,  The  Gentury 
edia  of  Names,  p.  704. 


PERSONAL 

us  not  then  aggravate  those  natural 
eniences  by  neglect;  we  have  had 
mt  instances  of  this  kind  already. 


Sale  and  Moore  will  suffice  for  one  age  at 
least.  But  they  are  dead,  and  their  sor- 
rows are  over. — Goldsmith,  Guver, 
1759,  Present  State  of  Polite  Learning. 
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GENERAL 

Mr.  Moore  was  a  poet  that  never  had 
justice  done  him  while  living ;  there  are 
few  of  the  moderns  have  a  more  correct 
taste,  or  a  more  pleasing  manner  of  ex- 
pressing their  thoughts.  It  was  upon 
these  Fables  he  chiefly  founded  his  repu- 
tation, yet  they  are  by  no  means  his  best 
production.— Goldsmith,  Ouver,  1767, 
The  Beauties  of  English  Poetry. 

His  style  is  easy  and  unaffected,  and 
always  appropriate  to  his  subjects,  which 
have  great  variety.  If  he  had  not  more 
knowledge  of  the  world  than  some  of  his 
predecessors,  he  could  at  least  employ  it 
very  agreeably.  He  had  professed  that 
the  paper  had  contained  novelty  of  ridi- 
cule, and  it  must  be  allowed  that  he  sel- 
dom betrays  the  servile  copyist,  when 
treating  of  those  subjects  which  had  been 
handled  by  others.  .  .  .  Moore  ex- 
celled principally  in  assuming  the  serious 
manner  for  the  purposes  of  ridicule,  or  of 
raising  idle  curiosity  .  .  .  However 
trite  his  subject,  he  enlivens  it  by  original 
turns  of  thought.  Some  of  the  papers 
are  mere  exercises  of  humour,  which  have 
no  direct  moral  in  view,  and  for  this  he 
in  one  place  offers  an  apology,  or  at  least 
acknowledges  that  he  aimed  at  no  higher 
purpose  than  entertainment.  In  the  last 
paper,  the  conclusion  of  the  work  is  made 
to  depend  on  a  fictitious  accident  which 
is  supposed  to  have  happened  to  the 
author,  and  occasioned  his  death.  When 
the  papers  were  collected  in  volumes,  Mr. 
Moore  superintended  the  publication,  and 
actually  died  while  this  last  paper  was  in 
the  press.— Chalmers,  Alexander,  1808- 
23,  The  British  Essayists,  vol.  22,  The 
World,  vol.  I,  Historical  and  Biographical 
Preface,  pp.  22,  23. 

Of  the  papers  of  Moore,  which  form 
more  than  a  fourth  of  the  whole  work, 
[*' World,"]  the  characteristic  is  a  grave 
and  well-sustained  irony,  that  not  unfre- 
quently  displays  a  considerable  share  of 
original  humour.  The  style  which  he  has 
adopted,  if  not  very  correct  or  elegant. 


is,  however,  easy  and  perspicuous,  and 
not  ill  suited  to  the  general  nature  of  his 
subjects. —  Drake,  Nathan,  1810,  Es- 
says Illnstrative  of  the  Rambler^  Adven- 
turer, and  Idler,  vol.  il,  p.  263. 

The  ''Fables"  of  Moore  rank  next  to 
those  of  Gay,  but  are  inferior  to  them 
both  in  choice  of  subject  and  in  poetical 
merit. — Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Oyelo- 
poMlia  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

His  "Fables  for  the  Female  Sex"  have 
an  excellent  moral  turn,  but  are  some- 
what deficient  in  the  sprightliness  which 
is  especially  demanded  in  that  species  of 
composition.  .  .  .  His  domestic  trag- 
edy, "The  Gamester,"  .  .  .  though 
it  set  tradition  at  nought  by  being  written 
in  prose,  was  on  the  whole  a  success. 
The  prologue  and  some  of  the  most  ad- 
mired passages,  including  the  greater 
part  of  the  scene  between  Lewson  and 
Stukely  in  the  fourth  act,  were  written 
by  Garrick,  who  played  the  principal  part 
The  piece  ran  with  applause  for  eleven 
nights,  and  has  since  kept  the  stage. — 
RiGG,  J.  M.,  1894,  Dictionary  <f  National 
Biography,  vol.  xxxvni,  p.  347. 

The  most  noticeable  except  the  "Ram- 
bler" and  the  "Adventurer"  (a  sort  of 
imitation  "Rambler,"  edited  by  Hawkes- 
worth,  the  great  ape  of  Johnson,  and  con- 
tributed to  by  Johnson  himself)  wi^  the 
"World,"  which  appeared  between  1753 
and  1756.  This  is  noteworthy,  because  an 
attempt  was  made  to  make  it  a  distinct 
"journal  of  society. ' '  The  editor,  Edward 
Moore,  was  a  man  of  letters  of  some  abil- 
ity, who  played  the  main  part  of  "Adam 
Fitz  Adam" — the  eidolon  who,  according 
to  the  etiquette  of  the  scheme,  was  sup- 
posed to  produce  the  paper — very  fairly. 
Its  interest  for  us  consists  in  the  fact  that 
among  the  contributors  were  some  of  th& 
very  chief  of  those  men  of  fashion,  Ches- 
terfield, Horace  Walpole,  Soame  Jenyns, 
Hanbury  Williams,  who  at  the  time 
affected  literature. — Saintsbury, George, 
1898,  A  Short  History  of  English  Liter- 
ature, p.  620. 
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I  in  London.  Removed  to  Bath,  May  1742.  Died  there,  28  Aug.  1757.  Works: 
)  Reasons  why  the  Practice  of  Inoculation  ought  to  be  introduced  into  the  town 
y,"  1733;  '*Ten  Cases  of  Persons  who  have  taken  Mrs.  Stephens's  Medicines," 
''A  View  of  the  present  fividence  for  and  against  Mrs.  Stephens's  Medicines," 
''De  Lithotriptico  a  Joanna  Stephens  nuper  invento,"  1741 ;  ''Observations  on 
'  1749;  *'Ad  .  .  .  R.  Mead,  Epistola,"  1751.  Posthumcms:  **  Prayers, 
3ligious  Meditations,"  1809.  Life  :  by  his  son,  in  1791  edn.  of  ** Observations 
n."— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897.  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  126. 

of  good  to  unseen  masses  of  men,  he  made 
far  more  friends  and  intimates  out  of 
those  whom  he  did  know.  The  bitter- 
ness and  violence,  which  in  Mill's  case  were 
engendered  by  consuming  earnestness, 
were  unknown  to  him.  No  zeal  could  eat 
him  up.  His  philosophical  system  was 
not  converted  by  him  into  a  dogma  or 
discipline;  by  thus  having  no  practical 
reference,  while  it  won  him  no  partisans, 
it  made  him  no  enemies.  Though  accu- 
rate and  precise  in  his  reasoning,  and 
methodical  in  his  daily  habits.  Hartley 
was  far  removed  alike  from  pedantry  and 
fussiness.  He  was  polished  and  gay  in 
society,  and  eloquent  in  conversation, 
without  becoming  importunate  or  a  bore ; 
and  he  was  entirely  without  the  vices  of 
pride,  selfishness,  sensuality,  or  disin- 
genuousness. — Bower,  George  Spencer, 
1881,  Hartley  and  James  MUl  (English 
Philosophers),  p.  6. 


person  was  of  the  middle  size  and 
proportioned.  His  complexion  fair, 
atures  regular  and  handsome.  His 
mance  open,  ingenuous,  and  ani- 
.  He  was  peculiarly  neat  in  his 
I  and  attire.  He  was  an  early  riser, 
anctual  in  the  employments  of  the 
nethodical  in  the  order  and  disposi- 
f  his  library,  papers,  and  writings, 
companions  of  his  thought. — Hart- 
David,  1791,  ed..  Observations  on 
Life^ 

m  devoted  myself  to  poetry  and  to 
udy  of  ethics  and  psychology ;  and 
ofound  was  my  admiration  at  this 
)f  Hartley's  ** Essay  on  Man,"  that 
I  his  name  to  my  first  born. — Cole- 
Samuel  Taylor,  1817,  Biographia 
ria,  ch.  x. 

tley  died  on  the  25th  of  August, 
aged  fifty-two,  and  left  a  name  so 
fished  for  piety  and  goodness,  that 
great  measure  shielded  his  doctrines 
the  reprobation  they  have  often 
ed  when  promulgated  by  others. — 
5,  George  Henry,  1845-46,  Bio- 
eal  History  of  Philosophy,  p.  604. 

tiey's  wasa  quiet,  useful,  unroman- 
fe, — unromantic  in  all  respects, 
:  in  that  steady  devotion  to  truth 
ict  which  tinges  the  most  unevent- 
e  with  a  hue  of  romance, — too  often 
hos.  Eminently  typical  of  the  cen- 
1  which  he  lived, — comfortable,  and 

to  comfort  others, — disposed  to 
r  and  wait,  not  very  prone  to  action, 
litious, — he  was  always  in  a  mood 
ike  allowances  for  the  frailty  of 
,  and  to  take  things  as  they  came, 
he  was  utterly  destitute  of  the 
ion  for  reforming  the  world,"  which 
sed  James  Mill.  On  the  other 
if  his  life  was  not  lit  by  other  aims 
t  of  his  great  successor,  he  had  all 
)mpensating  advantages  incidental 
ack  of  enthusiasm.     While  he  was 

the  same  extent  as  Mill  the  cause 


GENERAL 

Hartley  has  investigated  the  principal 
of  Association  more  deeply,  explained  it 
more  accurately,  and  applied  it  more  use- 
fully, than  even  his  great  and  venerable 
predecessor,  Mr.  Jjocke. — Parr,  Samuel, 
1774,  Sermon  on  Education. 

This  tract  is  printed  from  the  second 
volume  of  Dr.  Hartley's  **  Observations 
on  Man ;"  it  is  written  with  singular  close- 
ness of  thought,  and  to  be  well  under- 
stood must  be  read  with  great  attention. 
— Watson,  Richard,  1785,  Collection  of 
Theological  Tracts  Selected  from  Various 
Authors. 

He  thus  united  all  the  talents  of  his 
own  mind  for  natural  and  moral  science, 
conformably  to  that  universal  system  of 
final  morality,  which  he  inculcates,  by 
which  each  effort  of  sensation  or  science 
in  the  various  gradations  of  life  must  be 
esteemed  defective,  until  it  shall  have 
attained  to  its  corresponding  moral  con- 
summation. It  arose  from  the  union 
above  mentioned,  of  talents  in  the 
moral  science  with  natural  philosophy, 
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and  particularly  from  the  professional 
knowledge  of  the  human  frame,  that  Dr. 
Hartley  was  enabled  to  bring  into  one 
view  the  various  arguments  for  his  exten- 
sive system,  from  the  first  rudiments  of 
sensation  through  the  maze  of  complex 
affections  and  passions  in  the  path  of  life, 
to  the  final,  moral  end  of  man. — Hart- 
ley, David,  1791,  ed.,  Observations  on 
Man,  Life. 

It  was  a  reference  to  "Dr.  Hartley's 
Observations  on  Man,"  in  the  course  of 
our  Lectures,  that  first  brought  me 
acquainted  with  that  performance, 
which  immediately  engaged  my  closest 
attention,  and  produced  the  greatest,  and 
in  my  opinion  the  most  favourable  effect 
on  my  general  turn  of  thinking  through 
life.  It  established  me  in  the  belief  of 
the  doctrine  of  Necessity,  which  I  first 
learned  from  Collins ;  it  greatly  improved 
that  disposition  to  piety  which  I  brought 
to  the  academy,  and  freed  it  from  the 
rigour  with  which  it  had  been  tinctured. 
Indeed,  I  do  not  know  whether  the  con- 
sideration of  Dr.  Hartley's  theory  con- 
tributes more  to  enlighten  the  mind,  or 
improve  the  heart ;  it  affected  both  in  so 
supereminent  a  degree.  —  Priestley, 
Joseph,  1795,  AuUMographyy  ed,  RvU, 
p.2A. 

The  intentions  of  both  [Bonnet  and 
Hartley]  are  allowed,  by  those  who  best 
knew  them,  to  have  been  eminently  pure 
and  worthy;  but  it  cannot  be  said  of 
either,  that  his  metaphysical  writings 
have  contributed  much  to  the  instruction 
or  to  the  improvement  of  the  public.  On 
the  contrary,  they  have  been  instrumental 
in  spreading  a  set  of  speculative  tenets 
very  nearly  allied  to  that  sentimental  and 
fantastical  modification  of  Spinozism 
which  for  many  years  past  has  prevailed 
so  much  and  produced  such  mischievous 
effects  in  some  parts  of  Germany. — Stew- 
art, DuGALD,  1815-21,  First  Preliminary 
Dissertation,  EncyclopcBdia  Britannica. 

It  is  fashionable  to  smile  at  Hartley's 
vibrations  and  vibratiuncles ;  and  his  work 
has  been  re-edited  by  Priestly,  with  the 
omission  of  the  material  hypothesis.  But 
Hartley  was  too  great  a  man,  too  coher- 
ent a  thinker,  for  this  to  have  been  done, 
either  consistently  or  to  any  wise  pur- 
pose. For  all  other  parts  of  his  system, 
as  far  as  they  are  peculiar  to  that  sys- 
tem, once  removed  from  their  mechanical 


basis,  not  only  lose  their  main  support, 
but  the  very  motive  which  led  to  their 
adoption. —Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1817,  Biographia  Literaria,  eh,  vi. 

It  is  the  first  attempt  to  join  the  study 
of  intellectual  man  to  that  of  physical 
man.— Cousin,  Victor,  1828-29,  Course 
qf  the  History  of  Modem  Philosophy,  tr, 
Wight 

The  capital  fault  of  Hartley  is  that  of 
a  rash  generalization,  which  may  prove 
imperfect,  and  which  is  at  least  prema- 
ture. All  attempts  to  explain  instinct 
by  this  principle  have  hitherto  been  una- 
vailing: many  of  the  most  important 
processes  of  reasoning  have  not  hitherto 
been  accounted  for  by  it. — Mackintosh, 
Sm  Jabies,  1830,  Second  Preliminary  Dis- 
sertation, Encyclopcedia  Britannica. 

The  writer  who  has  built  most  upon 
Hobbes,  and  may  be  reckoned,  in  a  certain 
sense,  his  commentator,  if  he  who  fully 
explains  and  develops  a  system  may  deserve 
that  name,  was  Hartley.  .  .  .  Hartley  also 
resembles  Hobbes  in  the  extreme  to  which 
he  has  pushed  the  nominalist  theory,  in 
the  proneness  to  materialize  all  intellec- 
tual processes,  and  either  to  force  all 
things  mysterious  to  our  faculties  into 
something  imaginable,  or  to  reject  them 
as  unmeaning,  in  the  want,  much  con- 
necced  with  this,  of  a  steady  perception 
of  the  difference  between  the  Ego  and  its 
objects,  in  an  excessive  love  of  simplify- 
ing and  generalizing,  and  in  a  readiness 
to  adopt  explanations  neither  conformable 
to  reason  nor  experience,  when  they  fall 
in  with  some  single  principle,  the  key  that 
was  to  unlock  every  ward  of  the  human 
soul. — Hallam,  Hrnry,  1837-39,  Intro- 
duction to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pL  iii, 
ch.  iii,  par.  153. 

While  acknowledging  the  defect  of 
Hartley's  system,  let  us  not  forget  its 
excellence.  If  the  doctrine  of  Associa- 
tion was  not  first  applied  by  him,  it  was 
by  him  first  made  a  physiologico-psycho- 
logical  basis.  He  not  only  applied  it  to 
the  explanation  of  mental  phenomena; 
he  applied  it,  and  with  great  ingenuity,  to 
those  physiological  phenomena  which  still 
interest  and  perplex  philosophers,  namely 
the  voluntary  and  involuntary  actions. 
His  twenty-first  proposition,  end  the  elu- 
cidations which  follow,  deserve  to  be  read, 
even  in  the  present  day. — Lewes,  George 
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Henry,  1845-46,  Biographieal  History  <^ 
Philosophy f  p.  608. 

That  there  is  great  value  to  be  attached 
to  much  which  Hartley  has  drawn  from 
the  law  of  association,  and  that  he  has 
afforded  an  explanation  of  many  phenom- 
ena, before  very  imperfectly  understood, 
cannot  be  denied.  The  very  ardour,  how- 
ever, with  which  he  threw  himself  into 
his  system,  and  the  very  closeness  with 
which  he  analysed  the  facts  in  the  case, 
necessarily  imparted  a  one-sidedness  to 
his  philosophy,  and  led  to  the  neglect  of 
some  other  facts  equally  important. — 
MoRELL,  J.  D.,  1846-47,  An  Historical 
and  Gritical  View  of  SpeetUative  Philosophy 
of  Europe  in  the  Nineteenth  Century. 

A  majority,  probably,  of  those  who 
have  followed  his  track  of  thought  have 
considered  his  Theopathy  and  his  Chris- 
tianity were  rather  extraneous  grafts  upon 
the  rest  of  his  teaching.  It  has  puzzled 
them  to  discover  what  these  had  to  do 
with  the  spinal  marrow  or  the  white 
medullary  substance  of  the  brain.  But 
there  have  been  others,  and  perhaps  more 
than  we  know  of,  who  have  taken,  along 
with  the  associations  and  the  vibrations, 
Hartley's  whole  conception  of  a  moral 
sense  which  recognizes  beauty  and  revolts 
at  deformity,  and  his  belief  of  a  divine 
revelation  which  touches  chords  that 
respond  to  it  in  the  nature  of  man.  Some 
have  for  a  time  been  enabled  through  him 
to  attain  perceptions  of  the  harmony  of 
the  world  which  have  afterwards  blended 
with  principles  that  seem  most  to  clash 
with  his.  And  perhaps  his  illustrations 
of  the  facts  of  association  will  be  wel- 
comed most  cordially  by  those  who  most 
demand  a  ground  for  association  which  lie 
has  not  discovered  to  them.  Perhaps  the 
moralist  and  metaphysician  are  destined 
to  receive  the  greatest  aid  from  the  anato- 
mist and  physiologist  in  tracing  the 
vibratiuncles  in  the  human  body  to  those 
vibrations  which  they  find  first  within,  and 
which  are  produced,  as  their  hearts  tell 
them,  by  an  invisible  Musician. — Maurice, 
Frederick  Denison,  1862,  Moral  and 
Metaphysical  Philosophy^  vol.  ii,  p.  478. 

Hartley  clearly  distinguished  the  syn- 
ehronous  and  siLccessive  cases  or  forms  of 
association.  He  also  noticed  that  the 
strength  of  associations  is  twofold, 
depending  on  the  vividness  of  the  feelings 
or  ideas  associated,  and   the  frequency 


with  which  any  association  is  repeated. 
He  shows  that  as  ideas  become  complex, 
80  they  become  decomplex  by  association. 
Indeed,  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  any 
distinction  or  principle  of  the  more  recent 
forms  of  the  associational  psychology 
which  was  not  anticipated  by  Hartley. 
The  more  recent  discoveries  in  physiology 
and  in  the  comparative  sciences  of  nature 
are  more  largely  used  by  the  later  writ- 
ers, as  Bain  and  H.  Spencer,  but  always 
in  the  interest  of  the  principles  common 
to  themselves  and  Hartley. —  Porter, 
Noah,  1874,  Philosophy  in  Great  Britain 
and  America,Ueberweg*s  History  (f  Philos- 
ophy, vol.  II,  p.  388. 

The  difference  between  Hartley  and  the 
older  metaphysicians  may  be  described  by 
saying  that,  with  them  the  type  of  all 
reasoning  is  to  be  found  in  pure  mathe- 
matics, whilst  with  him  it  is  to  be  found 
applied  mathematics.  He  seeks  to  do 
for  human  nature  what  Newton  did  for 
the  solar  system.  Association  is  for 
man  what  gravitation  is  for  the  planets ; 
and  as  Newton  imagined  that  God's  will 
must  be  the  efficient  cause  of  gravita- 
tion, so  Hartley  imagined  the  same  will 
to  be  the  cause  of  those  movements 
in  the  human  organism  which  are  the 
immediate  cause  of  all  mental  phenom- 
ena. He  is  about  the  last  writer  who 
affects  the  mathematical  form  common 
to  the  metaphysicians  of  the  previous 
generation,  but  in  his  mind  the  analogy 
is  not  with  the  pure  mathematics  which, 
dealing  with  ideas  of  space  and  time, 
seem  to  have  an  a  priori  validity,  but  with 
those  laws  of  motion  which  he  would  have 
asserted  (as  indeed  he  would  have  asserted 
of  all  axiomatic  truths)  to  be  derived 
from  experience.  —Stephen,  Leslie,  1876, 
History  of  English  Thought  in  the  Eight- 
eenth Century^  vol.  ii,  p.  66. 

The  styles  of  the  two  philosophers  were 
as  dissimilar  as  possible.  Hartley  was 
gifted  with  the  *'copia  fandi,"  while 
Mill's  style  and  mode  of  reasoning  were 
severely  simple.  The  two,  indeed,  were 
alike  in  their  formal  and  scholastic  meth- 
ods, and  in  their  love  of  packing  their 
doctrines  into  a  syllogism  or  pocket  for- 
mula. But  Hartley  was  not  prevented  by 
these  precise  and  orderly  habits  from 
giving  free  vent  to  those  sentiments, 
which  Mill  and  his  school  would  have 
scorned    as    sentimentalities,   nor   from 
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many  a  gay  excnrsus  into  a  variety  of  in- 
tellectual domains,  from  which  the  aos- 
terer  bent  of  the  latter  restrained  him. 
Hartley's  rambling  and  gossiping  style, 
his  queer  mathematical  mysticism  (which 
Mr.  Leslie  Stephen  notices),  his  medical 
fancies  and  digressions,  his  theories  of 
biblical  interpretation,  his  minute  obser- 
vations of  the  customs  of  young  children, 
and  the  inferior  animals,  his  interest  in 
philosophical  languages  and  dictionaries, 
his  liking  for  theology  and  discussion  of 
the  theopathetic  faculties, — all  these 
were  foreign  to  the  mental  habits  and  con- 
stitution of  James  Mill.  The  preciseness 
of  method  apparently  reflected  in  Hart- 
ley's Propositions,  Corollaries,  and  Scholia 
did  not  extend  beneath  the  surface, 
whereas  that  observable  in  Mill's  works 
was  radical,  and  answered  to  a  certain 
analytical  twist  in  his  mind.  Indeed  the 
mathematical  forms  of  the  former,  when 
applied  to  the  abstrusest  and  most  ethereal 
subjects,  serve  rather,  by  quaintness  of 
contrast,  to  intensify  our  recognition  of 
his  love  of  mysticism  than  to  suggest 
his  predilection  for  formalism. — Bower, 


George  Spencer,  1881,  Hartley  and 
James  Mill  {English  Philosophers)^  p.  215. 

His  [Coleridge's]  greatest  favourite 
among  the  modem  metaphysicians  was 
Hartley,  *'he  of  mortal  tribe  wisest,"  as 
he  calls  him  in  the  ''Religious  Musings." 
— Brandl,  Alois,  1886-87,  Samuel  Tay- 
lor Coleridge  and  the  English  Romantic 
School,  tr.  Eastlake,  p,  53. 

Hartley  is  in  the  highest  sense  of  the 
phrase  a  man  of  one  book,  which  he  began 
to  write  before  he  was  twenty-five,  pub- 
lished when  he  was  forty-four,  and  con- 
tinued to  revise  until  his  death.  This  is 
his  ''Observations  on  Man,  His  Fame, 
Duty,  and  Expectations"  (1749).  He 
defined  his  own  contribution  to  moral  phi- 
losophy in  these  words :  "I  take  it  to  be 
proved  from  the  doctrine  of  association, 
that  there  is,  and  must  be,  such  a  thing 
as  pure  disinterested  benevolence ;  also 
a  just  account  of  the  origin  and  nature  of 
it."  A  side  doctrine  of  his  which  was 
much  discussed  is  the  theory  of  vibrations, 
and  of  man  as  a  cluster  of  "  vibratiuncles." 
— GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of 
Eighteenth  Century  Literaturey  p.  295. 


Jonathan  Edwards 

1703-1757 

Edwards  was  bom  October  5th,  1703,  in  East  Windsor,  Connecticut.  He  was  the 
son  of  Rev.  Timothy  and  Esther  Stoddard  Edwards ;  was  graduated  at  Yale  College  in 
1720 ;  studied  theology  at  New  Haven ;  from  August  1722  to  March  1723  preached  in 
New  York ;  from  1724  to  1726  was  a  tutor  at  Yale ;  on  the  15th  of  February,  1727, 
was  ordained  at  Northampton,  Massachusetts;  in  1750  was  dismissed  from  the  church 
there,  and  in  1751  removed  to  Stockbridge,  Massachusetts.  He  was  called  to  Prince- 
ton in  1757,  and  died  there.  March  22d,  1758.— Smyth,  Egbert  C,  1897,  Jonathan 
Edwards f  Library  of  the  World's  Best  Literature,  ed,  Warner ,  vol.  ix,  /?,  5178. 

Sermon  on  Man's  Dependence,  1731 ;  Sermon  on  Spiritual  Light,  1734 ;  first  Revival 
at  Northampton,  1735;  "Narrative  of  Surprising  Conversions,"  1736;  publishes 
sermons  on  Justification,  etc.,  1738;  The  Great  Awakening,  1740;  Sermon  at  Enfield, 
1741;  publishes  "Distinguishing Marks,"  etc.,  1741;  "Thoughts  on  the  Revival," 
1742;  "Religious  Affections,"  1746;  troubles  at  Northampton,  1749;  publication  of 
"Qualifications  for  Full  Communion,"  1749 ;  "Reply  to  Williams,"  1752 ;  "The  Freedom 
of  the  Will,"  1754;  treatises  written  on  "Virtue  and  End  of  Creation,"  1755 ;  publica- 
tion of  treatise  on  "Original  Sin,"  1758.— Moulton,  Charles  Weli^,  1901. 


PERSONAL 

On  the  Sabbath  felt  wonderful  satis- 
faction in  being  at  the  house  of  Mr.  Ed- 
wards. He  is  a  son  himself  and  hath  also 
a  daughter  of  Abraham  for  his  wife.  A 
sweeter  couple  I  have  not  seen.  Their 
children  were  dressed,  not  in  silks  and 
satins,  but  plain,  as  becomes  the  children 
of  those  who  in  all  things  ought  to  be 


examples  of  Christian  simplicity.  She  is 
a  woman  adorned  with  a  meek  and  quiet 
spirit,  and  talked  so  feelingly  and  so 
solidly  of  the  things  of  God,  and  seemed 
to  be  such  an  helpmeet  to  her  husband, 
that  she  caused  me  to  renew  those  pray- 
ers which  for  some  months  I  have  put  up 
to  God,  that  He  would  send  me  a  daughter 
of  Abraham  to  be  my  wife.    I  find  upon 
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accounts  it  is  my  duty  to  marry. 

I  desire  to  have  no  choice  of  my 

Thou  knowest  my  circumstances. — 

BFIELD,  George,  1740,  Diary,  The 

Awakening, 

ave  a  constitution  in  many  respects 
arly  unhappy,  attended  with  flaccid 
,  vapid,  sizy,  and  scarce  fluids,  and 
tide  of  spirits ;  often  occasioning  a 
d  childish  weakness  and  contempti- 
is  of  speech,  presence,  and  demeanor, 
\  disagreeable  dulness  and  stiffness, 
unfitting  me  for  conversation,  but 
especially  for  the  government  of  a 
e.     This  makes  me  shrink  at  the 
hts  of  taking  upon  me,  in  the  de- 
Df  life,  such  a  new  and  great  busi- 
attended  with  such  a  multiplicity  of 
and  requiring  such  a  degree  of 
ty,  alertness,  and  spirit  of  govern- 
especially  as  succeeding  one  so 
kably  well  qualified  in  these  respects, 
occasion  to  every  one  to  remark 
de  difference.     I  am  also  deficient 
le  parts  of  learning,  particularly  in 
a,  and  the  higher  parts  of  mathe- 
i,  and  in  the  Greek  classics;  my 
learning  having  been  chiefly  in  the 
'estament.     ...     My  method  of 
from  my  first  beginning  the  work 
1  ministry,  has  been  very  much  by 
ff ;  applying  myself,  in  this  way,  to 
TQ  every  important  hint;  pursuing 
le  to  my  utmost,  when  any  thing  in 
g,  meditation,  or  conversation,  has 
luggested  to  my  mind,  that  seemed 
mise   light  in  any  weighty  point; 
enning  what  appeared  to   me  my 
houghts,  on  innumerable  subjects, 
own  benefit.     The  longer  I  prose- 
ny  studies  in  this  method,  the  more 
al  it  became,  and  the  more  pleasant 
ofitable  I  found  it.     The  farther  I 
ed  in  this  way,  the  more  and  wider 
d  opened,  which  has  occasioned  my 
out  many  things  in  my  mind,  to  do 
manner,  if  God  should  spare  my 
lich  my  heart  hath  been  much  upon ; 
ilarly  many  things  against  most  of 
availing  errors  of  the  present  day, 
I  cannot  with  any  patience  see 
ined  (to  the  utter  subverting  of 
jpel  of  Christ)  with  so  high  a  hand, 
•  long  continued  a  triumph,  with 
B  control,  when  it  appears  so  evi- 
i  me  that  there  is  truly  no  founda- 
»r  any  of  this  glorying  and  insult. 


—Edwards,  Jonathan,  1757,  Letter  to  the 
Trustees  of  the  College  qf  New  Jersey^ 
Oct.  19. 

On  We^esday,  the  22d  of  last  month, 
died  of  inoculation  at  Nassau  Hall,  an 
erninent  servant  of  God,  the  reverend  and 
pious  Mr.  Jonathan  Edwards,  president  of 
the  College  of  New  Jersey ;  a  gentleman 
of  distinguished  abilities  and  of  a  heavenly 
temper  of  mind;  a  most  rational  gener- 
ous, catholic  and  exemplary  Christian, 
admired  by  all  who  knew  him  for  his 
uncommon  candour  and  disinterested 
benevolence;  a  pattern  of  temperance, 
meekness,  candour  and  charity;  always 
steady,  solemn  and  serene;  a  very  judi- 
cious and  instructive  preacher,  and  most 
excellent  divine.  And  as  he  lived  cheerfully 
resigned  to  the  will  of  Heaven,  so  he  died, 
or  rather,  as  the  Scriptures  emphatically 
express  it  with  regard  to  good  men,  he 
fell  asleep  in  Jesus,  without  the  least 
appearance  of  pain. — Boston  Gazette, 
1758,  AprU  10. 

The  loss  sustained  by  his  death,  not 
only  by  the  College  of  New  Jersey,  but  by 
the  church  in  general,  is  irreparable.  I 
do  not  think  our  age  has  produced  a  divine 
of  equal  genius  or  judgment. — Erskine, 
John,  1758,  Letter  to  Rev.  Mr.  MeCulloch, 
E}r8kine*8  Life,  ed.  Wellwood,  p.  224. 

M.  S. 

Reverend!  admodnm  Viri, 

Jonathan  Edwards,  A.  M., 

OoUeKii  Novsb  OsBsareaa  Pneddis. 

Natns  apud  Windsor,  Oonnecticntensinm, 

V.  Ootobris, 

A.  D.  MDOOm.  S.  V. 

Patre  reverendoTimotheo  Edwards  oriundns ; 

OoUegio  Talensi  edncatiB ; 

Apnd  Northampton  sacris  initiatiiB,  XV, 

Febmarii, 

MDOooxxvi— vn. 

mine  dimisgns  XXIL 

Jnnii,  M.  D.  O.  O.  L. 

Et  Manas  Barbaros  institaendi  accepit. 

PrsBses  AalaB  NassovicsB  creatas  XVI. 

Febmarii, 

MDOCLVin. 

Defanctas  in  hoc  Vico  XXTT,  Martii 

seqaentis,  S.  N. 

^tatis  LY .  hea  nimis  brevis  1 

Hio  jaoet  mortalis  pars. 

Qaalis  Persona,  qoseris,  Viator? 

Vir  corpore  procero,  sed  gracili, 

Stadiis  intentissimis,  abstinenti^,  et  sedoli- 

tate  Attenoato. 
Ingenii  acamine,  Jadicio  aori,  et  Pradenti& 

Secandas  nemini  Mortaliam. 
Artiam  liberaliam  et  Scientianun  periti& 


382 


JONATHAN  EDWARDS 


insignis, 
Griticomm  sacromm  optimns,  Theologns 

exiiniiis, 

Ut  vix  alter  seqcudis ;  Dispntator  candidns ; 

Fidei  OhristianaB  Propugnator  validus  et 

invictns; 

Concionator  gravis,  serins,  discriminaiiB, 

Et.  Deo  ferente,  successn 

Felicissimus. 

Pietate  prsBclams,  Moribus  sois  seyeros, 

Ast  aliis  sequus  et  benignus. 

Vixit  dilectus,  veneratns — 

Sed,  ah!  Ingendns 

Moriebatnr. 

Qnantos  gemitiis  discedens  ciebatl 

Hen  Sapientia  tanta !  hen  Doctrin  a  et  Beligio ! 

Amifisninplorat  Collegium,  plorat  et  Ecclesia ; 

At,  eo  recepto,  gaudet 

Ooelnm. 

Abi,  Viator,  et  pia  sequere  yestigia. 

— Inscription  on  Monument,  1758,  Prince- 
ion  Cemetery. 

He  studied  the  Bible  more  than  all  other 
books,  and  more  than  most  other  divines 
do.  He  took  his  religious  principles  from 
the  Bible,  and  not  from  any  human  system 
of  body  or  of  divinity.  Though  his  prin- 
ciples were  Calvinistic,  yet  he  called  no 
man  father.  He  thought  and  judged  for 
himself,  and  was  truly  very  much  of  an 
original.— Hopkins,  Samuel,  1759,  Life 
of  Edwards,  p.  47. 

In  his  youth  he  appeared  healthy,  and 
with  a  good  degree  of  vivacity,  but  was 
never  robust.  In  middle  life,  he  appeared 
very  much  emaciated,  by  severe  study,  and 
intense  mental  application.  In  his  person 
he  was  tall  of  stature — about  six  feet  one 
inch — and  of  a  slender  form.  He  had  a  high 
broad,  bold  forehead,  and  an  eye  unusually 
piercing  and  luminous ;  and  on  his  whole 
countenance,  the  features  of  his  mind — 
perspicacity,  sincerity,  and  benevolence — 
were  so  strongly  impressed,  that  no  one 
could  behold  it,  without  at  once  discover- 
ing the  clearest  indications  of  great  intel- 
lectual and  moral  elevation. —Dwight, 
Sereno  Edwards,  1829,  Life  of  Jonathan 
Edwards. 

The  person  of  Mr.  Edwards,  .  .  . 
was  tall  and  slender.  He  was  a  little 
more  than  six  feet  in  stature.  His  coun- 
tenance was  strongly  marked  with  intelli- 
gence and  benignity;  and  his  manners 
were  peculiarly  expressive  of  modesty, 
gentleness,  and  Christian  dignity.  His 
voice,  in  public  speaking,  was  rather 
feeble,  and  he  had  little  or  no  gesture 
Yet  such  were  the  gravity  of  his  manner. 


the  weight  and  solemnity  of  his  thoughts, 
and  the  evident  earnestness  of  his  delivery, 
that  few  preachers  were  listened  to  with 
more  fixed  attention,  or  left  a  more  deep 
and  permanent  impression.  Mr.  Edwards 
was  the  father  of  eleven  children;  three 
sons  and  eight  daughters.  One  of  these, 
his  second  daughter,  died  eleven  years 
before  him,  in  the  17th  year  of  her  age. 
All  the  rest  survived  him,  and  some  of 
them  a  number  of  years.  One  only  of  his 
sons  became  a  minister  of  the  Gospel. 
This  was  his  second  son,  Jonathan^  who 
greatly  resembled  his  venerable  father  in 
metaphysical  acuteness,  in  ardent  piety, 
and  in  the  purest  exemplariness  of  Chris- 
tian deportment. —Miller,  Samuel,  1837, 
Ldfe  of  Jonathan  Edwards,  Sparks's  Li- 
brary (f  American  Biography,  vol,  vm, 
p.  168. 

He  reminded  you  of  Milton's  line,  **The 
ground  burns  frore,  and  cold  performs 
the  effect  of  Fire. "  A  signal  instance  of 
this  is  recorded.  A  large  congregation, 
including  many  ministers,  were  assembled 
to  hear  a  popular  preacher,  who  did  not 
fulfil  his  appointment.  Edwards  was 
selected  to  fill  this  place,  principally 
because,  being  in  the  habit  of  reading  bis 
discourses,  he  happened  to  have  a  sermon 
ready  in  his  pocket.  He  ascended  the 
.pulpit  accordingly,  amid  almost  audible 
marks  of  disappointment  from  the  audi- 
ence, whom,  however,  respect  for  the 
abilities  and  character  of  the  preacher 
prevented  from  leaving  the  church.  He 
chose  for  his  text,  "Their  foot  shall  slide 
in  due  time,"  and  began  to  read  in  his 
usual  quiet  way.  At  first  he  had  barely 
their  attention ;  by  and  by  he  succeeded 
in  riveting  every  one  of  them  to  his  lips; 
a  few  sentences  more,  and  they  began  to 
rise  by  twos  and  threes ;  a  little  farther, 
and  tears  were  flowing;  at  the  close 
of  another,  particularly  deep  groans  were 
heard,  and  one  or  two  went  oflf  in  fits; 
and  ere  he  reached  the  climax  of  his  ter- 
rible appeals,  the  whole  audience  had  rises 
up  in  one  tumult  of  grief  and  consterna- 
tion. And,  amid  all  this,  there  stood  the 
calm,  imperturbable  man,  reading  on  as 
softly  and  gently  as  if  he  were  in  his  own 
study.  And,  in  reading  the  sermon,  we 
do  not  wonder  at  the  impression  it  pro- 
duced upon  an  audience  constituted  as 
that  audience  must  have  been.  It  is  a 
succession  of  swift  thunder-claps,  each 
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ling  and  deafening  the  one  which 
ied  it.  We  read  it  once  to  a  dis- 
ished  mvant,  who,  while  disapprov- 
:  its  spirit,  was  compelled, literally, 
ver  under  the  **fury  of  its  power." 
.FiLLAN,  George,  1845,  Sketches  of 
*n  Literature  and  Eminent  Literary 

was  commanding  as  a  pulpit  teacher, 
or  grace  of  person ;  he  was  slender 
hy ;  not  for  elocution ;  his  voice  was 
ind  weak ;  not  for  any  trick  of  style ; 
in  more  disdained  and  trampled  on 
)ut  from  his  immense  preparation, 
forethought,    sedulous  writing    of 

word,  touching  earnestness  and 
ife.  He  was  not  a  man  of  company ; 
dom  visited  his  hearers.  Yet  there 
QO  man  whose  mental  power  was 
er.  Common  consent  set  him  at  the 
of  his  profession.  Even  in  a  time 
pture  and  fiery  excitement  he  lost 
ifluence. — Alexander,  James.  W., 
?  Centennial  Discourse  at  the  College 
/?  Jersey, 

a  preacher  Edwards  has  been  rarely 
r  excelled  since  the  days  of  the  apos- 

His  manner  was  not  oratorical,  and 
►ice  was  feeble ;  but  this  was  of  lit- 
count,  with  so  much  directness  and 
3SS  of  thought,  and  such  overwhelm- 
>wer  of  argument,  pressed  home  upon 
)nscience  of  the  heart.  In  vain  did 
ne  attempt  to  escape  from  falling  a 
mder  his  mighty  appeal.  It  was  in 
ipplication  of  his  subject  that  he 
illy  excelled.  The  part  of  the  ser- 
before  this  was  only  preparatory, 
was  the  stretching  out  of  the  arms 
i  discourse,  to  borrow  a  figure,  upon 
earts  and  lives  of  his  audience. — 

Henry  C,  1856,  History  and  Re- 
ry  of  Pulpit  Eloquence,  vol.  ii,  p.  395. 

the  religion  called  ''evangelical," 
;s  perhaps,  the  most  perfect  exem- 
ition  that  ever  existed.  The  child 
'ather  of  the  man.  We  see  him,  as 
of  ten,  building  a  booth  in  a  swamp 
his  father's  house,  to  which  he  and 
f  his  companions  used  to  go  regu- 
to  pray.  In  his  eleventh  year,  we 
)f  his  demonstrating,  with  a  kind  of 
n  jocularity,  the  absurdity  of  an 
)n  which  had  been  advanced  by  a  boy 
s  own  age,  that  the  soul  was  mate- 
ind  remained  in  the  grave  with  the 
;ill  the  resurrection.     At  twelve,  we 


find  him  beginning  a  letter  to  one  of  his 
sisters  thus:  "Through  the  wonderful 
goodness  and  mercy  of  God,  there  has 
been  in  this  place  a  very  remarkable  out- 
pouring of  the  Spirit  of  God."  He  pro- 
ceeds to  inform  his  sister  that  he  ''has 
reason  to  think  it  is  in  some  measure 
diminished,  but  he  hopes  not  much,  and 
that  above  thirty  persons  came  commonly 
a  Mondays  to  converse  with  father  about 
their  souls. ' '  At  the  same  time,  he  exhib- 
ited in  things  not  religious,  an  intelli- 
gence truly  remarkable.  He  wrote,  in 
his  twelfth  year,  an  elaborate  description 
of  "the  wondrous  way  of  the  working  of 
the  forest  spider,"  which  shows  that  he 
possessed  a  rare  talent  for  the  observation 
of  nature.  One  of  the  greatest  of  natural 
philosophers  was  lost  to  the  world  when 
J.onathan  Edwards  became  a  theologian. 
•  .  •  Nobler  than  any  of  his  works 
was  the  life  of  this  good  man. — Parton, 
James,  1858,  The  Life  and  Times  of  Aaron 
Burr,  pp.  27,  28. 

Was  the  man  wha  could  utter  such  blas- 
phemous sentiments — for  so  they  undoubt- 
edly appear  to  us — a  being  of  ordinary 
flesh  and  blood  ?  One  would  rather  have 
supposed  his  solids  to  be  of  bronze,  and 
his  fluids  of  vitriol,  than  have  attributed 
to  them  the  character  which  he  describes. 
That  he  should  have  been  a  gentle,  medi- 
tative creature,  around  whose  knees  had 
clung  eleven  "young  vipers"  of  his  own 
begetting,  is  certainly  an  astonishing 
reflection.  And  yet,  to  do  Edwards  jus- 
tice, we  must  remember  two  things.  In 
the  first  place,  the  responsibility  for  such 
ghastly  beliefs  cannot  be  repudiated  by 
anyone  who  believes  in  the  torments  of 
hell.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1874-79,  Hours 
in  a  Library,  vol.  i,  p.  326. 

Edwards  was  pre-eminently  a  student. 
Tall  in  person,  and  having  even  a  womanly 
look,  he  was  of  delicate  constitution.  He 
was,  however,  so  temperate  and  method- 
ical in  his  living  that  he  was  usually  in 
good  health,  and  able  to  give  more  time 
to  study  than  most  men.  Twelve  or  thir- 
teen hours  of  every  day  were  commonly 
allotted  to  this.  So  devoted  was  he  to 
his  work  as  a  student  that  he  was  most 
unwilling  to  allow  anything  to  disturb  it. 
Though  he  was  careful  to  eat  regularly 
and  at  certain  fixed  hours,  yet  he  would 
postpone  his  meals  for  a  time  if  he  was  so 
engaged  in  study  that  the  interruption  of 


384 


JONATHAN  EDWARDS 


eating  would  interfere  with  the  snccees  of 
his  thinking.  He  was  so  miserly  also  in 
his  craving  for  time  that  he  would  leave 
the  table  before  the  rest  of  the  family  and 
retire  to  his  room,  they  waiting  for  him 
to  return  again  when  they  had  finished 
their  meal,  and  dismiss  them  from  the 
table  with  the  customary  grace. — Eg- 
GLESTON,  N.  H.,  1874,  A  New  Englaiid 
Village,  Harper's  Magazine,  vol.  43,  p.  823. 

Such,  in  intellectual  attainments  and  in 
spiritual  quality,  was  Jonathan  Edwards, 
when,  at  the  age  of  twenty-four,  he 
entered  upon  his  work  as  minister  of  a 
parish  on  the  frontiers  of  civilization. 
The  remainder  of  his  life  was  what  he 
expected  it  to  be, — an  experience  of  labor 
and  of  sorrow ;  but  always  borne  by  him 
with  meek  and  cheerful  submission.  He 
had  ill  health,  domestic  griefs,  public  mis.- 
representation,  alienation  of  friends,  per- 
secution, even  poverty.  In  1751,  he  was 
so  poor  that  his  daughters  had  to  earn 
money  for  household  expenses  by  making 
fans,  laces,  and  embroidery ;  and  he  him- 
self, for  lack  of  paper,  had  to  do  his  writ- 
ing, mostly  on  the  margins  of  pamphlets, 
on  the  covers  of  letters,  and  on  the  rem- 
nants that  his  daughters  could  spare  him 
from  the  silk-paper  used  by  them  in  the 
manufacture  of  fans.  Nevertheless, 
through  it  all,  he  bated  not  a  jot  of 
heart  or  hope,  but  still  bore  up  and 
steered  right  onward.  His  chief  business 
was  in  his  study;  and  there  he  usually 
worked  thirteen  hours  a  day.  Even  out 
of  the  study,  his  mind  was  not  at  rest; 
when,  for  exercise,  he  rode  on  horseback, 
or  walked  in  the  woods,  he  kept  on  at  his 
tasks  of  thought ;  in  order  that  he  might 
not  forget  anything  that  he  had  wrought 
out  in  these  excursions,  he  was  accus- 
tomed to  pin  a  bit  of  paper  upon  his  coat, 
for  every  idea  that  was  to  be  jotted  down 
on  his  return;  and  it  was  noticed  that, 
sometimes,  he  would  come  home  with  his 
coat  covered  over  with  these  fluttering 
memorials  of  his  intellectual  activity. — 
Tyler,  Moses  Coit,  1878,  A  History  of 
American  lAierature,  1676-1765,  vol,  ii, 
p.  187. 

His  countenance  is  not  such  as  we 
should  expect  a  polemical  theologian  to 
wear,  but  is  more  like  that  of  St.  John, 
according  thus  with  the  deep  mystical  vein 
of  which  we  have  spoken.  He  is  the  doc- 
tor angelicus  among  our  theologians,  and, 


had  he  lived  in  the  thirteenth  centoiy 
instead  of  the  eighteenth,  he  would  have 
been  decorated  by  admiring  pupils  with 
such  a  title.  If  it  be  true  that,  in  the 
last  century,  Berkeley,  Hume,  and  Kant, 
are  the  three  great  names  in  philosophy, 
there  might  have  been  added  to  the  brief 
catalogue,  had  he  chosen  to  devote  him- 
self exclusively  to  metaphysics,  the  name 
of  Jonathan  Edwards.— F^her,  George 
Park,  1879,  The  Philosophy  of  Jonathan 
Edwards,  North  American  Review,  vol. 
128,  p.  303. 

Remarkable  as  were  the  intellectual 
developments  of  Edwards  in  his  early  life 
there  was  nothing  sickly  or  premature 
about  them.  The  greatness  of  his  youth 
was  only  proportionate  to  the  greatness 
of  his  manhood.  His  paper  on  the 
"Habits  of  Spiders,"  written  before  he 
was  thirteen  years  old,  was  a  very  remark- 
able production  for  a  boy,  but  no  more 
remarkable  than  those  which  were  issuing 
from  his  pen  at  the  age  of  fifty.  He 
came  of  a  sturdy  and  long-lived  race,  and 
except  for  that  fatal  experiment  of  inocu- 
lation for  the  small-pox,  in  March,  1758, 
he  would  naturally  have  continued  till  a 
ripe  old  age.  His  father  died  at  89,  his 
mother  at  99.  His  grandfather  Stoddard 
died  at  85,  and  his  grandmother  Stoddard 
at  92.  Of  his  sisters,  Esther  lived  to  be 
72 ;  Mary,  75 ;  Martha,  77 ;  Eunice,  83 ; 
Ann,  91.  It  was  during  the  years  just 
preceding  his  death  that  his  great  works, 
those  that  secured  him  his  world-wide 
fame,  had  been  produced,  and  it  is  cer- 
tainly natural  to  believe,  if  life  and  health 
had  been  continued,  that  other  works,  in 
the  same  general  ranges  of  thought  but 
with  still  higher  ranges  of  power,  would 
have  been  forthcoming. — Tarbox,  I.  N., 
1884,  JonaUian  Edwards  as, a  Man,  New 
Englavder,  vol.  43,  p.  630. 

If  we  study  Jonathan  Edwards  with 
proper  sympathy,  we  must  pronounce  his 
life  a  great  life.  Though  his  character 
was  colored  by  Puritan  austerity,  and  his 
religious  experience  involved  what  many 
believe  to  have  been  morbid  emotions, 
there  is  no  questioning  the  fact  of  his 
masterful  intellect  and  his  stainless  integ- 
rity. .  .  .  Among  the  many  able 
preachers  of  America,  he  stands  as  one  of 
the  greatest.  He  dwelt  habitually  on  the 
weightiest  doctrines  of  the  Christian 
faith ;  and  in  his  treatment  of  them  there 
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[iltonic  grasp  of  thought  and  vigor 
Qguage.  He  was  not  eloquent  in 
ar  or  expression ;  his  voice  was  weak, 
le  kept  his  eyes  closely  fixed  on  his 
script.— Painter,  F.  V.  N.,  1897, 
luction  to  American  Literature^  pp. 
4. 

lile  Edwards'  official  connection  with 
eton  was  short  and  came  to  an  almost 
3  close,  it  is  yet  true  that  in  an  im- 
nt  sense  Princeton  became  the  resid- 
legatee  of  his  name  and  fame.  His 
has  continued  to  be  one  of  the 
ling  forces  of  the  college's  life, 
things  in  which  he  believed  have 
in  the  main,  the  things  in  which 
eton  has  believed,  and  the  type  of 
ous  life  and  experience  which  he 
1  most  highly  is  the  type  that  has 
s  dominated  the  religious  life  and 
ry  of  Princeton.  The  library  of 
rds  graces  the  University's  shelves ; 
ortrait  and  statue  dignify  and  beau- 
ler  walls,  and  among  the  presidents 
3  past  he  holds  a  place  as  one  of  the 
y  of  greatest  names,  Edwards,  With- 
on,  McCosh. — Ormond,  Alexander 
901,  Jonathan  Edwards,  A  Retro- 
ed.  Gardiner,  p.  81. 

mique  opportunity  was  afforded  for 
btempt  at  appreciation  from  this 
er  point  of  view  by  the  unveiling  of 
norial  to  Edwards  in  the  First  Church 
>rthampton  on  Friday,  22d  of  June, 
just  a  hundred  and  fifty  years 
his  dismissal.  This  is  not  the  only 
»rial  of  Edwards  in  Northampton, 
ite  of  its  ancient  quarrel,  the  town 
ever  been  wanting  in  regard  for  its 
est  inhabitant.  The  noble  elm  which 
;ion  says  he  planted  is  still  reverently 
rved  on  the  site  of  his  dwelling  and 
cted,  as  far  as  possible,  from  the 
:es  of  time.  Near  the  grave  of  his 
i  David  Brainerd  in  the  old  burying- 
kd  a  citizen  of  the  town  years  ago 
dd  a  stone  inscribed  to  the  memory 
The  American  Theologian,"  and  of 
cotch  admirer,  Dr.  Chalmers.  Not 
I,  by  one  of  the  gateways,  a  granite 
ment  contains  the  names  of  Jonathan 
rds,  his  wife,  and  all  their  children 
)y  side  with  one  of  a  similar  charac- 
'ecording  the  names  of  his  son-in- 
Fimothy  Dwight,  his  wife,  and  their 
•en.  Worthiest  of  all  tributes  to  his 
»ry,  erected  not  merely  to  perpetuate 


his  name,  but  to  continue  the  supreme 
work  of  his  life,  the  promotion  in  varied 
forms  of  Christian  service  of  the  glory  of 
God  in  the  salvation  of  men,  is  the 
Edwards  Church,  founded  in  1833,  a 
daughter  of  the  First  Church,  and  one  of 
the  most  flourishing  of  the  religious  socie- 
ties of  the  town.  The  Memorial  now 
placed  in  the  First  Church  is  a  bronze  tab- 
let, set  in  a  massive  frame  of  green-stained 
oak,  and  containing  a  two-thirds  length 
relief  figure  of  &iwards,  life  size  or 
larger,  represented  as  if  preaching.  On 
the  panel  beneath  the  figure  is  the  simple 

inscription : — 

In  Memory  of 

Jonathan  Edwards 

Minister  of  Northampton 

From  Febroaxy  16  1727  to  June  23  1760 

The  Law  of  Tmth  was  in  his  Mouth  and 

Unrighteousness  was  not  Found  in  His  Lips 

He  walked  with  me  iu  peace  and 

uprightness 

And  Did  Turn  Many  away  from  Iniquity 

Mai.  2:6. 

The  tablet  was  erected  under  authorization 
of  the  parish,  but  the  cost  was  defrayed 
by  public  subscription.  The  Memorial, 
theref  ore,represents  neither  the  contrition 
nor  the  pride  of  the  local  church,  but  rather 
a  widely  spread,  and  to  a  certain  extent 
newly  awakened  regard  for  the  genius  and 
character  of  its  subject  and  a  sympathetic 
interest  in  what  appealed  to  many  as  a 
simple  act  of  historic  justice. — Gardi- 
ner, H.  Norman,  1901,  ed.  Jonathan  Ed- 
wards, A  Retrospect,  Introduction,  p.  vii. 

RELIGIOUS  AFFECTIONS 
1746 

The  title  of  the  ''Treatise  on  the  Reli- 
gious Affections"  might  naturally  lead  us 
^  expect  a  large  expression  of  those  ten- 
derer feelings  with  which  Edwards  was, 
no  doubt,  naturally  endowed.  But  in  point 
of  fact,  if  a  sermon  of  Edwards  is  like  a 
nail  driven  through  a  human  heart,  this 
treatise  is  just  what  clinches  it.  It  is  a 
sad  thought  how  many  souls  it  must  have 
driven  to  despair.  For  after  having 
equipped  the  underground  laboratory  of 
** revenging  justice''  with  a  complete 
apparatus  of  torture,  such  as  to  think  of 
suggests  nothing  but  insanity,  he  fills  the 
unhappy  believer's  mind  with  so  many 
doubts  and  scruples  that  many  a  pious 
Christian  after  reading  it  must  have  set 
himself  down  as  a  castaway.  No  warmth 
of  feeling,  no  joy  in  believing,  no  love  of 
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religions  exercises,  no  disposition  to  praise 
and  glorify  God,  no  assurance  of  faith, 
can  l^  depended  on  as  a  "gracious  affec- 
tion;" for  **as  the  Devil  can  counterfeit 
all  the  saving  operations  that  are  prepar- 
atory to  grace/' — In  short,  render  every 
humble  Christian  so  doubtful  of  his  own 
state  that  "the  peace  which  passeth  all 
understanding"  becomes  a  phrase  without 
meaning.— Holmes,  Ouver  Wendell, 
1880,  Jonathan  Edwards,  IntefmaiunuU 
Review,  vol,  9,  p.  19. 

The  sermon  on  the  "Distinguishing 
Marks  of  a  Work  of  the  True  Spirit  of 
God"  was  followed  by  the  treatise  enti- 
tled "Some  Thoughts  Concerning  the 
Present  Revival  of  Religion,  and  the  way 
in  which  it  ought  to  be  acknowledged  and 
promoted"  (1742) ;  and  four  years  later, 
by  the  elaborate  work  on  "Religious 
Affections."  The  latter  sums  up  all  that 
Edwards  had  learned,  through  his  partici- 
pation in  the  movement  whose  beginnings 
and  early  stages  are  described  in  the 
"Narrative,"  and  by  his  long-continued 
and  most  earnest  endeavor  to  determine 
the  true  hopes  of  the  spiritual  life  which 
had  enlisted  and  well-nigh  absorbed  all 
the  powers  of  his  mind  and  soul.  It  is  a 
religious  classic  of  the  highest  order,  yet, 
like  the  "De  Imitatione  Christi, "  suited 
only  to  those  who  can  read  it  with  inde- 
pendent insight.  They  who  can  thus  use 
it  will  find  it  inexhaustible  in  its  strenu- 
ous discipline  and  spiritual  richness,  light, 
and  sweetness.  Its  chief  defect  lies  in  its 
failure  to  discover  and  unfold  the  true 
relation  between  the  natural  and  the  spir- 
itual, and  to  recognize  the  stages  of 
Christian  growth,  the  genuineness  and 
value  of  what  is  still  "imperfect  Christian- 
ity."—Smyth,  Egbert  C,  1897,  Jona- 
than  Edwards,  Library  of  the  World's 
Best  Literature,  ed.  Warner,  voL  ix, 
p.  5176. 

THE  FREEDOM  OF  THE  WILL 

1754 

He  was  not  indebted  to  any  other  writer 
for  the  most  important  part  of  his  mate- 
rials, which  he  appears  to  have  drawn 
almost  entirely  from  his  own  reflections 
and  resources.  Though  in  many  points 
he  coincides  with  the  opinions  of  authors, 
whose  productions  do  not  appear  to  have 
reached  him,  it  is  impossible  to  deny,  that 
the  structure  and  ingenuity  of  his  argu- 
ments are  his  own,  or  to  withhold  from  him 


the  praise  of  an  original  writer. — Well- 
wood,  Sir  Henry  Moncreiff,  1818,  An 
Account  (f  the  Life  and  Writings  qf  John 
Erskine,  p.  217. 

A  masterpiece  of  metaphysical  reason- 
ing.—Coluer,  William  Francis,  1861, 
A  History  cf  English  Literature,  p.  537. 

The  foundation  of  the  literature  of 
independent  America  was  laid  in  a  book 
which  was  published  while  it  was  still  a 
subject  of  the  British  crown.  Even  at 
the  end  of  a  century,  during  which  that 
literature  has  been  sustained  by  much 
vigorous  native  genius,  and  has  been  cul- 
tivated by  influences  from. France  and 
Germany,  as  well  as  from  the  old  country, 
the  treatise  of  Jonathan  Edwards  on  ''The 
Freedom  of  the  Will,"  still  remains  its 
most  original  and  in  some  respects  its 
most  important  product.  .  .  .  The 
treatise  on  **The  Freedom  of  the  Will," 
as  a  great  philosophical  and  theological 
treatise,  has  had  only  an  influence  in  Eng- 
land over  a  very  limited  circle.  It  has 
been  presented  to  us  in  feeble  dilutions, 
specially  prepared  for  our  market.  But 
this  part  of  his  philosophy — this  doctrine 
of  motives— has  had  a  most  serious  influ- 
ence— a  most  debasing  influence — on  our 
ireligious  morality  in  all  directions.  It 
has  incorporated  itself  as  easily  into  the 
Arminian  as  into  the  Calvinistical  teach- 
ing. It  has  entered  into  alliance  with  the 
practical  Mammonism  which  is  undermin- 
ing our  national  life.  It  has  combined 
with  the  morbid  tendencies  of  those  who 
pore  over  their  own  mental  conditions- 
hindering  action,  fostering  superstition. 
All  these  consequences  would  have  shocked 
Edwards ;  for  many  of  them  his  copyists 
are  mainly  answerable.  In  his  own  coun- 
try he  retains,  and  must  always  retain,  a 
great  power.  We  should  imagine  that  all 
American  theology  and  philosophy,  what- 
ever changes  it  may  undergo,  and  with 
whatever  foreign  elements  it  may  be  asso- 
ciated, must  be  cast  in  his  mould.  New 
Englanders  who  try  to  substitute  Berke- 
ley, or  Butler,  or  Malebranche,  or  Condil- 
lac,  or  Kant,  or  Hegel,  for  Edwards,  and 
to  form  their  minds  upon  any  of  them, 
must  be  forcing  themselves  into  an  unnat- 
ural position,  and  must  suffer  from  the 
effort.  On  the  contrary,  if  they  accept 
the  starting  point  of  their  native  teacher, 
and  seriously  consider  what  is  necessary 
to  make   that  teacher  consistent  with 
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f — what  is  necessary  that  the  diviiie 
.tion  upon  which  he  wished  to  build 
)t  be  too  weak  and  narrow  for  any 

or  social  life  to  rest  upon  it — we 

expect  great  and  fruitful  results 
heir  inquiries  to  the  land  which  they 
are  for  most,  and  therefore  to  man- 
-Maurice,  Frederick  Denison, 
Moral  and  Metaphysical  Philosophy^ 
pp.  469,  472. 

book  upon  the  **  Freedom  of  the 

which  is  his  main  title  to  philo- 
al  fame,  bears  marks  of  the  condi- 
inder  which  it  was  composed,  and 

certainly  did  not  tend  to  confer 
.n  abstruse  treatise  any  additional 
Edwards'  style  is  heavy  and  Ian- 
he  seldom  indulges  in  an  illustra- 
;nd  those  which  he  gives  are  far 
lively;  it  is  only  at  rare  intervals 
is  logical  ingenuity  in  stating  some 
ite  argument  clothes  his  thought  in 
ige  of  corresponding  neatness.  He 
I  fact,  the  faults  natural  to  an  iso- 

thinker.  He  gives  his  readers 
for  being  familiar  with  the  details 
labyrinth  in  which  he  had  wandered 
'ery  intricacy  was  plainly  mapped 
his  own  mind,  and  frequently  dwells 
isome  length  upon  some  refinement 
probably  never  occurred  to  anyone 
mself .  A  writer  who,  like  Hume, 
)nce  an  acute  thinker  and  a  great 
y  artist,  is  content  to  aim  a  decisive 
it  the  vital  points  of  the   theory 

he  is  opposing,  and  leaves  to  his 
B  the  task  of  following  out  more 
3  consequences ;  Edwards,  after  win- 
bhe  decisive  victory,  insists  upon 
ing  his  adversary  in  every  position 
ch  he  might  conceivably  endeavour 
rench  himself. — Stephen,  Leslie, 
79,    Hours    in   a  Library,  vol.  I, 

• 

been  subjected  to  the  severest 
sm  by  the  ablest  theologians  and 
Dphers  from  time  to  time,  yet  in  its 
positions  it  still  remains  apparently 
iregnable  as  ever. — Patton,  J.  H., 

Primer  of  English  Literature  by 
;,  Appendix,  p.  169. 

reader  of  this  celebrated  treatise 
(rell  admire  the  sleuthhound-like 
ty  and  tenacity  with  which  the  keen- 
d    reasoner    follows    the    devious 

of  his  adversaries;  yet  he  can 

help  feeling  that  a  vast  number  of 


words  have  been  expended  in  proving  over 
and  over  again  a  proposition  which,  as 
put  by  the  great  logician,  is  self-evident. 
In  fact,  Edwards  has  more  than  once 
stated  his  own  argument  with  a  contempt- 
uous brevity,  as  if  he  felt  that  he  had  been 
paying  out  in  farthings  what  he  could 
easily  hand  us  in  the  form  of  a  shilling. 
...  In  spite  of  any  general  assertions 
of  Edwards  to  the  contrary,  we  find  our 
wills  tied  up  hand  and  foot  in  the  logical 
propositions  which  he  knots  inextricably 
about  them ;  and  yet  when  we  lay  down 
the  book,  we  feel  as  if  there  was  some- 
thing left  free  after  all.  We  cannot  help 
saying  Epur  si  muove. — Holmes,  Ouver 
Wendell,  1880,  Jonathan  Edwards^  In- 
temaiional  Review,  vol.  9,  pp.  10,  11. 

Witness  President  Edwards's  definition 
of '  *  necessity. "  The  *  *  Essay  on  the  Will" 
hinges  on  a  pure  invention  in  the  meaning 
attached  to  that  word.  Edwards's  idea 
of  necessity,  as  he  defines  it,  is  not  the 
English  idea,  is  not  the  popular  idea :  it 
never  was.  It  was  not  his  own  idea  out- 
side of  the  ''Essay  on  the  Will."  In  his 
sermons  he  falls  back,  as  other  men  of 
sense  do,  upon  the  popular  idea.  Even 
in  the  "Essay  on  the  Will"  he  forgets  his 
definition,  and  in  some  sections  speaks  of 
**  necessity"  and  * 'freedom"  as  the  com- 
mon sense  of  men  understands  them.  No 
preacher  can  accept  Edwards's  definition 
of  "necessity,"  and  preach  it  as  the  phil- 
osophical basis  of  his  theology,  without 
lapsing  into  fatalism.  But  no  preacher 
can  preach  "necessity,"  as  Edwards  him- 
self preaches  it  in  his  sermons,  without 
preaching  the  freedom  of  the  human  will 
to  the  fSll  dictates  of  human  conscious- 
ness. The  most  conclusive  answer  to 
the  weak  point  in  Edwards's  essay  is  the 
strong  point  in  Edwards's  sermons.— 
Phelps,  Austin,  1883,  English  Style  in 
Public  Discourse,  p.  31. 

That  masterpiece  of  earthly  reasoning. 
— Garnett,  Richard,  1888,  Ltfe  of  Ralph 
Waldo  Emerson,  p.  77. 

My  father's  library— that  of  a  Presby- 
terian minister — was  a  bristling  phalanx 
of  puritanic  writers.  The  eight  volumes 
of  Edwards's  works  stood  in  the  first 
rank,  and  were  backed  by  other  produc- 
tions less  able,  but  not  lighter  of  diges- 
tion. My  mother — my  father  died  early 
— with  a  patient,  humble,  and  devout 
mind,  was  able  to  derive  daily  and  hourly 
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nourishment  from  Scott's  ''Commenta- 
ries/' Doddridge's  ''Rise  and  Progress  of 
Religion  i^  the  Soul,"  and  Baxter's 
"Saints'  Rest;"  but  to  me,  even  in  the 
moments  of  religious  fervor,  these  books 
were  always  chips.  They  were  the  ever- 
returning,  uffideniable  proof  of  the  deprav- 
ity of  the  natural  heart,  that  so  obstinately 
rejected  tbem.  Nor  was  it  because  I  was 
unwilling  to  put  hard  work  upon  them,  if 
only  it  brought  any  return.  To  me,  the 
best  thing  in  this  library  was  Edwards's 
"Treatise  on  the  Will,"  though  I  have 
cast  that  out,  shr^  by  shred,  till  not  a 
trace  of  it  remains  in  my  spiritual  consti- 
tution.— Bascom,  John,  18i88,  Books  That 
Have  Helped  ife,  p,  33. 

Like  Butler's  "Analogy,"  it  belongs 
among  the  few  great  books  in  English 
theology.  It  may  claim  the  great  and 
peculiar  honor  of  having  first  opened  up  to 
the  world  a  new  subject  of  interest, — the 
neglected  and  almost  unknown  sphere  of 
the  human  will  in  its  vast  extent  and  mys- 
tery. It  attempted  to  fill  an  empty  niche  in 
the  corridors  of  human  thought.  From  an 
historical  point  of  view,  no  one  can  ques- 
tion its  significance.  Whether  its  impor- 
tance is  now  more  than  historical,  it  is 
fairly  open  to  doubt.  The  book  is  a  difi!- 
cult  one  to  read,  and  this  difficulty  has 
been  generally  supposed  to  lie  in  the 
nature  of  the  subject  rather  than  in  the 
author's  method  of  exposition.  But  the 
close  scrutiny  to  which  it  has  been  sub- 
jected has  revealed  a  confusion  in 
Edwards'  mind  as  one  source  of  the  diffi- 
culty which  the  student  encounters. — 
Allen,  Alexander  V.  G.,  1889,  Jona- 
than  Edwards  {American  Religious  Lead- 
ers), p.  287. 

Is  not  a  web  of  pure  logic,  but  of 
schoolman's  logic,  reinforced  and  illus- 
trated by  Biblical  quotation,  without  too 
much  regard  to  the  original  meaning  and 
purposes  of  the  passages  cited.  As  lit- 
erature, it  is  idiomatic  and  simple  to  bald- 
ness. The  English  is  a  mingling  of  philo- 
sophical phrases  with  the  every-day  talk 
of  common  people.  ' '  Do  not' '  is  "  don't ;' ' 
"have  not"  is  "han't;"  "them"  is  gen- 
erally "em;"  "cannot"  is  "can't,"  etc. 
There  is  not  a  word  of  ornament,  nor  a 
sentence  that  looks  rhetorical ;  no  quota- 
ble passages,  only  a  steady  and  urgent 
progress  from  certain  propositions  to  cer- 
tain conclusions.    In  spite  of  occasional 


quibbles,  the  mental  "grip'*  is  astonish- 
ing; so  that  the  reader  is  drawn  on,  how- 
ever much  against  his  will,  to  admit  the 
plausibility  of  doctrines  which  his  moral 
sense  rejects.  The  definitions  leave  some- 
thing to  be  desired;  but,  all  deductions 
made,  this  is  undoubtedly  the  ablest  of 
•Calvinistic  works.— Underwood.  P^l/^'- 
cis  H.,  1893,  The  Builders  of  American 
Literature,  First  Series,  p.  42. 

It  is  now  but  little  read,  for  we  no 
longer  see  the  subject  from  Edwards's 
point  of  view.  But  it  remains  a  monument 
of  intellectual  effort.  To  this  day  it  is 
probably  the  most  direct  and  subtle  trea- 
tise on  a  philosophical  theme  written  by 
any  American.  It  justifies  the  assertion 
of  more  than  one  European  critic  that  no 
work  of  the  eighteenth  century  surpasses 
it  in  the  vigor  of  its  logic  or  in  the  sharp- 
ness of  its  argument. — Matthews,  Brax- 
DER,  1896,  An  Introduction  to  the  Study 
qf  American  Literature,  p.  20. 

ORIGINAL  SIN 
1768 

One  of  the  most  revolting  books  that 
have  ever  proceeded  from  the  pen  of  man. 
— Lecky,  Wiluam  Edward  Hartpole, 
1865,  History  of  the  Rise  and  Influence  (f 
the  Spirit  of  Rationalism  in  Bhirope,  vcl.  i, 
eh,  iv,  note. 

If  there  is  any  literary  interest  in  the 
treatise  on  "Original  Sin,"  it  lies  in  the 
revelation  of  Edwards'  character.  He 
was  penetrated  with  the  mystic's  convic- 
tion of  some  far-reaching,  deep-seated 
alienation  which  separates  man  from  God. 
Out  of  his  ideal  of  the  divine  perfection 
springs  his  consciousness  of  sin.  But  his 
cpnception  of  sin  is  after  all  lacking  m 
what  may  be  called  an  ethical  motive. 
He  defines  sin  as  a  negation, — the  absence 
of  reality.  But  in  this  negation  he  seems 
to  include  the  infinite  gulf  which  divides 
the  creature  from  the  Creator.  All  im- 
perfection, finiteness  as  contrasted  with 
the  infinite,  the  interest  in  earthly  things 
or  all  which  is  not  God, — these,  as  well 
as  the  lack  of  entire  disinterested  devo- 
tion, or  the  darker  vices  which  disfigure 
human  life,  enter  into  Edwards'  conception 
of  sin.— Allen,  Alexander  V.  G.,  1889, 
Jonathan  Edwards  (American  Religious 
Leaders),  p,Sll. 

GENERAL 

There  are  some  things  in  your  New 
England  doctrine  and  worship,  which  I  do/ 
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gree  with ;  but  I  do  not  therefore 
>mn  them,  or  desire  to  shake  your 
'  or  practice  of  them.  We  may  dis- 
hings  that  are  nevertheless  right  in 
jelves.  I  would  only  have  you  make 
le  same  allowance,  and  have  a  better 
)n  both  of  morality  and  your  brother, 
the  pages  of  Mr.  Edwards's  late 
entitled  **Some  Thoughts  concem- 
le  present  Revival  of  Religion  in  New 
md, "  from  367  to  375,  and  when  you 
of  others,  if  you  can  perceive  the 
to  be  good,  don't  terrify  yourself  that 
•ee  may  be  evil ;  but  be  assured  it  is 
),  for  you  know  who  has  said,  "Men 
b  gather  grapes  of  thorns  and  figs  of 
es."  I  have  no  time  to  add,  but 
I  shall  always  be  your  affectionate 
er. —  Franklin,  Benjamin,  1743, 
'  to  His  Sister y  July  28 ;  Writings,  ed. 
Sy  vol,  VII,  p,  8. 

len  posterity  occasionally  comes 
3  them  [his  writings]  in  the  rubbish 
raries,  the  rare  characters  who  may 
and  be  pleased  with  them  will  be 
i  upon  as  singular  and  whimsical,  as 
se  days  an  admirer  of  Suarez,  Aquinas 
onysius  Areopagita. — Stiles,  Ezra, 
Diary,  Aug,  10,  ed.  Dexter,  vol.  ill, 
5. 

,  my  chief  bane,  my  apostolic  foe, 
),  in  labours,  source  of  every  woe, 
scenes  obscure  did  heav'n  his  Edwards 

01, 

noral  Newton,  and  that  second  Paul. 
I  dear  view,  saw  sacred  systems  roll, 
asoning  worlds,  around  their  central 
•ul; 

3ve  attractive  every  system  bind, 
Burent  linking  to  each  filial  mind ; 
nd  of  heav'n's  high  works  resiBtless 
lew'd, 

mg  glory,  and  created  good ; 
in  one  little  life,  the  gospel  more 
fi^d,  than  all  earth^s  myriads  kenn'd 
)fore, 

th  his  standard,  lo !  what  numbers  rise, 
re  for  truth  and  combat  for  the  skies ! 
I  at  all  points,  they  try  the  battling 
)ld. 

reason's  sword,  and  faith's  ethereal 
ield. 

IGHT,  Timothy,  1797,  The  Triumph 
delity. 

it  most  acute  reasoner,  Jonathan 
rds.— Hall,  Robert,  1799,  Modem 
lity  Considered,  Miscellaneous  Works, 
"egory,  p,  284,  note, 

profound  searcher  into  the  genuine 


sources  of  truth,  well  versed  in  the  Holy 
Scriptures,  a  close  and  minute  reasoner, 
a  strenuous  defender  of  holiness  and  the 
rights  of  God;  plain  and  perspicuous  in 
his  method,  unadorned  but  prolix  in  his 
language.  On  the  whole,  a  most  excel- 
lent writer,  both  practical  and  controver- 
sial.— WiLUAMS,  Edward,  1800,  The 
Christian  Preacher, 

In  the  New  World  the  state  of  society 
and  of  manners  has  not  hitherto  been  so 
favourable  to  abstract  science  as  to  pur- 
suits which  come  home  directly  to  the 
business  of  human  life.  There  is,  how- 
ever, one  metaphysician  of  whom  Amer- 
ica has  to  boast,  who,  in  logical  acuteness 
and  subtility,  does  not  yield  to  any  dispu- 
tant bred  in  the  universities  of  Europe. 
I  need  not  say,  that  I  allude  to  Jonathan 
Edwards.  But,  at  the  time  when  he 
wrote,  the  state  of  America  was  more 
favourable  than  it  now  is,  or  can  for  a 
long  period  be  expected  to  be,  to  such 
inquiries  as  those  which  engaged  his  atten- 
tion ;  inquiries  (by  the  way)  to  which  his 
thoughts  were  evidently  turned,  lest  by 
the  impulse  of  speculative  curiosity,  than 
by  his  anxiety  to  defend  the  theological 
system  in  which  he  had  been  educated, 
and  to  which  he  was  most  conscientiously 
and  zealously  attached.  The  effect  of  this 
anxiety  in  sharpening  his  faculties,  and  in 
keeping  his  polemical  vigilance  constantly 
071  the  alert,  may  be  traced  in  every  step 
of  his  argument. — Stewart,  Dugald, 
1815-21,  First  Preliminary  Dissertation 
on  the  Progress  (f  Philosophy^  Eneydopce- 
dia  Britannica, 

Jonathan  Edwards,  as  a  philosopher,  as 
well  as  a  divine,  had  few  equals,  and  no 
superior,  among  his  contemporaries.  His 
works  will  live  as  long  as  powerful  reason- 
ing, genuine  religion,  and  the  science  of 
the  human  mind,  continue  to  be  objects  of 
respect.  .  .  .  **The  Treatise  on  Re- 
ligious Affections*'  discovers  his  profound 
acquaintance  with  the  nature  of  genuine 
religion,  and  with  all  the  deceitful  work- 
ings of  the  human  heart.  ''The  Inquiry 
into  the  Freedom  of  the  Human  Will"  dis- 
plays the  talent  of  the  author  as  a  meta- 
physician, and  his  accurate  knowledge  of 
the  Arminian  and  Calvinistic  controversy. 
His  **  Defence  of  the  Christian  Doctrine 
of  Original  Sin,"  designed  partly  as  an 
answer  to  a  work  on  that  subject  by  Dr. 
John  Taylor  of  Norwich,  discovers  the 
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same  high  qualities  which  belong  to  his 
former  works,  with  a  greater  portion  of 
excellent  critical  interpretation  of  the 
Scriptnre.  His  style,  it  is  to  be  regret- 
ted, repels  many  from  the  examination  of 
his  writings;  but  a  little  perseverance 
and  attention  will  render  it  familiar  to  a 
diligent  student,  and  the  effect  of  his 
close  and  convincing  reasoning  will  prove 
eminently  beneficial  to  the  understanding. 
— 0RME,WiLUAM,1824,5f6Zu)^ca  Biblica. 

This  remarkable  man,  the  metaphysician 
of  America,  was  formed  among  the  Calvin- 
ists  of  New  England,  when  their  stem 
doctrine  retained  its  vigorous  authority. 
His  power  of  subtile  argument,  perhaps 
unmatched,  certainly  unsurpassed  among 
men,  was  joined,  as  in  some  of  the  ancient 
Mystics,  with  a  character  which  raised 
his  piety  to  fervour.— Mackintosh,  James, 
1830,  Second  Preliminary  Dissertationy 
EneyclopcRdia  Britannica, 

No  sooner  does  he  sit  down  to  investi- 
gate a  subject,  than  his  passions  seem  as 
completely  hushed  as  though  their  breath 
had  never  ruffled  the  soul ;  its  surface 
looks  as  tranquil,  as  motionless,  and  we 
may  add,  as  cold  as  a  sea  of  ice,  and  the 
turbulence  of  passion  seems  as  little  likely 
to  disturb  the  fixed  calm  of  the  one  as  the 
winds  of  heaven  to  raise  tempests  in  the 
other.  —  Rogers,  Henry,  1834,  Essay 
an  the  Life  and  Genius  of  Jonathan  Ed- 
wards, p.  19. 

To  theological  students  his  works  are 
almost  indispensable.  In  all  the  branches 
of  theology,  didactic,  polemical,  casuistic, 
experimental,  and  practical,  he  had  few 
equals,  and  perhaps  no  superior.  The 
number  and  variety  of  his  works  show  the 
intenseness  of  his  industry  and  the  uncom- 
mon strength  of  his  intellectual  powers, 
"The  Inquiry  into  the  Will"  is  a  masterly 
work,  which,  as  a  specimen  of  exact  analy- 
sis, of  profound  or  perfect  abstraction, 
of  conclusive  logic,  and  of  calm  discus- 
sion, will  long  support  its  high  reputation, 
and  will  continue  to  be  used  as  a  classic 
material  in  the  business  of  intellectual 
education.— Lowndes,  William  Thomas, 
1839,  British  Librarian, 

Universal  history  does  but  seek  to  re- 
late "the  sum  of  all  God's  works  of  provi- 
dence." In  1739,  the  first  conception 
of  its  office,  in  the  mind  of  Jonathan 
£dwards,  .  .  .  was  nobler  than  the 
theory  of  Vico :  more  grand  and  general 


than  the  method  of  Bossuet,  it  embraced 
in  its  outline  the  whole  "work  of  redemp- 
tion"— the  history  of  the  influence  of  all 
moral  truth  in  the  gradual  regeneration 
of  humanity.— Bancroft,  George,  1840- 
76-83,  History  (fthe  United  Stales,  pt.  iii, 
ch.  xvi. 

Seeds  from  Edwards  have  taken  root  in 
strange  fields.  A  single  stalk  from  his 
philosophy  has  shed  beauty  and  perfume 
over  wastes  of  modem  speculation. 
Many,  of  whose  opinions  all  is  dross  that 
is  not  borrowed  from  him,  have  exhibited 
the  poverty  of  their  natural  powers  in 
assaults  upon  his  system;  and  others, 
incapable  of  penetrating  beyond  the  shell 
of  his  logic,  and  understanding  the  beauty 
of  his  life  and  doctrine,  have  done  him 
much  greater  injury  by  professing  to  be 
of  his  school. — Griswold,  Rufus  Wilmot, 
1845,  The  Prose  Writers  of  America. 

Edwards's  writings,  as  a  whole,  display 
an  exceedingly  strong  and  comprehensive 
memory,  great  force  and  perspicuity  of 
thought,  and  powers  of  ratiocinatioB 
equalled  by  few  of  that  or  any  other  age. 
These  powers,  which  he  possessed  in  so  emi- 
nent a  degree,  were  still  further  strength- 
ened by  the  most  unceasing  exertion.  His 
intellectual  labors  knew  no  relaxation,  and 
so  fixedly  that  his  mind  becomes  associated 
with  one  branch  of  enquiry,  that  his  whole 
existence  may  be  said  to  have  been 
absorbed  in  it.  His  mind,  shut  out  as  it 
were  by  his  processes  of  abstraction  from 
the  contemplation  of  the  external  world, 
seemed  to  concentrate  its  whole  energies 
in  the  analysis  of  those  materials  which 
lie  deep  buried  within.  The  subjection  of 
his  being  to  one  particular  train  of 
thought,  placed  his  passions  and  feelings 
80  perfectly  under  control  as  to  give  him 
the  appearance  of  an  individual  without 
those  ordinary  emotions  which  charac- 
terize the  human  family;  hence  we  find 
him  under  the  most  exciting  circumstan- 
ces as  calm  and  collected  as  if  he  were 
perfectly  indifferent  as  to  the  result  of 
his  investigations. — Wynne,  James,  1850, 
Lives  of  Eminent  Literary  and  Scientifie 
Men  of  America y  p,  167. 

The  pages  of  Edwards  especially  I  have 
read  with  so  solemn  and  deep  an  interest 
as  listening  to  a  great  and  holy  man. 
—Campbell,  J.  McLeod,  1856,  Nature  of 
the  Atonement,  p,  54. 

We  owe  much  to  Edwards  in  the  way  of 
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vmng  the  theology  of  the  Bible  wWi 
son  and  the  moral  intuition  of  man. 
md  that  theology  hard  to  be  under- 
and  therefore  treat  it  as  a  mystery, 
be  investigated.  Some,  failing  to 
lie  it  with  their  reason  or  their 
3ns,  reject  it,  and  the  Bible  with  it. 
leek  to  explain  away  the  more  obvi- 
jology  of  the  Bible,  derogating  from 
thority  of  the  book,  and  using  it 
3  it  may  serve  their  own  rational 
cism.  Edwards  did  neither.  While 
the  doctrines  and  their  difficulties 
stered  both,  and  held  fast  by  his 
intuitions  on  the  one  hand,  and  the 
les  of  the  Bible  on  the  other,  till 
nd  them  together  by  a  compact  and 
g  chain  of  logic.  — Thompson, 
I  P.,  1861,  Jonathan  Edwards,  Bith 
I  Sacra,  vol,  18,  p.  837. 

ly  have  the  usual  bias  of  a  discov- 
id  editor.  But  I  shall  be  surprised 
treatise  [''Treatise  on  Grace,"]  do 
3nce  take  rank  with  its  kindred  one, 
ae  Religious  Affections. ' '  There  is 
'.  think,  the  massive  argumentation 
great  work  on  ''The  Will;"  but 
s,  in  addition,  a  fineness  of  spirit- 
jight,  a  holy  fervour  not  untinged 
le  pathetic  "frenzy"  of  the  English 
s,  as  of  Peter  Sterry  and  Archbishop 
on,  and — especially  towards  the 
-a  rapturous  exultation  in  the  "ex- 
;y  and  loveliness"  of  God,  a  glow  in 
on  of  the  wonder  and  beauty  and 
iness  of  Divine  Love,  and  a  splen- 
f  assertion  of  the  claims,  so  to 
of  God  the  Holy  Spirit,  which  it 
be  difficult  to  over-estimate. — 
RT,  Alexander  B.,  1865,  Selections 
he  Unpvblished  Writings  of  Jonathan 
ds  of  America,  Introduction. 

^as  a  thorough  Calvinist,  but  such 
Inist  that  he  hesitated  not  to  differ 
Jalvin  wherever  he  seemed  to  differ 
lie  Scriptures.  The  Saybrook  Plat- 
was  drawn  (chiefly  through  the 
r  of  the  Trustees  of  the  Saybrook 
iate  School,  which  he  afterwards 
d)  when  he  was  five  years  of  age. 
Westminster  Catechism"  in  Latin 
Ames's  Theological  Theses"  were 
1,  as  a  college  exercise,  when  he 
student.  He  respected  these  ven- 
symbols,  but  his  own  thinking  went 
surably  beyond  them.  His  massive 
ijestic  intellect  was  too  great  to  be 


bound  by  human  authority ;  it  reverenced 
the  Infinite  Intellect  too  much  to  be  gov- 
erned, in  its  methods  or  results,  by  the 
opinions  of  men.     .  •     He  was  the 

most  progressive  thinker  of  his  age. 
When  Franklin  opposed  the  new  method  of 
inoculation,  Edwards  offered  himself  as  a 
subject  for  it,  and  actually  died  from  the 
secondary  fever  resulting.  He  might 
have  been  called  a  new-measure  man  in 
religion, — afraid  of  nothing  that  worked 
good  and  was  agreeable  to  the  Scriptures. 
He  convinced  a  generation  that  feared 
more  than  they  knew  about  revivals  of 
their  utility  and  benefit. — Magoun.  G.  P., 
1869,  President  Edwards  as  a  Rrformer, 
The  Congregational  Quarterly,  vol.  11, 
p.  269. 

His  controversial  acuteness  and  sub- 
tlety in  drawing  distinctions  entitle  his 
works  to  their  high  rank.  He  had  little 
turn  for  style.  Dry  and  precise,  without 
either  felicity  or  ornament,  his  writings 
are  calculated  to  repel  all  but  hard  stu- 
dents of  their  particular  subjects. — Minto, 
William,  1872-80,  Manual  of  English 
Prose  Literature,  p.  430. 

In  the  middle  of  the  eighteenth  century, 
he  is  still  in  bondage  to  the  dogmas  of  the 
Pilgrim  Fathers;  he  is  as  indifferent  to 
the  audacious  revolt  of  the  deists  and 
Hume  as  if  the  old  theological  dynasty 
were  still  in  full  vigour;  and  the  fact,, 
whatever  else  it  may  prove,  proves  some- 
thing for  the  enduring  vitality  of  the 
ideas  which  had  found  an  imperfect  ex- 
pression in  Calvinism.  Clearing  away  the- 
crust  of  ancient  superstition,  we  may  still 
find  in  Edwards'  writings  a  system  of 
morality  as  ennobling,  and  a  theory  of  the* 
universe  as  elevated,  as  can  be  discovered 
in  any  theology.  That  the  crust  waa 
thick  and  hard,  and  often  revolting  in  its 
composition,  is,  indeed,  undeniable;  but 
the  genuine  metal  is  there,  no  less  unmis- 
takably than  the  refuse. — Stephen,  Les- 
lie, 1874-79,  Hours  in  a  Library,  vol.  i» 
p.  344. 

I  am  glad  to  hear  of  your  reading.  The 
effect  produced  on  you  by  Jonathan  Ed- 
wards is  very  similar  to  that  produced 
on  me  when  I  took  the  same  mental 
bath.  His  was  a  mind  whose  grasp  and 
intensity  you  cannot  help  feeling.  He 
was  a  poet  in  the  intensity  of  his  con- 
ceptions, and  some  of  his  sermons  are 
more  terrible  than  Dante's  ** Inferno." 
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— Stowb,  Harriet  Bbecher,  1874,  Letter 
to  her  Son,  May;  Life  by  C.  E.  Stotoe, 
p.  406. 

Edwards  was  distinguished  for  the  early 
development  of  his  metaphysical  tastes 
and  ability,  and  for  the  freedom,  even  to 
audacity,  with  which  he  attempted  to 
adjust  the  Calvinists  theology  to  the  prin- 
ciples and  conclusions  of  a  reasoned  phi- 
losophy. As  a  consequence  he  not  only 
established  a  new  and  independent  school 
of  Calvinistic  theology,  which  has  been 
known  as  the  New  England  or  the 
Edwardian  Theology,  but  contributed  very 
largely  to  the  development  of  speculative 
tastes,  and  of  confidence  in  speculative 
inquiries  among  the  scholars  of  America. 
The  influence  of  this  school  has  not  been 
inconsiderable  upon  theology  and  philoso- 
phy in  Great  Britain,  where  the  name  of 
Edwards  has  been  familiarly  known  from 
the  first  appearance  of  his  Treatise  on  the 
Will.  .  .  .  The  impulse  and  direc- 
tion to  the  speculations  of  Edwards  were 
furnished  by  Locke.  He  mastered  Locke's 
Essay  when  he  was  thirteen  years  old, 
studying  it  with  a  keener  delight  than  "a 
miser  feels  when  gathering  up  handfuls 
of  silver  and  gold."  But  he  was  not 
exclusively  a  student  of  Locke,  as  might 
be  inferred  from  his  secluded  situation  and 
limited  opportunities.  He  was  a  zealous 
reader  of  most  of  the  writers  accessible 
in  the  English  language,  and  was  familiar 
with  the  course  of  speculation  in  the 
mother  country,  reading  the  writers  of 
all  schools  with  equal  ardor,  and  never 
abandoning  the  confident  belief  that  what- 
ever is  true  in  theology  could  be  shown  to 
be  both  true  and  reasonable  in  philosophy. 
Edwards  was  at  once  a  scholastic  and  a 
mystic;  a  scholastic  in  the  subtlety  of 
his  analysis  and  the  sustained  vigor  of  his 
reasonings,  and  a  mystic  in  the  sensitive 
delicacy  of  his  emotive  tenderness  and  the 
idealistic  elevation  of  his  imaginative 
creations,  which  at  times  almost  trans- 
figures his  Christian  faith  into  the  beatific 
vision. — Porter.  Noah,  1874,  Philosophy 
in  Great  Britain  and  Arrveriea,  Ueberwefs 
History  (f  Philosophy^  vol,  ii,  p.  443. 

I  rms  especially  interested  in  Jonathan 
Edwards,  with  whom  (except  in  his  physical 
notions  of  hell)  I  have  great  sympathy — a 
case  of  reversion  I  suppose,  to  some  Puritan 
ancestor.  If  he  had  only  conceived  of 
damnation  as  a  spiritual  state,  the  very 


horror  of  which  consists  (to  oar  deeper 
apprehension)  in  its  being  delightful  to 
who  is  in  it,  I  could  go  along  with  him 
altogether.  What  you  say  of  his  isola- 
tion is  particularly  good,  and  applies  to 
American  literature  more  or  less  even  yet. 
—Lowell,  James  Russell,  1876,  Letter 
to  Leslie  Stephen,  Letters,  ed.  Norton,  vd. 
n,  p.  165. 

By  his  power  of  subtle  argument,  his 
religious  fervour,  and  his  peculiar  doc- 
trines respecting  free-will,  Edwards  has 
obtained  a  high  and  lasting  reputation. 
He  has  perhaps  never  been  surpassed  as  a 
dialectician.— Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
Cyclopcedia  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Car- 
ruthers. 

As  a  theologian,  as  a  metaphysician,  as 
the  author  of  **The  Inquiry  into  the  Free- 
dom of  the  Will,"  as  the  mighty  defender 
of  Calvinism,  as  the  inspirer  and  the  log- 
ical drill-master  of  innumerable  minds  in 
his  own  country,  and  in  Great  Britain, 
he,  of  course,  fills  a  large  place  in  ecclesi- 
astical and  philosophical  history.  But  even 
from  the  literary  point  of  view,  and  in 
spite  of  his  own  low  estimate  of  his  liter- 
ary merits,  he  deserves  high  rank.  He 
had  the  fundamental  virtues  of  a  writer, 
— abundant  thought,  and  the  utmost  pre- 
cision, clearness,  and  simplicity  in  the 
utterance  of  it ;  his  pages,  likewise,  hold 
many  examples  of  bold,  original,  and 
poetic  imagery ;  and  though  the  nature  of 
his  subjects,  and  the  temper  of  his  sect, 
repressed  the  exercise  of  wit,  he  was  pos- 
sessed of  wit  in  an  extraordinary  degree, 
and  of  the  keenest  edge.  In  early  life, 
he  was  sadly  afflicted  by  the  burden  of 
checking  the  movements  of  this  terrible 
faculty ;  but  later,  it  often  served  him  in 
controversy,  not  as  a  substitute  for  argu- 
ment, but  as  its  servant;  enabling  him, 
especially  in  the  climaxes  of  a  discussion, 
to  make  palpable  the  absurdity  of  propo- 
sitions that  he  had  already  shown  to  be 
untenable.— Tyler,  Moses  Coit,  1878, 
A  History  cf  American  Literature,  1676- 
1765,  vol.  II,  p.  191 

Franklin  snatched  from  heaven  its 
electric  fire ;  Edwards  pierced  the  skies 
to  an  eternal  realm.  Both  were  among 
the  most  famous  of  their  age — New- World 
prodigies  that  had  made  themselves  pow- 
erful on  both  sides  of  the  Atlantic.  The 
fame  of  Edwards  had  spread  from  his 
quiet  New  England  town  to  Glasgow  and 
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Edinburgh  long  before  his  treatise  on  the 
Will  startled  Boswell's  inquisitive  intel- 
lect. Franklin  expended  in  practical 
labors  the  hours  that  Edwards  gave  to 
holy  musings  and  speculative  lore.  Yet 
it  is  doubtful  which  of  these  clear  intel- 
lects was  of  the  greater  weight  in  human 
affairs ;  whether  Edwards,  composing  his 
rare  work  in  silent  study,  was  not  more 
of  the  philosopher  than  Franklin,  found- 
ing his  schools  and  planning  his  library ; 
whether  Franklin  has  not  preached  with 
more  success  even  than  the  gifted  pastor 
of  Northampton  the  lesson  of  humanity 
and  benevolence  to  endless  generations. 
Upon  a  close  comparison  they  will  not 
appear  altogether  unlike. — Lawrence, 
Eugene,  1880,  A  Primer  (f  American 
Literature,  p.  33. 

Puritanism  to  such  men  was  a  girdle, 
not  a  fetter ;  it  held  them  together  and 
made  them  march  forward  in  line,  instead 
of  straggling  along  without  aim  or  pur- 
pose. But  in  time  the  girdle  became  a 
chain ;  the  people  began  to  fret  under  it 
and  threw  it  off ;  and  this  was  the  very 
period  at  which  Edwards  and  Franklin 
appeared.  The  one  contended  stoutly  for 
the  old  faith,  in  all  its  strictness  and  with 
all  its  alarming  penalties  for  sin;  the 
other,  with  genial  and  prudent  good 
nature,  sought  to  introduce  a  milder  sway, 
more  friendly  to  the  general  development 
of  mankind.  Both  were  powerful  forces, 
and  had  other  forces  more  powerful  behind 
them ;  but  the  time  had  come  for  puritan- 
ism  to  withdraw  from  the  scene,  and  the 
controversial  writings  of  Edwards  fur- 
nished the  salvo  of  theological  artillery 
xmder  cover  of  which  the  army  of  the 
Puritans  fell  back  in  good  order,  leaving 
the  field  to  Democracy  and  the  philanthro- 
pists.—Sanborn,  F.  B.,  1883,  The  Puri- 
tanic Philosophy  and  Jonathan  Edwards, 
The  Journal  of  Speculative  Philosophy,  vol. 
17,  p.  421. 

But  after  all  criticisms  have  been  made 
upon  Edwards  as  philosopher  and  theo- 
logian, it  remains  that  he  strongly  ex- 
pressed an  idea  of  the  might  and  majesty 
of  God,  and  of  his  august  government  of 
the  universe.  Again,  some  of  his  conclu- 
sions anticipated,  and  are  in  close  argu- 
ment with,  the  dicta  of  modern  science. 
Evolution,  heredity,  natural  laws,  as  ex- 
pounded by  Darwin,  Spencer,  or  Galton, 
teach  not  less  truly  than  did  Edwards  the 


potency,  almost  the  inflexibility,  of  inher- 
itance and  environment.  Dr.  Holmes,  the 
most  strenuous  anti-Calvinist  in  recent 
American  literature,  in  his  ''Mechanism 
in  Thoughts  and  Morals,"  sometimes 
seems  to  join  hands  with  the  eighteenth- 
century  philosopher,  sprung,  like  himself, 
from  sturdy  Connecticut  ministerial  stock. 
—Richardson,  Charles  F.,  1887,  Amer- 
ican Literature,  1607-1885,  vol.  i,  p.  146. 

Having  made  these  qualifications,  it 
only  remains  to  add  that  Edwards  may  be 
justly  called  the  father  of  modem  Congre- 
gationalism. If  he  seemed  to  have  been 
defeated  by  his  expulsion  from  Northamp- 
ton, his  expulsion  made  the  issue  clear 
and  he  triumphed  in  his  fall.  Most  of 
the  Puritan  churches  accepted  his  princi- 
ples, banished  the  Half-way  Covenant,  and 
took  on  the  form  which  they  still  retain. 
As  one  by  one  they  went  over  to  his  side, 
they  found  it  hard  to  understand  how 
there  ever  could  have  existed  a  different 
practice.  It  became  the  custom  to  refer 
to  the  times  of  the  Theocracy  as  'Hhose 
unhappy  days  when  things  secular  and 
religious  were  strangely  mixed  up  in  New 
England."  And  yet  the  Congregational 
churches  have  never  been  able  to  escape 
altogether  from  the  effects  of  that  **  un- 
happy" connection,  if  so  it  must  be 
regarded.  It  has  given  them  a  certain 
distinction,  the  consciousness  of  which 
they  prize.  They  have  continued  to 
retain  a  sense  of  relationship  to  the  state, 
and  to  feel  themselves  responsible  for  its 
welfare.  Nor  have  the  cases  been  rare  in 
which  its  clergy  have  given  themselves  to 
political  and  legislative  duties,  as  if  a  nat- 
ural and  congenial  work. — Allen,  Alex- 
ander V.  G.,  1889,  Jonathan  Edwards 
(American  Religious  Leaders),  p.  270. 

In  the  passionate  effort  of  Edwards  to 
revive  the  pristine  force  of  orthodox  Cal- 
vinism, the  theology  of  the  fathers 
reached  the  highest  point.  It  was  sin- 
cere, it  was  terribly  earnest,  it  was  almost 
impregnably  logical ;  but  it  was  so  highly 
developed  that  even  though  we  knew 
nothing  of  its  circumstances  we  might 
shrewdly  guess  it  to  be,  like  so  many 
great  works  of  art,  essentially  a  thing  of 
the  past.  In  point  of  fact,  we  faiow 
its  circumstances. — Wendell,  Barrett, 
1893,  SteUigeri  and  Other  Essays  Con- 
cerning America,  p.  121. 

New  England  at  this  time  possessed,  in 


394 


JONATHAN  EDWARDS 


Jonathan  Edwards,  the  most  subtle  meta- 
physical reasoner  that  America  has  ever 
produced. —Fraser,  Alexander  Camp- 
bell, 1894,  Berkeley  {Philosophical  Clas- 
8ic8)y  p.  138. 

His  writings  belong  to  theology  rather 
than  literature,  but  there  is  an  intensity 
and  a  spiritual  elevation  about  them, 
apart  from  the  profundity  and  acuteness 
of  the  thought,  which  lift  them  here  and 
there  into  the  finer  ether  of  purely 
emotional  or  imaginative  art.  .  .  . 
In  Edwards's  English  all  is  simple,  precise, 
direct,  and  business-like. — Beers,  Henry 
A.,  1895,  Initial  Studies  in  American 
Letters,  pp.  34,  36. 

Jonathan  Edwards  is  a  thinker  difficult 
to  appreciate  and  very  easy  to  misunder- 
stand. His  faults  lie  on  the  surface, 
while  his  merits  are  to  be  discovered  only 
by  sympathetic  study.  He  is  not  only  the 
greatest  of  all  the  thinkers  that  America 
has  produced,  but  also  the  highest  specu- 
lative genius  of  the  eighteenth  century. 
.  .  .  Take  him  all  in  all,  in  the  beauty 
of  his  character,  in  the  elevation  of  his 
thought,  his  claim  to  stand  amid  the 
great  thinkers  of  the  world  is  indisputa- 
ble. In  England  here  we  have  just  been 
making  welcome  the  new  edition  of  Bishop 
Butler's  works — edited  by  the  statesman 
who  in  his  retirement  shows  his  undimin- 
ished vigour  and  reveals  his  lifelong  inter- 
est in  theology — and  I  have  been  compar- 
ing Butler's  answer  to  Tindal  with 
Edwards's,  with  the  result  that  I  am 
forced  to  confess  that  while  the  rigour 
and  vigour  of  inexorable  logic  and  the 
strength  which  comes  from  a  concentra- 
tion due  to  the  careful  exclusion  of  all 
irrelevant  matter  are  with  Butler,  the  ele- 
vation, the  insight,,  the  oversight,  the 
feeling  of  the  magnitude  of  the  problem, 
and  the  forecast  of  the  lines  along  which 
the  ultimate  answer  must  move  are  all 
with  Edwards. — Fairbairn,  A.  M.,  1896, 
Jonathan  Edwards,  The  Prophets  of  the 
Christian  Faith,  pp.  147,  165. 

The  style  of  his  writing  is  obscure  and 
heavy  in  the  extreme.  He  aimed  only  at 
the  exact  expression  of  his  thought  and 
seems  to  have  made  no  effort  to  attain 
clearness.  His  lifelong  habit  of  writing 
down  his  thoughts  as  they  occurred  to  him, 
and  his  other  habit  of  pursuing  any  line 
of  thought  to  its  end,  no  doubt  aided  him 
in  thinking,  but  his  isolation  and  his  lack 


of  experience  in  the  oral  discassion  of 
philosophical  questions  prevents  his  real- 
ization of  the  necessity  of  clear  statement. 
In  some  of  his  sermons  he  rises  almost  to 
eloquence,  and  there  his  sentences  are 
well  constructed  and  full  of  energy,  but 
this  is  true  of  none  of  his  philosophical 
works. —Jones,  Adam  Leroy,  1898,  Early 
American  Philosophers,  p.  49. 

Edwards  is  an  example  of  the  power 
of  the  unrhetorical  rhetoric.  His  most 
marked  rhetorical  means  were  negative; 
he  instinctively  avoided  what  was  likely 
to  stand  between  him  and  his  hearer,  and 
so  his  personality  had  full  sway.  But 
Edwards'  literary  significance  at  present 
lies  chiefly  in  the  fact  that  he  was  a  New 
Englander  who  made  the  world  aware  of 
the  New  England  mind.  That  he  should 
have  been  a  theologian  was  natural;  so 
was  Cotton  Mather,  chiefly,  who  had  per- 
formed a  somewhat  similar  service  half 
a  century  before.  Each  had  presented 
what  had  long  been  the  dominant  factor 
in  New  England  life.— Hale,  Edward 
Everett,  Jr.,  1898,  American  Prose,  ed. 
Carpenter,  p.  15. 

One  of  the  great  philosophical  intel- 
lects of  the  world.  ...  If  he  could 
have  given  himself  to  literature,  science, 
or  pure  philosophy,  mankind  would  be  the 
richer.  Yet  as  it  is,  he  is  one  of  the  very 
few  American  writers  whose  fame  is 
world  wide. — Bronson,  Walter  C, 
1900,  A  Short  History  of  Am^eriean  Liter- 
ature, pp.  33,  34. 

This  sifting  process  must  be  applied  to 
Edwards.  As  a-whole,  Edwards  is  incred- 
ible, impossible.  He  is  nearly  as  much  in 
the  wrong  as  he  is  in  the  right.  He  car- 
ries his  vast  treasure  in  the  earthen  ves- 
sel of  radical  inconsistency  and  fundamen- 
tal error.  No  single  treatise  of  Edwards 
can  to-day  commend  itself  in  its  entire- 
ness  to  the  free  and  informed  mind.  In 
his  treatment  of  the  Will,  the  Religious 
Affections,  the  Nature  of  Virtue,  the  His- 
tory of  Redemption,  God's  Final  End  in 
Creation,  the  scheme  and  process  of  salva- 
tion, the  Christian  church  cannot  follow 
him  as  a  whole,  and  those  who  insist  upon 
all  or  none  do  their  best  to  make  it  none. 
Only  wise  criticism,  large  and  generous 
interpretation,  the  careful  winnowing  of 
the  chaff  from  the  wheat,  the  clear  dis- 
crimination of  the  precious  and  imperish- 
able in  Edwards  from  the  worthless  and 
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rable,  can  restore  him  to  his  legiti- 
pre-eminence  among  American  theo- 
08. — Gordon,  G.  A.,  1901,  Jonathan 
rdSy  A  Retrospect,  ed.  Gardiner. 
re  and  more,  as  I  have  returned 
time  to  time  to  the  study  of 
rds'  writings,  have  I  been  impressed 
his  intellectual  powers  and  with  the 
ity  of  his  character.  It  is  a  pity 
in  this  country  so  many  of  **the 
y  literary' ' — as  Newman  would  style 
—appear  to  know  nothing  of  his 
igs    save    passages   in  the  Enfield 


sermon.  They  would  find,  if  they  looked  for 
them,  in  Jeremy  Taylor,  **the  Shakespeare 
of  preachers, "  delineations  of  future  tor- 
ment which  rival  the  pictures  of  terror  in 
that  sermon.  It  is  beyond  question  that 
Edwards  was  a  theological  genius  of 
the  first  order.  He  was,  besides,  an 
eminently  holy  man.  He  mixed,  in  his^ 
soul  and  in  his  writings,  with  the  rigor 
of  Calvin  the  sweetness  of  St.  PYancis. 
He  is  the  Saint  of  New  England. — Fisher, 
George  P.,  1901,  Jonathan  Edwards,  A 
Retrospect,  ed.  Gardiner,  p.  78. 


Theophilus  Gibber 

1703-1758 

jophilus  Gibber,  son  of  Colley  Gibber  (bom  1703,  died  1758),  actor  and  dramatist, 
I  **The  Lover"  (1730);  *Tattie  and  Peggie"  (an  adaptation  into  English  of 
Ramsay's  ^'Gentle  Shepherd"),  (1730) ;  **The  Mock  Ofl^cer"  (1733) ;  and  other 
3.  ''The  Lives  of  the  Poets  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland  from  the  time  of  Dean 
"  (1753),  were  attributed  to  his  pen,  but  Dr.  Johnson  was  of  opinion  that  the 
was  written  by  Robert  Shiels,  a  Scotchman. — Adams,  W.  Davenport,  1877, 
mary  of  English  Literature,  p.  152. 


PERSONAL 

)0.  Gibber  was  in  his  person  far  from 
ng,  the  features  of  his  face  were 
r  disgusting — his  voice  had  the  same 

treble,  but  without  that  musical 
my,  which  his  father  was  master  of 

still  an  apparent  good  understand- 
,nd  quickness  of  parts,  a  perfect 
edge  of  what  he  ought  to  represent, 
ber  with  a  vivacity  in  his  manner,  and 
d  of  effrontery,  which  was  well 
ed  to  the  characters  he  represented, 
{  amply  compensated  these  deficien- 
'{Biog.  Dram.) — he  had  merit  in  a 
y  of  characters,  but  he  was  so  apt 
X  false  spirit  and  grimace  with  his 
r  that  he  often  disgusted  the  judi- 

spectator — Ancient  Pistol  was  his 
character ;  in  that  part  he  assumed 
iculous  importance  of  deportment, 

turgid  action,  long  immeasurable 
s,  extravagant  grimaces;  and  the 
3US  cant  of  the  old  Tragedizers,  so 
t  was  impossible  not  to  laugh  at  so 
iragant  a  figure — {Davies  and  Dram, 
r) — he  must  have  been  totally  inad- 
9  to  many  of  the  parts  which  he 
1  in  Tragedy.— Genest,  P.,  1832, 
Account  (/  the  English  Stage,  1660- 

vol.  IV,  p.  532. 

is  recorded  that  Golley,  taking  the 
Qe    day,    encountered    his   hopeful 


offspring,  who  was  superbly  attired.  Gib- 
ber, knowing  that  Theophilus  was  penni- 
less, surveyed  him  with  contempt.  **I 
pity  you,  sir!"  He  said.  ** Better  pity 
my  tailor!"  was  the  reply.  Theophilus 
was  at  least  consistent.  He  conducted 
all  his  affairs  on  *'pity  my  tailor"  princi- 
ples. This  theory  of  life  envolved  him  in 
perpetual  embarrassments,  but  he  lost 
nothing  of  his  native  audacity.  He  had 
talents,  and  amongst  them  was  a  capacity 
for  abusive  rhetoric,  which  was  carefully 
cultivated.  But  the  enterprise  which  estab- 
lished his  fame  was  his  attempt  to  obtain 
five  thousand  pounds  for  damages  to  his 
injured  honour  as  a  husband.  The  jury, 
having  reason  to  believe  that  he  had  been 
a  party  to  the  intrigue,  awarded  him  ten 
pounds.  This  sum  did  not  enable  him  to 
satisfy  his  creditors,  and  he  spent  some 
little  time  in  prison. — Austin,  L.  F., 
1878,  Theophilus  Oibher  v.  Garrick,  The 
Theatre,  N.  S.,  vol.  i,  p.  122. 

LIVES  OF  THE  POETS 

He  told  us,  that  the  book  entitled  ''The 
Lives  of  the  Poets,"  by  Mr.  Gibber,  was 
entirely  compiled  by  Mr.  Shiels,  a  Scotch- 
man, one  of  his  amanuenses.  ''The  book- 
seller (said  he),  gave  Theophilus  Gibber, 
who  was  then  in  prison,  ten  guineas,  to 
allow  Mr.  Gibber  to  be  put  upon  the  title 
page,  as  the  authour;  by  this^  a  double 
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imposition  was  intended ;  in  the  first  place, 
that  it  was  the  work  of  a  Gibber  at  all ; 
and,  in  the  second  place,  that  it  was  the 
work  of  old  Gibber.— Johnson,  Samuel, 
1776,  Life  by  Botwell,  erf.  HUl,  vol.  ui,  p.  34. 

This  account  is  very  inaccurate.  The 
following:  statement  of  facts  we  know  to 
be  true,  in  every  material  circumstance : 
— Shiels  was  the  principal  collector  and 
digester  of  the  materials  for  the  work : 
but  as  he  was  very  raw  in  authourship,  an 
indifferent  writer  in  prose,  and  his  lan- 
guap^e  full  of  Scotticisms,  Gibber,  who 
was  a  clever,  lively  fellow,  and  then  solic- 
iting employment  among  the  booksellers, 
was  engaged  to  correct  the  style  and  dic- 
tion of  the  whole  work,  then  intended  to 
make  only  four  volumes,  with  power  to 
alter,  expunge,  or  add,  as  he  liked.  He 
was  also  to  supply  noteSf  occasionally, 
especially  concerning  those  dramatic  poets 
with  whom  he  had  been  chiefly  conversant. 
He  also  engaged  to  write  several  of  the 
Lives :  which,  (as  we  are  told),  he,  accord- 
ingly, performed.  He  was  farther  useful 
in  striking  out  the  Jacobitical  and  Tory 
sentiments,  which  Shiels  had  industriously 
interspersed  wherever  he  could  bring  them 
in: — and,   as  the  success  of  the  work 


appeared,  after  all,  very  doubtful,  he  was 
content  with  twenty-one  pounds  for  his 
labour  beside  a  few  sets  of  the  books,  to 
disperse  among  his  friends. — Anon,  1792, 
Mordhly  RevieWy  May. 

Gibber's  lives  are  not  ill-written,  and 
deserve  a  better  fame  than  they  seem  to 
have  attained.— Br YDGES,  Sir  Samuel 
Egerton,  1800,  erf.  Phillip^s  Theatrum 
Poetarum  Anglicanorum,  Prrfaee,  p.  Ivi. 

In  1753  appeared  ''An  Account  of  the 
Lives  of  the  Poets  of  Great  Britain  and 
Ireland,"  5  vols.  12mo,  with  the  name 
of  **Mr.  Gibber"  on  the  title-page  of  the 
first  volume,  and  with  Theophilus  Gibber's 
name  attached  to  the  later  volumes.  Dr. 
Johnson  told  Boswell  that  Gibber,  who  was 
then  in  the  king's  bench,  accepted  ten 
guineas  from  the  booksellers  for  allowing 
them  to  prefix  his  name  to  the  lives,  and 
that  he  had  no  hand  in  the  authorship  of 
the  book,  which  was  mainly  written  by 
Robert  Shiels  (Johnson's  amanuensis) ;  but 
the  truth  is  that  Gibber  revised  and  im- 
proved the  whole  work  and  wrote  some  of 
the  lives  himself,  receiving  from  the  book- 
sellers an  honorarium  of  twenty  guineas. 
— BuLLEN,  A.  H.,  1887,  Dictionary  qf 
National  Biography,  vol.  x,  p.  362. 


James  Hervey 

1714-1758 

James  Hervey,  author  of  ''Meditations  among  the  Tombs,"  was  bom  at  Harding- 
stone,  near  Northampton,  on  26th  February  1714.  The  facts  of  his  life  are  few. 
He  was  educated  at  Northampton  and  Lincoln  College,  Oxford,  and  was  first  curate 
and  afterwards  incumbent  of  Weston-Favel  and  Gollingtree,  both  near  Northampton. 
He  died  on  Ghristmas-day  1758.  Hervey  adopted  a  Galvinistic  creed,  and  in  the  18th 
century  his  works,  though  not  distinguished  by  any  extraordinary  qualities,  enjoyed 
great  favour  with  the  people.  The  best  of  them  are  "Meditations  and  Gontempla- 
tions"  (1746),  including  his  most  famous  production,  "Meditations  among  the  Tombs," 
and  also  "Reflections  on  a  Flower  Garden"  and  "A  Descant  on  Greation ;"  "Gon- 
templations  on  the  Night  and  Starry  Heavens"  (1747) ;  and  "Theron  and  Aspasio,  or 
a  Series  of  Dialogues  and  Letters  on  the  Most  Important  Subjects"  (3  vols.  1756). 
This  last  gave  rise  to  the  Sandemanian  controversy  as  to  the  nature  of  saving  faith. 
A  complete  edition  of  his  works,  with  a  memoir,  appeared  in  1797.  See  also  his  Life 
and  Letters  (2  vols.  1760).— Patrick,  David,  ed.,  1897,  Chamber^s  EneydopcBdia, 
vol.  v,  p.  696. 


PERSONAL 

A  more  gentle,  pious,  unworldly  spirit 
than  that  of  James  Hervey  it  is  difficult 
to  conceive.  He  was  never  known  to  be 
in  a  passion;  he  made  a  solemn  vow  to 
dedicate  all  the  profits  of  his  literary 
work  to  pious  and  charitable  uses,  and 
scrupulously  performed  it.  He  was  nat- 
urally disinclined  to  controversy,  though 


from  a  sense  of  duty  he  threw  himself  into 
the  hottest  and  most  unsatisfactory  of  all 
controversies.  The  simplicity  of  his  char- 
acter is  a  strange  contrast  to  the  artifi- 
ciality of  his  best-known  writings ;  but  in 
his  correspondence  and  his  sermons  he 
uses  a  simpler  and  therefore  more  pleas- 
ing style.  His  popularity  as  a  writer 
never  led  him  to  take  a  false  view  of  bis 
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own  powers ;  when  it  was  at  its  height  he 
frankly  confessed  that  he  was  not  a  man 
of  strong  mind,  and  that  he  had  not  power 
for  arduous  researches. — Overton,  J. 
H.,  1891,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy, vol.  XXVI,  p.  283. 

GENERAL 

Have  you  met  with  two  little  volumes 
which  contain  four  contemplations  written 
by  a  Mr.  James  Hervey,  a  young  Cornish  or 
Devonshire  clergyman?  The  subjects  are 
upon  walking  upon  the  tombs,  upon  a 
flower-garden,  upon  night,  and  upon  the 
starry  heavens.  There  is  something  poet- 
ical and  truly  pious  in  them. — Hertford, 
Lady  (Duchess  op  Somerset),  1748,  Let- 
ter to  Lady  LiixboroTigh. 

He  wished  to  have  more  books,  and, 
upon  inquiring  if  there  were  any  in  the 
house,  was  told  that  a  waiter  had  some, 
which  were  brought  to  him ;  but  I  recol- 
lect none  of  them,  except  Hervey 's  "Med- 
itations. ' '  He  thought  slightingly  of  this 
admirable  book.  He  treated  it  with  ridi- 
cule, and  would  not  allow  even  the  scene 
of  the  dying  Husband  and  Father  to  be 
pathetick.  I  am  not  an  impartial  judge ; 
for  Hervey 's  **  Meditations"  engaged  my 
affections  in  my  early  years.  He  read  a 
passage  concerning  the  moon,  ludicrously, 
and  shewed  how  easily  he  could,  in  the 
same  style,  make  reflections  on  that 
planet,  the  very  reverse  of  Hervey's  rep- 
resenting her  as  treacherous  to  mankind. 
He  did  this  with  much  humour ;  but  I  have 
not  preserved  the  particulars. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1773,  Life  by  Boswell,  Oct.  24, 
ed.  HUl,  vol.  v,  p.  400. 

Among  serious  readers,  the  estimate  of 
their  most  excellent  author,  on  points  far 
more  important  than  those  that  relate  to 
the  art  of  authorship,  has  been,  and  will 
ever  remain,  invariable.  There  can  be 
very  few  individuals,  whose  opinion  would 
be  worth  hearing,  that  will  not  speak  with 
delight. of  his  exalted  piety,  of  his  zeal 
for  such  views  of  the  Christian  religion  as 
animated  our  venerable  and  heroic  reform- 
ers, and  the  worthiest  of  their  succes- 
sors, and  of  the  exemplary  purity  of  his 
life.  In  addition  to  this,  his  writings 
manifest  an  understanding  of  a  respecta- 
ble order ;  and  have  been  exceeded,  we 
believe,  by  very  few  books  in  extent  of 
beneficial  influence.  His  ''Meditations," 
especially,  have  contributed  more,  it  is 


probable,  than  any  other  book,  to  the  val- 
uable object  of  prompting  and  guiding 
serious  minds,  of  not  the  superior  rank  in 
point  of  taste,  to  draw  materials  of  devo- 
tional thought  from  the  scenery  of  nature. 
An  immense  number  of  persons,  have  been 
taught  by  him,  to  contemplate  vicissitude 
and  phaenomenaof  the  seasons,  the  flowers 
of  the  earth,  and  the  stars  of  heaven, 
with  such  pious  and  salutary  associations, 
as  would  not  otherwise  have  been  sug- 
gested  to  their  minds :  and  the  value  of 
these  associations  is  incalculable,  on  the 
double  ground  of  enlargement  of  thought, 
and  devotional  tendency.  Hervey  ranks, 
therefore,  among  the  high  benefactors  of 
his  age. — But  in  turning  to  the  more 
strictly  literary  estimate  of  his  writings, 
there  is  no  averting  the  heavy  charges 
which  critics,  without  one  dissenting 
voice,  bring  against  his  style.  No  one 
qualified  in  the  smallest  degree  to  judge 
of  good  writing,  ever  attempts  to  contro- 
vert the  justice  with  which  they  pronounce 
that  style  artificial,  timid,  and  gaudy, 
loaded  with  an  inanimate  mass  of  epithets, 
and  in  short,  very  fine,  without  being  at 
all  rich.— Foster,  John,  1811,  Hervey' s 
Letters,  The  Eclectic  Review,  vol.  14,  p, 
1021. 

The  bloated  style  and  peculiar  rhythm 
of  Hervey,  which  is  poetic  only  on  account 
of  its  utter  unfitness  for  prose,  and  might 
as  appropriately  be  called  prosaic,  from 
its  utter  unfitness  for  poetry.— Cole- 
RmGE,  Samuel  Taylor,  1817,  Biographia 
Literaria,  ch.  xxiii. 

The  author  of  ''The  Doctor"  says  that 
some  styles  sre  flowery,  but  that  the  Med- 
itationist's  is  a  weedy  style ;  alluding,  I 
suppose,  to  its  luxuriant  commonplace, 
and  vulgar  showiness,  as  of  corn-poppies 
and  wild  mustard.  But  Hervey  seems  to 
have  been  a  simple  earnest  clergyman, 
with  his  heart  in  his  parish. — Coleridge, 
Sara,  1847,  ed.  Coleridg^s  Biographia 
Literaria,  ch.  xxiii. 

Hervey 's  "Meditations"  (1746-7),  for 
example,  was  one  of  the  most  popular 
books  of  the  century;  and  it  bears  to 
Shaftesbury  the  same  kind  of  relation 
which  Young  bears  to  Pope.  Hervey  was 
an  attached  disciple  of  Wesley;  and  a 
man  of  some  cultivation  and  great  fluency 
of  speech.  He  tried  to  eclipse  the 
worldly  writers  in  their  own  style  of  rhet- 
oric.   The  worship  of  nature  might  be 
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combined  with  the  worship  of  Jehovah. 
He  admires  the  "stupendous  orbs,"  and 
the  immortal  harmonies,  but  he  takes  care 
to  remember  that  we  must  die,  and  medi- 
ates, in  most  edifying  terms,  amongst 
the  tombs.  Such  works  can  hardly  be 
judged  by  the  common  literary  canons. 
Writings  which  are  meant  to  sanctify 
imaginative  indulgences  by  wresting  the 
ordinary  language  to  purposes  of  religious 
edification  are  often,  for  obvious  reasons, 
popular  beyond  their  merits.  Sacred 
poetry  and  religious  novels  belong  to  a 
world   of  their  own.    To   the  profane 


reader,  however,  the  fusion  of  deistical 
sentiment  and  evangelical  truth  does  not 
seem  to  have  thoroughly  effected.  There 
is  the  old  falsetto  note  which  affects  us 
disagreeably  in  Shaftesbury's  writings. 
Hervey,  after  all,  lives  in  the  eighteenth 
century,  and  though  as  his  ''Theron  and 
Aspasia"  proves,  he  could  write  with  suffi- 
cient savour  upon  the  true  Evangelical 
dogmas,  the  imaginative  symbolism  of  his 
creed  is  softened  by  the  contemporary 
currents  which  blend  with  it. — Stephen, 
Lesue,  1876,  History  of  English  Thought 
in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  n,  p.  438. 


John  Dyer 

1700?-1758 

Poet,  born  near  Llandilo,  and  educated  at  Westminster,  abandoned  law  for  art,  and 
in  1727  published  "Grongar  Hill,''  remarkable  for  simplicity,  warmth  of  feeling,  and 
exquisite  descriptions  of  scenery.  He  next  travelled  in  Italy,  returned  in  bad  health 
to  publish  the  ** Ruins  of  Rome" (1740),  took  orders,  and  in  1741  became  vicar  of  Cat- 
thorpe,  Leicestershire,  which  he  exchanged  later  for  the  Lincolnshire  livings  of  Belch- 
ford,  Coningsby,  and  Kirkby-on-Bain.  ''The  Fleece"  (1757),  a  didactic  poem,  is 
praised  by  Wordsworth  in  a  sonnet. — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chamber t^s 
Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  324. 


PERSONAL 

Dodsley,  the  bookseller,  was  one  day 
mentioning  it  ["The  Fleece"]  to  a  critical 
visitor,  with  more  expectation  of  success 
than  the  other  could  easily  admit.  In  the 
coversation  the  author's  age  was  asked ; 
and  being  represented  as  advanced  in  life, 
'*He  will,"  said  the  critic,  **be  buried  in 
woolen. '  '—Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81, 
DyeVy  Lives  of  the  English  Poet 

Mr.  Dyer  was  a  man  of  uncommon  un- 
derstanding and  attainments,  but  so  modest 
and  reserved,  that  he  frequently  sat 
silent  in  company  for  an  hour,  and  sel- 
dom spoke  unless  appealed  to ;  in  which 
case  he  generally  showed  himself  most 
intimately  acquainted  with  whatever  hap- 
pened to  be  the  subject. — Malone,  Ed- 
MOND,  1791,  Maloniana,  ed.  Prior,  p.  419. 

He  is  represented  as  a  man  of  excellent 
private  character,  and  ot  sweet  and  gentle- 
dispositions.  He  was  beloved  by,  and  he 
loved,  a  man  who  had  latterly  few  friends, 
Richard  Savage,  and  exchanged  with  him 
complimentary  poems.  He  was  the  friend 
of  Aaron  Hill,  of  Hughes,  of  Akenside, 
and  of  various  other  contemporary 
authors. —GiLFiLLAN,  George,  1858,  ed.. 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Armstrong,  Dyer 
and  Green,  p.  107. 
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GRONGAR  HILL 
1727 

Grongar  Hill"  is  the  happiest  of  his 
productions :  it  is  not  indeed  very  accu- 
rately written;  but  the  scenes  which  it 
displays  are  so  pleasing,  the  images  which 
they  raise  so  welcome  to  the  mind,  and 
the  reflections  of  the  writer  so  consonant 
to  the  general  sense  or  experience  of 
mankind,  that  when  it  is  once  read,  it  will 
be  read  again. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779- 
81,  Dyer,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Of  English  poets,  perhaps  none  have 
excelled  the  ingenuous  Mr.  Dyer  in  this 
oblique  instruction,  into  which  he  fre- 
quently steals  imperceptibly  in  his  little 
descriptive  poem  entitled  ** Grongar  Hill," 
where  he  disposes  every  object  so  as  it 
may  give  occasion  for  some  observation 
on  human  life.  Denham  himself  is  not 
superior  to  Mr.  Dyer  in  this  particular.— 
Warton,  Joseph,  1782,  Essay  on  Pope, 
vol.  I,  p.  35. 

In  the  **Grongar  Hill"  of  Dyer  we  have, 
likewise,  a  lyric  effusion  equally  spirited 
and  pleasing,  and  celebrated  for  the  fidel- 
ity of  its  delineation ;  the  commencement, 
however,  is  obscure  and  even  ungrammati- 
cal,  and  his  landscape  not  sufficiently  dis- 
tinct, wanting  what  the  artist  would  term 
proper  keeping.     It  is  nevertheless  a  very 
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e  poem  and  has  secured  to  its 
an  envied  immortality. — Drake, 
N,  1798-1820,  Literary  Hours,  vol. 
5. 

poet  cannot  trust  himself  frankly 
ribe  Nature  for  her  own  sake,  like 
vorth  or  Shelley.  —  Palgrave, 
s  Turner,  1896,  Landscape  in 
p.  171. 

THE  FLEECE 
1757 

woolcomber  and  the  poet  appear 
such  discordant  natures,  that  an 
t  to  brinp^  them  together  is  to 
the  serpent  mth  the  fowl,  .  .  . 
5,  however,  honestly  report  what- 
ay  counterbalance  this  weight  of 
3.  I  have  been  told  that  Akenside, 
3on  a  poetical  question,  has  a  right 
heard,  said,  ''That  he  would  regu- 
)  opinion  of  the  reigning  taste  by 
;e  of  Dyer's  'Fleece,'  for,  if  that 
[1  received,  he  should  not  think  it 
ger  reasonable  to  expect  fame  from 
nee." — Johnson,  Samuel,  1779- 
er.  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

beautiful,  but  too  much  neglected 
had  ere  this  attracted  the  admira- 
so  justly  merits,  had  not  the  steam 
e  of  Dr.  Johnson  intervened  to  blast 
ng  fame.  A  juster  relish  of  the 
nces  of  poetry,  and  a  more  candid 
f  criticism,  may  be  considered  as  a 
teristic  of  several  of  the  first  liter- 
n  of  the  present  day ;  and,  but  for 
rd  censure  of  the  author  of  the 
jr,  the  pages  of  Dyer  would  now, 
s,  have  been  familiar  to  every  lover 
Ige  of  nervous  and  highly  finished 
ition.  As  it  is,  however,  they  are 
consulted,  from  an  idea,  that  lit- 
thy  of  applause  would  gratify  the 
r.— Drake,  Nathan,  1798-1820, 
"2/  HourSy  vol.  i.  No.  xii,  p.  160. 

witticism  on  his  "Fleece,"  related 
Johnson,  that  its  author,  if  he  was 
nan,  would  be  buried  in  woUen,  has, 
3,  been  oftener  repeated  than  any 
3  in  the  poem  itself. — Campbell, 
3,  1819,   Specimens  of  the  British 

6  is  a  sluggishness  in  the  general 
of  the  verse  which  has  injured  the 
rity  of  the  poem.  Milton's  blank 
is  sometimes  heavy,  but  whenever 
s  great,  his  lines  become  wheels 


instinct  with  spirit,  and  they  bicker  and 
bum,  to  gain  the  expected  goal.  Thom- 
son, too,  in  his  higher  moods,  shakes  off 
his  habitual  sleepiness,  and  you  have  the 
race  of  an  elephant,  if  not  the  swiftness 
of  an  antelope.  But  Dyer,  even  when 
bright,  is  always  slow,  and,  in  this  point, 
too,  resembles  Wordsworth,  whose  "Ex- 
cursion" often  glows,  but  never  rushes, 
like  a  chariot  wheel.  On  the  whole,  to 
recur  to  the  figure  of  Gideon's  Fleece, 
Dyer's  poem  is  by  turns  very  dry  and  very 
dewy ;  now  very  dark,  and  anon  sparkling 
with  genuine  poetry.  ...  On  the  whole, 
we  think  "the  Fleece"  rather  an  unfortu- 
nate subject  for  a  poem,  although  the  fact 
that  Dyer  has  made  so  much  of  it,  and  won 
praise  from  even  fastidious  critics,  is  no 
slight  evidence  that  he  possessed  a  strong 
and  vivid  genius. — Gilpillan,  George, 
1858,  ed.y  The  Poetical  Works  (f  Arm- 
strong, Dyer  and  Green,  pp.  113,  114. 

GENERAL 

Has  more  of  poetry  in  his  imagination 
than  almost  any  of  our  number;  but 
rough  and  injudicious. — Gray,  Thomas, 
1751,  Letter  to  Horace  Walpole ;  Works,  ed. 
Gosse,  vol.  II,  p.  220. 

Though  hasty  Fame  hath  many  a  chaplet 

culled 
For  worthless  brows,  while  in  the  pensive 

shade 
Of  coldnegleot  she  leaves  thy  head  ungraced, 
Tet  pure  and  powerful  minds,  hearts  meek 

and  still, 
A  grateful  few,  shall  love  thy  modest  Lay, 
Long  as  the  shepherd's  bleating  flock  shall 

stray 
O'er  naked  Snowdon's  wide  aerial  waste; 
Long  as  the  thrush  shall  pipe  on  Grongar  Hill  1 

—Wordsworth,  Wiluam,  1810-15,  To 
the  Poet,  John  Dyer. 

Dyer's  is  a  natural  and  true  note, 
though  not  one  of  much  power  or  com- 
pass. What  he  has  written  is  his  own ; 
not  borrowed  from  or  suggested  by 
** others'  books,"  but  what  he  has  himself 
seen,  thought,  and  felt.  He  sees,  too, 
with  an  artistic  eye,  while  at  the  same 
time  his  pictures  are  full  of  the  moral 
inspiration  which  alone  makes  description 
poetry.  — Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  of  English  Literature 
and  of  the  English  Language,  vol.  ii,  p.  276. 

Is,  or  was,  known  as  the  author  of 
''Grongar  Hill"  (1727),  and  ''The 
Fleece"  (1757).    The  latter  is  in  blank 
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verse,  and  totally  worthless ;  the  former, 
however,  is  a  pretty  poem  of  description 
and  reflection,  breathing  that  intoxicating 
sense  of  natural  beauty  which  never  fails 
to  awaken  in  us  some  sympathy,  and  an 
answering  feeling  of  reality. — Arnold, 
Thomas,  1868-75,  Chaucer  to  Wordsworth, 
p.  286. 

Is  not  a  painter  who  would  constrain 
words  to  be  the  medium  of  his  art ;  he  is 
a  poet.  He  has  a  heart  that  listens,  an 
eye  that  loves ;  his  landscape  is  full  of  liv- 
ing change,  of  tender  incident,  of  the 
melody  of  breeze  and  bird  and  stream. 
.  .  .  The  farmer  still  collecting  his 
scattered  sheaves  under  the  full-orbed 
harvest  moon,  the  strong-armed  rustic 
plunging  in  the  flood  an  unshorn  ewe,  the 
carter  on  the  dusty  road  beside  his  nod- 
ding wain,  the  maiden  at  her  humming 
wheel,  delight  Dyer's  imagination  no  more 
than  do  the  Sheffield  smiths  near  the  glar- 
ing mass  ''clattering  their  heavy  hammers 
down  by  turns,"  the  builder,  trowel  in 
hand,  at  whose  spell  Manchester  rises  and 
spreads  like  Carthage  before  the  eyes  of 
/Eneas,  the  keen-eyed  factor  inspecting 
his  bales,  the  bending  porter  on  the  wharf 
where  masts  crowd  thick.  The  poet's 
ancestors,  as  he  is  pleased  to  record  in 
verse,  were  weavers,  who,  flying  from  the 
rage  of  superstition,  brought  the  loom  to 

'Hhat  soft  tract 
Of  Oambria,  deep-embayed,  Dimetian  land, 
By  green  hills  fenced,  by  ocean's  murmur 
InUU" 

From  them  he  obtained  a  goodly  heritage 
— his  love  of  freedom  and  his  love  of  in- 
dustry. He  honoured  traffic,  the  ''friend 
to  wedded  love ;"  he  honoured  England  for 
her  independence  and  her  mighty  toil; 
America,  for  her  vast  possibilities  of  well- 
being.     He  pleaded  against  the  horrors  of 


the  slave  trade.  He  courted  the  favour 
of  no  lord.  And,  in  an' age  of  city  poets, 
he  found  his  inspiration  on  the  hillside 
and  by  the  stream.— Dowden,  Edward, 
1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  m, 
p.  208. 

Dyer's  love  of  scenery  at  a  period  when, 
the  taste  was  out  of  fashion  may  give  him. 
some  claim  to  remembrance.  .  .  . 
Dyer's  longer  poems  are  now  unreadable^ 
though  there  is  still  some  charm  in  ^'Gron- 
gar  Hill"  and  some  shorter  pieces.  He  is 
probably  best  known  by  the  sonnet 
addressed  to  him  by  Wordsworth. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1888,  Dictionary  qf 
National  Biography,  vol.  xvi,  p.  287. 

It  seems  odd  that  the  extreme  awkward- 
ness of  the  opening  lines  of  '^Grongar 
Hill,"  and  a  certain  grammatical  laxity 
running  through  the  work  of  Dyer,  should 
have  been  treated  with  so  much  lenity  by 
critic  after  critic.  .  .  .  Dyer's  Welsh 
landscapes,  with  their  yellow  sun,  purple 
groves,  and  pale  blue  distance,  remind  us 
of  the  simple  drawings  of  the  earliest  Eng- 
lish masters  of  water  colour,  and  his  pre- 
cise mode  of  treating  outdoor  subjects, 
without  pedantry,  but  with  a  cold  succes- 
sion of  details,  connects  him  with  the 
lesser  Augustans  through  Somerville. 
As  the  gentleman  predicted.  Dyer  is  bur- 
ied in  the  ''woolen"  of  his  too-laborious 
'•Fleece."— GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  A 
History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature, 

In  an  ease  of  composition  which  runs 
into  laxity  he  reminds  us  occasionally  of 
George  Wither.  His  chief  merit  is,  that 
while  independent  of  Thomson,  he  was 
inspired  by  the  same  love,  and  wrote  with 
the  same  aim.  Dyer  is  not  content  with 
bare  description,  but  likes  to  moralize  on 
the  landscape  he  surveys. — Dennis,  JOHN, 
1894,  The  Age  qfPope,  p.  113. 


Thomas  Prince 

1681-1758 

A  Congregational  minister,  pastor  of  the  Old  South  Church  in  Boston,  1718-58,  aod 
one  of  the  most  fair-minded,  accurate  historical  writers  that  America  has  had.  His 
library  now  forms  a  separate  collection  in  the  Boston  Public  Library.  "Earthquakes 
of  New  England"  (1755);  "Chronological  History  of  New  England."— Adams, 
Oscar  Fay,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  American  Authors,  p.  304. 


PERSONAL 

The  22d  of  October  [1758],  will  be 
remembered  as  a  remarkable  day  in  the 
history  of  the  Town,  and  not  only  of 


Boston,  but  of  New  England ;  for  on  that 
day  died  the  Rev.  Mr.  Thomas  Prince,  a 
benefactor  of  his  country;  leaving  a  name 
which  will  be  venerated  to  the  t&hoU/A 
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iteratnre  shall  then  be  valued ;  a 
ich  may  with  pride  be  emulated 
Qquirers  after  historical  knowl- 
1  the  admirers  of  precision  and 
in  the  paths  of  history.  — 
Samuel  G.»  1855,  History  and 
es  of  Boston,  p,  646. 

I  pronounced  by  Dr.  Chauncy  the 
rned  scholar^  with  the  exception 
1  Mather,  in  New  En£:land,  and 
id  a  high  reputation  as  a  preacher, 
devout  and  amiable  man.  Six  of 
iscript  sermons  were  published 
death,  by  Dr.  John  Erskine,  of 
h.— DuYCKiNCK,  Evert  A.  and 
L.,  1855-65-75,  CyclopcBdia  of 
•  Literature,  erf.  Simons,  vol.  i, 

2d  of  October  was  the  Sabbath ; 
n  which  his  collection  of  Psalms 
as  was  used,  for  the  first  time, 
ople.  The  lips  of  their  beloved 
)re  forever  sealed ;  but  they  still 
ife  and  spirit  embalmed  in  those 
3ems,  to  be  with  them,  guiding 
comforting  them.  In  the  twink- 
an  eye,  had  he  been  changed; 
had  blossomed  into  immortality ; 
^eetest  thoughts  awoke  in  music 
ingues  of  his  weeping  congrega- 
le  sank  into  that  blessed  sleep 
rist  giveth  to  His  beloved.  The 
if  the  two  lives  was  made  perfect 
parture,  for  he  still  praised  God 
ces  of  the  living,  though  gone  to 
nber  of  the  choir  of  angels. — 
,  J.  M.,  1859,  Thomas  Prince, 
regational  Quarterly,  vol.  i,  p.  16. 

.s  a  man  of  most  tolerant  and 

spirit;  his  days  were  filled  by 

id  gracious  and  laborious  deeds ; 

great  scholar ;  he  magnified  his 

edified  the  brethren  by  publish- 

;e  number  of  judicious  and  nutri- 

mons;  he  also  revised  and  im- 

e  New  England  Psalm  Book,  **by 

voT  after  a  yet  nearer  approach 

ipired  original,  as  well  as  to  the 

>oetry  ;*'  he  took  a  special  inter- 

^sical  science,  and  formed  quite 

opinions     about     earthqusdces, 

Hhe  electrical  substance,"  and 

For  all  these  things,  he  was 

nored  in  his  own  time,  and  would 

I  deeply  forgotten  in  ours,  had 

led  to  them  very  unique  perf  orm- 

an    historian.     No   American 


writer  before  Thomas  Prince,  qualified 
himself  for  the  service  of  history  by  so 
much  conscious  and  specific  preparation ; 
and  though  others  did  more  work  in  that 
service,  none  did  better  work  than  he. 
The  foundation  of  his  character  as  a  his- 
torian was  laid  in  reverence,  not  only  for 
truth,  but  for  precision,  and  in  willingness 
to  win  it  at  any  cost  of  labor  and  of  time. 
He  likewise  felt  the  peculiar  authority  of 
originals  in  historical  testimony,  and  the 
potential  value,  for  historical  illustration, 
of  all  written  or  printed  materials  what- 
soever ;  and  while  he  was  yet  a  college- 
boy,  driven  by  the  sacred  avarice  of  an 
antiquarian  ^d  a  bibliographer,  he  began 
to  gather  that  great  library  of  early 
American  documents,  which  kept  growing 
upon  his  hands  in  magnitude  and  in  wealth 
as  long  as  his  life  lasted,  and  which,  not- 
withstanding the  ravages  of  the  time,  of 
British  troops,  of  book-borrowers,  and  of 
book-thieves,  still  remains  for  him  a  bar- 
rier against  oblivion,  and  for  every  student 
of  early  American  thought  and  action,  a 
copious  treasurer-house  of  help. — Tyler, 
Moses  Coit,  1878,  A  History  qf  American^ 
Literature,  1676-1765,  vol  ii,  p.  144. 

GENERAL 

Some  may  think  me  rather  too  critical, 
others  that  I  relate  some  circumstances 
too  minute.  As  to  the  first,  I  think  a 
Writer  of  Facts  cannot  be  too  critical: 
It  is  Exactness  I  aim  at,  and  would  not 
have  the  least  mistake,  if  possible,  pass  to 
the  World.  .  .  .  As  to  the  Second, 
those  Things  which  are  too  minute  with 
Some,  are  not  so  with  Others.  .  .  . 
And  there's  none  who  attentively  reads  a 
History  either  ancient  or  modern,  but  in 
a  great  many  Cases,  wishes  the  Writer 
had  mentioned  some  minute  Circumstances, 
that  were  then  commonly  known,  and 
thought  too  needless  or  small  to  be  noted. 
—Prince,  Thomas,  1736,  A  Chronological 
History  of  New  England. 

The  most  important  event  of  1735,  in 
this  connection,  was  the  issue  of  the  first 
volume  of  the  ''Chronological  History  of 
New  England."  .  .  .  The  list  of  man- 
uscript authorities  to  which  he  refers  is 
indeed  extensive  and  most  valuable,  and 
though  several  of  them  have  since  been 
printed,  their  publication  does  not  detract 
from  the  worth  of  his  labors  in  arranging 
them,  or  alter  our  appreciation  of  his  hon- 
esty and  exactness  in  transcribing  them. 
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If  we  add  to  the  work  to  be  performed  the 
necessity  of  examining  the  numerous  let- 
ters and  papers  collected  by  him,  and  the 
chronological  letters  and  registers  sent  to 
him  by  the  various  New  England  clergy- 
men, we  shall  no  longer  wonder  at  the 
small  number  of  theological  tracts  pro- 
duced by  him,  but  we  shall  feel  surprised 
at  the  possibility  of  his  paying  any  atten- 
tion to  all  his  clerical  duties.  In  fact, 
without  the  strong  impulse  of  a  pious  trust 
imposed  upon  him,  he  could  hardly  have 
written  his  history  in  the  time  he  occu- 
pied upon  it.  .  .  .  The  work  was  too 
learned  or  too  precise  to  suit  the  taste 
of  the  public,  and  the  second  volume, 
after  a  languishing  life  through  three 
Parts,  perished  for  want  of  patronage  in 
1755.  Though  the  author  had  been  so 
poorly  appreciated,  he  had  made  very  ex- 
tensive preparations  to  continue  his  labors, 
and  the  cover  of  the  last  Part  bore  an 
Advertisement  soliciting  information  from 
the  public  to  enable  him  to  render  his 
book  complete.— Whitmore,  W.  H.,1860, 
Life  and  Labors  of  Thomas  Prince^  North 
American  Review,  vol.  91,  pp,  368,  369, 
371. 

He  was  a  devotee  to  historical  accuracy, 
a  knight-errant  of  precise  and  unadorned 
fact,   an  historical    sceptic    before  the 


philosophy  of  historical  scepticism  was 
bom.— Tyler,  Moses  Corr,  1878,  A  His- 
tory of  American  Literature,  1676-1765, 
voL  II,  p.  146. 

The  author  was  a  slow  worker  and  a  busy 
man ;  there  was  waiting  for  such  work  as 
his  a  real  but  not  an  enthusiastic  nor  a 
lasting    welcome;   and     he   apparently 
allowed  his  zeal  to  flag  towards  the  close 
of  his  life.     In  what  he  did  he  displayed 
the  internal  qualities  needed  in  an  histo- 
rian :  painstaking  care  for  accuracy,  and 
a  philosophic  temper;    and  though  his 
book  is  somewhat  forbidding  in  form  and 
lacking  in  beauty  of  style,  it  marked  an 
improvement  upon  the  slipshod  work  of 
Morton.     Prince  was  the  direct  forerun- 
ner of  thd  eminent  list  of  Boston  histo- 
rians ;  his  name  is  fitly  commemorated  by 
one  of  the  historical  societies  of  that  city. 
—Richardson,  Charles  P.,  1887,  Amer- 
ican Literature,  1607-1885,  vol.  i,  p.  114 

In  his  love  of  accuracy  and  original 
sources  Prince  belongs  to  the  contempo- 
rary ** erudite"  school  of  historians,  who 
all  over  Europe  were  amassing,  with  a 
painstaking  and  critical  spirit  that  was 
new,  vast  stores  of  material  for  the  re- 
writing of  history. — Bronson,  Walter 
C,  1900,  A  Short  History  qf  American 
Literature,  p.  36,  note. 


Allan  Ramsay 

1686-1758 

Bom,  at  Leadhills,  near  Crawford,  Lanarkshire,  15  Oct.  1686.  Educated  at  village 
school  at  Crawford.  Apprenticed  to  a  wig-maker  in  Edinburgh,  1701.  At  conclusion 
of  apprenticeship,  set  up  in  business.  Married  Christian  Ross,  1712.  Mem.  of  Jaco- 
bite ** Essay  Club,"  1712-15.  Prolific  writer  of  occasional  poetry.  Started  business 
as  a  bookseller,  1716  L?].  Drama,  **The  Gentle  Shepherd,"  performed  in  Edinburgh. 
1729.  Built  a  theatre  in  Edinburgh,  1736 ;  closed  it  1737.  Retired  from  business, 
1755.  Died,  in  Edinburgh,  7  Jan.  1758.  Buried  in  Old  Greyfriars  Churchyari 
Works:  ''The  Battel"  (anon.),  1716;  "Tartana"  [1717?];  ''Scots  Songs,"  1718; 
'TheScriblersLash'd,"  1718;  "Christ's  Kirk  on  the  Green,"  1718;  ''Elegies  on  Mag- 
gie Johnson,  John  Cowper  and  Lucky  Wood,"  1718;  "Content,"  1720;  "The  Pros- 
pect of  Plenty,"  1720;  "Robert,  Richy  and  Sandy,"  1721 ;  "Poems"  (2  vols.),  1721- 
28;  "Fables  and  Tales,"  1722;  "A  Tale  of  Three  Bonnets"  (anon.),  1722;  "The 
Pair  Assembly,"  1723;  "Health,"  1724;  "The  Tea-Table  Miscellany"  (3  vols.), 
1724-27;  "The  Ever  Green"  (2  vols.),  1724;  "The  Gentle  Shepherd,"  1725;  '*A 
Scots  Ode  to  the  British  Antiquarians"  [1726];  "New  Miscellany  of  Scots  Songs,'* 
1727;  "A  Collection  of  Thirty  Fables,"  1730;  "The  Morning  Interview, "  1731;  **An 
Address  of  Thanks  from  the  Society  of  Rakes"  (anon.),  1734;  "Collection  of 
Scots  Proverbs,"  1737;  "Hardyknute,"  by  Lady  Wardlaw,  completed  by  Ramsay, 
1745;  "The  Vision"  (anon.),  1748.  Collected  Works:  in  3  vols.,  1851.  Life:  by 
0.  Smeaton,  1896.— Sharp,  R.  Farquhabson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  qf  English  Authm, 
p.  235. 
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PERSONAL 

ersonal  history  of  Allan  Ramsay 
d  by  few  circumstances  of  strik- 
rest;  yet,  independently  of  his 
le  cannot  be  reckoned  an  insignifi- 
vidual  who  gave  Scotland  her  first 
ng  library,  and  who  established 
t  regular  theatre. — Campbell, 
1819,  Specimens  of  the  British 

Ramsay  knew  his  friends  Gay  and 
:le  as  well  in  their  writings,  as  he 
1  he  came   to  be  personally  ac- 

with  them;  but  Allan,  who  had 
up  from  a  barber's  shop  into  a 
jr's  was  **a  cunning  shaver ;"  and 
vould  have  guessed  the  author  of 
atle  Shepherd"  to  be  penurious. 

Leigh,  1850,  Autobiography. 

Ramsay  was  not  a  man  to  be  pat- 
he  had  too  good  an  opinion  of 
he  was  too  contented  with  his 
he  world;  and  it  can  hardly  be 
ed  that  when  he  went  to  this  or 
r  nobleman's  house  he  considered 
or  reciprocal  and  the  obligation 
This  frank  jovial  little  man  did 
B  one  whit  of  his  dignity  in  any 
3sence ;  and  his  good  nature,  his 
r  of  opinion,  his  ready  palliation 
jr    people's  shortcomings,   were 
ig  unusual  at  that  time  for  one 
ition,  and  served  to  render  him  a 
favourite.  —  Black,    William, 
Poetical  Barber,   Once  a  Week, 
p.  614. 

s  one  of  the  poets  to  whom,  in  a 

y  point  of  view,  poetry  had  been 

blessing,  and  who  could  combine 

irsuits  with  those  of  an  ordinary 

He  possessed  that  turn  of  mind 

ime  says  it  is  more  happy  to  pos- 

Q  to  be  born  to  an  estate  of  ten 

1  a  year— a  disposition  always  to 

favourable    side    of    things. — 

James  Grant,  1876,  The  Poets 

ry  of  Scotland,  vol.  I,  p.  104. 

I  Castlehill  Allan  Ramsay  retired 
ter  years,  and  there  in  the  lodg- 

for  himself  on  this  novel  Parnas- 
jported  anew  with  the  Muses  to 

had  paid  his  devoirs  in  earlier 
metimes  in  less  prudent  fashion. 
1743  the  *Toet's  Nest"  was  built, 
ill  stands  surrounded  by  private 
ad  civic  pleasure  grounds,  looking 


across  the  bed  of  the  old  Nor  Loch  on  as 
magnificent  a  landscape  and  civic  fore- 
ground as  poet,  could  desire.  According 
to  the  tale  told  to  me  by  Mr.  Alexander 
Smellie, — the  son  of  Burns's  old  cronie, 
author  of  **The  Philosophy  of  Natural 
History," — the  poet  applied  to  the  Crown 
for  a  grant  of  as  much  land  on  the  Castle- 
hill as  would  suffice  him  to  build  a  cage 
for  his  burd,  i.  e.  his  wife.  On  the  site 
apportioned  to  him  he  erected  the  octag- 
onal structure,  still  forming  the  centre 
of  Ramsay  Lodge,  which,  before  it  re- 
ceived its  later  additions,  looked  not  unlike 
a  large  parrot's  cage. — Wilson,  Daniel, 
1878,  Reminiscences  af  Old  Edinburgh, 
vol.  u,  p.  130. 

At  fifteen,  he  stood  alone  in  the  world, 
an  orphan  in  a  strange  city,  friendless 
and  penniless,  entirely  dependent  for  the 
means  of  earning  a  livelihood  on  the  pros- 
pect of  being  wig-weaver.  He  gradually 
raised  himself  to  a  position  of  honour  and 
wealth,  became  the  associate  and  friend 
of  some  of  the  most  eminent  men  in  his 
neighbourhood,  and  the  correspondent  of 
several  of  the  leading  literary  men  of  his 
time,  gave  his  son  a  costly  training  in  art 
both  at  home  and  abroad,  and  left  his 
children  well-provided  in  an  easy  inde- 
pendency. His  enterprise  is  another  fea- 
ture of  his  conduct.  He  abandoned  the 
trade  to  which  he  had  been  bred,  and  by 
which  he  was  securing  an  independency, 
for  one  of  which  he  had  little  but  an  on- 
looker's knowledge,  and  found  without 
assistance  his  advantage  in  the  exchange. 
Then  he  was  the  first  to  introduce  that 
system  of  lending  out  books  which  is 
now  known  as  the  Circulating  Library. 
He  was  further  the  first  person  to  erect  a 
house  in  Edinburgh  for  dramatic  repre- 
sentations, and  though  the  undertaking 
failed,  and  almost  ruined  him,  it  failed 
only  through  the  bigotry  and  timidity  of 
the  city  rulers.  If  the  house  had  been 
licensed  there  is  no  doubt  that  it  would 
have  been  both  a  profitable  venture  and  a 
liberalising  agency. — Robertson,  J.  Logie, 
1886,  ed..  Poems  by  Allan  Ramsay  {Can-- 
terbury  Poets),  Biographical  Introduction, 
p,  xlvii. 

Allan  Ramsay  is  believed  to  lie  under  a 
birch-tree  almost  in  front  of  the  tablet  to 
his  memory,  on  the  south  side  of  the  Grey- 
friars'  Church,  although  there  is  no  stone 
to  mark  his  grave.— Hutton,  Laurence, 
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1891,  Literary  Landmarks  qf  Edinburgh^ 
p.  30. 

Perhaps  as  eood  an  idea  as  any,  of  the 
personal  appearance  of  the  poet,  is  to  be 
got  from  his  statue  by  Sir  John  Steel 
which  stands  close  by  the  monument  to 
Scott  in  Princes  Street  Gardens ;  but  ref- 
erences to  his  shorty  active  figure,  his 
round  humourous  face,  dark  twinkling 
eyes,  and  mouth  ever  ready  with  a  merry 
epigram,  live  in  all  the  Edinburgh  remi- 
niscences of  his  time.  Of  all  the  great 
personages,  indeed,  who  at  that  day  came 
and  went  on  the  plainstones  of  Edinburgh, 
none  is  remembered  more  pleasantly  and 
affectionately  than  the  genial  bookseller- 
poet.— Eyre-Todd,  George,  1896,  Scot- 
tish  Poetry  of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vd. 
I,  p.  40. 

Existing  portraits,  including  the  one 
most  valued  for  its  fidelity  to  the  original, 
that  by  his  son,  Allan  Ramsay,  the  artist 
(Portrait-painter  in  Ordinary  to  King 
George  in.),  show  him  to  have  possessed 
features- thAt  were  delicate  and  sharply 
chiselled,  keen  dark  eyes,  a  mobile,  sensi- 
tive mouth,  a  complexion  dark  almost  to 
swarthiness,  and  a  high  rounded  forehead. 
To  these  items  may  be  added  those  others 
coming  as  side-lights,  thrown  on  a  man's 
character  and  individuality  by  the  passing 
references  of  contemporaries.  From  such 
sources  we  learn  that  his  face  was  one 
whereon  were  writ  large,  contentment 
with  himself  and  with  the  world,  as  well 
as  a  certain  pawky  shrewdness  and  unaf- 
fected bonhomie.  This  expression  was 
largely  induced  by  the  twinkling  of  his 
beadlike  eyes,  and  the  lines  of  his  mouth, 
which  curved  upwards  at  the  comers; 
almost  imperceptibly,  it  is  true,  yet  suffi- 
ciently to  flash  into  his  countenance  that 
subtle  element  of  humourous  eanniness 
which  has  been  accepted  by  many  as  the 
prime  attribute  of  his  character.  .  .  . 
His  figure  was  thickset,  but  had  not  as 
yet  acquired  the  squatness  of  later  days. 
If  in  the  years  to  come  he  grew  to  resem- 
ble George  Eliot's  portrait  of  Mr.  Casson, 
when  the  inevitable  penalty  of  sedentari- 
ness and  good  living  has  to  be  paid  in  in- 
creasing corpulence,  he  never  lost  his  trip- 
ping gait  which  in  early  manhood  earned 
for  him  the  scbriquet  of  '*Denty  Allan.*' 
In  deportment  and  dress  he  was  ''easy, 
trig  and  neat, "  leaning  a  little  to  vanity's 
side    in   his   manners,  yet  nathless  as 


honourable,  sound-hearted,  clean-souled  a 
gentleman  as  any  that  lounged  around 
Edinburgh  Cross  of  a  sunny  Saturday 
afternoon.  Such  was  the  youth  that  pre- 
sented himself  to  bonny  Kirsty  Ross  at  her 
father's  tea-table.  .  .  .  Hislovable- 
ness  and  generosity  notwithstanding,  Ram- 
say's vanity  and  self-complacency  meets 
us  at  every  turn.  To  omit  mentioning  it 
would  be  to  present  an  unfaithful  portrait 
of  the  honest  poet.  On  the  other  hand, 
justice  compels  one  to  state  that,  if  vain, 
he  was  neither  jealous  nor  ungenerous.  He 
was  always  ready  to  recognise  the  meritsof 
others,  and  his  egoism  was  not  selfishness. 
Though  he  might  not  care  to  deny  himself 
to  his  own  despite  for  the  good  of  others, 
he  was  perfectly  ready  to  assist  his  neigh- 
bour when  his  own  and  his  family's  needs 
had  been  satisfied.— Smeaton,  Ouphant, 
1896,i4{kn  Ramsay  (Famous  Scots  Series), 
pp.  12,62. 

FABLES  AND  TALES 
1722 

*'The  Monk  and  the  Miller's  Wife" 
would  of  itself  be  his  passport  to  immor- 
tality as  a  comic  poet.  In  this  capacity 
he  might  enter  the  lists  with  Chaucer  and 
Boccacio  with  no  great  risk  of  discomfit- 
ure. Though  far  their  inferior  in  ac- 
quired address,  his  native  strength  was 
perhaps  not  widely  disproportionate. 
.  .  .  A  story  of  more  festive  humour 
could  not  have  been  devised.  The  cluur- 
acters  are  sustained  with  consummate  pro- 
priety; the  manners  are  true  to  nature; 
and  poetic  justice  is  not  strictly  observed 
in  the  winding  up  of  the  piece. — Tytlbr, 
Alexander  Fraser  (Lord  Woodhousb- 
lee),  1800,  Remarks  on  the  Genius  and 
Writings  of  Allan  Ramsay y  pp.  Ixxii,  IzxiiL 

THE  TEA-TABLE  MISCELLANY 

1724r-27 

The  object  of  "The  Tea  Table  Miscel- 
lany"  was  to  please  the  public,  not  to  in- 
struct the  inquirer  into  the  history  of 
Scottish  songs;  and  all  who  have  ever 
handled  it  with  a  historical  object  in  view 
have  had  in  consequence  to  lament  the 
vagueness  and  meagerness  of  the  infor- 
mation supplied.  Nothing  is  told  but  the 
bare  fact  that  a  song  is  old,  old  with  addi- 
tions, or  new — sometimes  not  so  much  as 
that.  In  what  way  recovered,  or  how  old, 
or  on  what  ground  it  was  believed  to  be 
old,  are  questions  to  which  there  is  no 
answer  in  Ramsay.    He  cannot  however 
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be  blamed  for  not  accomplishing  what  he 
never  attempted,  or  for  being  blind  to 
that  which  none  of  his  contemporaries 
perceived.  *  *  The  Tea  Table  Miscellany, ' ' 
faulty  as  it  is  from  the  point  of  view  of 
literary  history,  was  and  long  remained 
without  rival  as  a  collection  of  Scottish 
songs;  and  it  has  preserved  much  that 
otherwise  would  probably  have  been  lost. 
The  success  of  Ramsay  too,  encouraging 
others,  like  Oswald  and  Thomson,  to 
labour  in  the  siEune  field,  led  indirectly  to 
the  recovery  and  preservation  of  other 
pieces. — Walker,  Hugh,  1893,  Three 
Centuries  cf  Scottish  Liieraiure^  vol.  li,  p.  6. 

THE  EVERGREEN 
1724 

But  the  first  editor  who  seems  to  have 
made  a  determined  effort  to  preserve  our 
ancient  popular  poetry  was  the  well-known 
Allan  Ramsay,  in  his  Evergreen,  contain- 
ing chiefly  extracts  from  the  ancient  Scot- 
tish Makers,  whose  poems  have  been  pre- 
served in  the  Bannatyne  Manuscript,  but 
exhibiting  amongst  them  some  popular 
ballads.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1802-3, 
€d..  Minstrelsy  (/  the  Scottish  Border,  In- 
troduetory  Remarks  on  Popular  Poetry. 

But  for  the  publication  of  the  **  Ever- 
green,"  the  world  might  never  have  learnt 
to  doubt  the  veracity  of  Allan  Ramsay. 
On  the  other  hand,  had  the  ''Evergreen" 
not  come  down  to  us,  the  **  Vision" — its 
principal  attraction — would  have  been 
wanting,  and  the  poet  would  have  lost  one 
of  the  noblest  of  his  laurels.  It  is  better, 
perhaps,  as  it  is.  At  any  rate  it  is  cer- 
tain, that  what  Ramsay  has  lost  in  char- 
acter, he  has  gained  in  poetic  fame.  The 
world  deals  mercifully  with  literary 
frauds,  the  more  so,  perhaps,  as  the  world 
is  likely  to  be  a  gainer  by  them.  On  the 
other  hand,  who  does  not  feel  for  those 
gentlemen  who  spent  years  of  their  lives 
in  fruitless  researches,  all  because  a  Ram- 
eay  would  not  own  that  he  was  the  author 
of  the  **  Vision,"  or  a  Chatter  ton  that  he 
wrote  the  ''Rowley  Manuscripts"?  Per- 
haps the  less  we  say  on  the  matter  the 
better  for  our  author,  who  certainly 
deserves  enough  at  our  hands  to  be  spared 
any  unnecessary  reproaches.  There  are 
spots  on  the  sun ;  our  author  was  not  with- 
out his.  His  gravest  fault  was  that  he 
was  a  dishonest  editor.  We  must  not 
forget,  however,  that  he  wrote  one  of 
the  finest  pastorals  in  any  language  and 


that  the  authorship  of  the  "Gentle  Shep- 
herd" is  a  passport  to  immortality  as 
good  as  any  that  has  been  signed  of  late 
years.— Mackay,  Charles,  1870,  erf.,  TTie 
Poetical  Works  of  Allan  Ramsay,  Ltfe,  p.  iv. 

THE  GENTLE  SHEPHERD 

1726 

I  spoke  of  Allan  Ramsay's  ''Gentle 
Shepherd,"  in  the  Scottish  dialect,  as  the 
best  pastoral  that  had  ever  been  written ; 
not  only  abounding  with  beautiful  rural 
imagery,  and  just  and  pleasing  sentiments, 
but  being  a  real  picture  of  manners ;  and 
I  offered  to  teach  Dr.  Johnson  to  under- 
stand it.  '*No,  sir,"  said  he;  "I  won't 
learn  it.  You  shall  retain  your  superi- 
ority by  my  not  knowing  it. ' ' — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1773,  Ltfe  by  Boswell. 

The  greater  part  of  Ramsay's  ''Gentle 
Shepherd"  is  written  in  a  broad  Scotch 
dialect.  The  sentiments  of  that  piece  are 
natural,  the  circumstances  interesting; 
the  characters  well  drawn,  well  distin- 
guished, and  well  contrasted;  and  the 
fable  has  more  probability  than  any  other 
pastoral  drama  I  am  acquainted  with.  To 
an  Englishman,  who  had  never  conversed 
with  the  common  people  of  Scotland,  the 
language  would  appear  only  antiquated, 
obscure,  or  unintelligible ;  but  to  a  Scotch- 
man who  thoroughly  understands  it,  and 
is  aware  of  its  vulgarity,  it  appears  ludi- 
crous ;  from  the  contrast  between  mean" 
ness  of  phrase,  and  dignity  or  seriousness 
of  sentiment.  This  gives  a  farcical  air 
even  to  the  most  affecting  parts  of  the 
poem ;  and  occasions  an  impropriety  of  a 
peculiar  kind,  which  is  very  observable  in 
the  representation.  And  accordingly, 
this  play,  with  all  its  merit,  and  with  a 
strong  national  partiality  in  its  favour, 
has  never  given  general  satisfaction  upon 
the  stage.  —  Beattie,  James,  1776-9, 
On  Laughter  and  Ludicrous  Composition, 
Essays  on  Poetry  and  Music,  p.  382. 

It  is  a  great  disadvantage  to  this  beau- 
tiful poem,  that  it  is  written  in  the  old 
rustic  dialect  of  Scotland,  which,  in  a 
short  time,  will  probably  be  entirely  ob- 
solete, and  not  intelligible;  and  it  is  a 
farther  disadvantage,  that  it  is  so  entirely 
informed  on  the  rural  manners  of  Scot- 
land, that  none  but  a  native  of  that  coun- 
try can  thoroughly  understand  or  relish  it. 
But,  though  subject  to  those  local  disad- 
vantages, which  confine  its  reputation 
within  narrow  limits,  it  is  full  of  so  much 


406 


ALLAN  RAMSAY 


natural  description,  and  tender  sentiment, 
as  would  do  honour  to  any  poet.  The 
characters  are  well  drawn,  the  incidents 
affecting,  the  scenery  and  manners  lively 
and  just.  It  affords  a  strong  proof,  both 
of  the  power  which  nature  and  simplicity 
possess,  to  reach  the  heart  in  every  sort 
of  writing;  and  of  the  variety  of  pleasing 
characters  and  subjects,  with  which  pas- 
toral poetry,  when  properly  managed,  is 
capable  of  being  enlivened. — Blair,  Hugh, 
1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and  Belies^ 
LettreSy  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xxxix. 

Exhibited  rusticity  without  vulgarity, 
and  elegant  sentiment  without  affectation. 
— RoscoE,  WiLUAM,  1795,  Life  of  Lo- 
renzo de  *  Medici. 

One  of  the  finest  pastoral  comedies  in 
any  language ;  and  which  could  have  been 
only  produced  by  art,  co-operating  with 
genius,  in  a  propitious  moment  for  shep- 
herdish  poetry.  —  Chalbiers,  George, 
1800,  ed.,  The  Poems  of  Allan  Ramsay, 
Life,  vol.  I,  p.  xxvii. 

To  every  Englishman,  and,  I  trust,  to 
every  Scotsman  not  of  fastitidous  refine- 
ment, the  dialect  of  the  "Gentle  Shep- 
herd" will  appear  to  be  most  perfectly 
consonant  to  the  characters  of  the  speak- 
ers and  the  times  in  which  the  action  is 
laid.  To  this  latter  circumstance  the 
critics  I  have  just  mentioned  seem  not  to 
have  been  sufiiciently  attentive.  The  lan- 
guage of  this  pastoral  is  not  precisely  the 
Scotish  language  of  the  present  day :  the 
poet  himself  spoke  the  language  of  the 
beginning  of  the  century,  and  his  persons 
were  of  the  age  preceding  that  period. 
To  us  their  dialect  is  an  antiquated  tongue, 
and,  as  such,  it  carries  with  it  a  Doric 
simplicity.  But  when  we  consider  both 
the  characters  and  the  times,  it  has  an 
indispensable  propriety ;  and  to  have  given 
the  speakers  in  the  **  Gentle  Shepherd"  a 
more  refined  and  polished  dialect,  or  more 
modern  tone  of  conversation,  would  have 
been  a  gross  violation  of  truth  and  nature. 
— Tytler,  Alexander  Fraser  (Lord 
Woodhouselee),  1800,  Remarks  on  the 
Genius  and  Writings  qf  Allan  Ramsay,  p,  c. 

The  Gentle  Shepherd  stands  quite  apart 
from  the  general  pastoral  poetry  of  mod- 
ern Europe.  It  has  no  satyrs,  no  feature- 
less simpletons,  nor  drowsy  and  still  land- 
scapes of  nature,  but  distinct  characters 
and  amusing  incidents.  The  principal 
shepherd  never  speaks  out  of  consistency 


with  the  habits  of  a  peasant;  but  he 
moves  in  that  sphere  with  such  a  manly 
spirit,  with  so  much  cheerful  sensibility 
to  its  humble  joys,  with  maxims  of  life  so 
rational  and  independent,  and  with  an 
ascendancy  over  his  fellow  swains  so  well 
maintained  by  his  force  of  character,  that 
if  we  could  suppose  the  pacific  scenes  of 
the  drama  to  be  suddenly  changed  into 
situations  of  trouble  and  danger,  we 
should,  in  exact  consistency  with  our 
former  idea  of  him,  expect  him  to  become 
the  leader  of  the  peasants,  and  the  Tell 
of  his  native  hamlet.  Nor  is  the  charac- 
ter of  his  mistress  less  beautifully  con- 
ceived. She  is  represented,  like  hintiself, 
as  elevated,  by  a  fortunate  discovery, 
from  obscure  to  opulent  life,  yet  as 
equally  capable  of  being  the  ornament  of 
either.  A  Richardson  or  a  D' Arblay,  had 
they  continued  her  history,  might  have 
heightened  the  portrait,  but  they  would 
not  have  altered  its  outline.  Like  the 
poetry  of  Tasso  and  Ariosto,  that  of  the 
**  Gentle  Shepherd"  is  engraved  on  the 
memory  of  its  native  country.  Its  verses 
have  passed  into  proverbs;  and  it  con- 
tinues to  be  the  delight  and  solace  of  the 
peasantry  whom  it  describes. — Campbell, 
Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  qf  the  British 
Poets. 

Shepherd.  I  hae  some  thocht  o'  writing 
a  play — a  Pastoral  Drama. 

North.  What,  James!  after  Allan 
Ramsay— after  the  ''Gentle  Shepherd?" 

Shepherd.  What  for  no?  That's  a 
stupid  apophthegm,  though  you  said  it.  I 
wad  hae  mair  variety  o'  characters,  and 
inceedents,and  passions  o'  the  human  mind 
in  my  drama — mair  fun,  and  frolic,  and 
daflSn — in  short,  mair  o'  what  you,  and  the 
like  o'  you,  ca'  coorseness ; — no  sae  muckle 
see-sawing  between  ony  twa  individual 
hizzies,  as  in  Allan;  and,  aboon  a' 
things,  a  mair  natural  and  wise-like  catas- 
trophe. My  peasant  or  shepherd  lads 
should  be  sae  in  richt  earnest,  and  no  turn 
out  Sirs  and  Lords  upon  you  at  the  hinder 
end  o'  the  drama.  No  but  that  I  wad 
aiblins  introduce  the  upper  ranks  intil 
the  wark ;  but  they  should  stand  abeigh 
frae  the  lave  of  the  characters, — by  way 
o'  contrast,  or  by  way  o'  "similitude  in 
dissimilitude,"  as  that  haverer  Words- 
worth is  sae  fond  o'  talking  and  writing 
about.  Aboon  a'  things.  I  wus  to  draw 
the  pictur  o'  a  perfect  and  polished  Scotch 
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gentleman  o'  the  auld  schule. — Wilson, 
John,  1825,  Nodes  AmbrosiaruB^  ed.  Mae- 
kemie^  vol.  ii,  p.  60. 

One  of  the  most  remarkable  and  truly 
national  Scottish  poets  is  Allan  Ramsay, 
whose  ''Gentle  Shepherd"  is  perhaps  the 
only  modem  pastoral  which  can  be  com- 
pared to  the  exquisite  creations  of  Theocri- 
tus. It  is  the  first  successful  solution  of 
that  difScult  problem,  to  represent  rustic 
manners  as  they  really  are,  and  at  the 
same  time  so  as  to  make  them  attractive 
and  graceful.  The  difficulty  of  the  task 
will  best  be  appreciated  by  reflecting  on 
the  innumerable  failures,  from  Virgil 
down  to  Shenstone,  which  crowd  the  an- 
nals of  literature.  But  the  rustic  pictures 
of  Allan  Ramsay  breathe  the  freshness  of 
real  country  life — they  have  an  atmos- 
phere of  nature,  the  breezy  freshness  of 
the  fields;  he  has  revived  the  magic  of 
Theocritus,  and  given  us  a  glimpse  into 
the  interior  life  of  the  real  shepherds, 
with  their  artless  vigour  and  unsophisti- 
cated feelings.— Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847, 
Outlines  of  English  Literature,  p.  313. 

Allan  Ramsay  is  the  prince  of  the 
homely  pastoral  drama.  .  .  .  Allan 
Ramsay  is  not  only  entitled  to  the  desig- 
nation we  have  given  him,  but  in  some 
respects  is  the  best  pastoral  writer  in  the 
world.  .  .  .  Allan  Ramsay's  poem  is 
not  only  a  probable  and  pleasing  story,  con- 
taining charming  pictures,  much  knowl- 
edge of  life,  and  a  good  deal  of  quiet 
humour,  but  in  some  respects  it  may  be 
called  classical,  if  by  classical  is  meant 
ease,  precision,  and  unsuperfluousness  of 
style.  Ramsay's  diction  is  singularly 
straightforward,  seldom  needing  the  as- 
sistance of  inversions ;  and  he  rarely  says 
anything  for  the  purpose  of  ** filling  up;" 
— two  freedoms  from  defect  the  reverse 
of  vulgar  and  commonplace;  nay,  the 
reverse  of  a  great  deal  of  what  pretends 
to  be  fine  writing,  and  is  received  as  such. 
We  confess  we  never  tire  of  dipping  into 
it,  ''on  and  off,"  any  more  than  into 
Fletcher,  or  Milton,  or  into  Theocritus 
himself,  who,  for  the  union  of  something 
higher  with  true  pastoral,  is  unrivalled  in 
short  pieces.  The  "Gentle  Shepherd"  is 
not  a  forest,  nor  a  mountainside,  nor 
Arcady ;  but  it  is  a  field  full  of  daisies, 
with  a  brook  in  it,  and  a  cottage  "at  the 
sunny  end;"  and  this  we  take  to  be  no 
mean  thing,  either  in  the  real  or  the  ideal 


world.  Our  Jar  of  Honey  may  well  lie 
for  a  few  moments  among  its  heather,  al- 
beit filled  from  Hybla.  There  are  bees, 
"look  you,"  in  Habbie's  How.  Theocri- 
tus and  Allan  shake  hands  over  a  shep- 
herd's pipe.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1848,  A  Jar 
(f  Honey  from  Mount  Hybla,  eh.  viii. 

Allan  Ramsay's  pastoral  play  of  "The 
Gentle  Shepherd"  deserves  Hogg's  cen- 
sure, for  it  has  the  fault  of  being  in 
rhyme,  which  is  not  the  language  of  com- 
mon, to  say  nothing  of  pastoral,  life. 
The  dinouement,  accurately  described  in 
the  text,  is  forced  and  unnatural.  He 
scarcely  merits  the  title  of  "the  Scottish 
Theocritus.  "—Mackenzie,  R.  Shelton, 
1854,  ed.,  Noctes  Ambrosiance,  vol.  ii,  p. 
61,  note. 

The  finest  existing  specimen  of  its  class. 

— COLUER,    WlLUAM    FRANCIS,    1861,  A 

History  of  English  Literature,  p.  290. 

Any  one  at  all  acquainted  with  the  lit- 
erature of  the  age  in  which  Ramsay  lived, 
is,  on  reading  for  the  first  time  "The 
Gentle  Shepherd,"  at  once  struck  with  its 
peculiar  freshness  and  naturalness :  sum- 
mer breezes  seem  to  be  rushing  through 
its  pages,  scented  with  odours  of  bean- 
blossom  and  clover.  His  pictures  of 
country  scenery  are  most  life-like  and 
pleasing ;  his  characters  talk  frankly  and 
openly,  without  set  forms  of  speech,  and 
without  that  coarseness  which  so  fre- 
quently disfigures  the  writings  of  contem- 
porary authors.  An  excellent  piece  of 
dramatic  composition,  "The  Gentle  Shep- 
herd" is  also  a  thoroughly  genial  and  sat- 
isfactory book  for  the  fire-side,  or  for  a 
summer  afternoon's  ramble;  the  Scotti- 
cisms with  which  it  abounds  give  it  an  air 
of  quaintness,  and  rarely  obscure  the  text 
even  for  southern  readers ;  while  there  is 
throughout  a  healthy,  cheerful  tone,  re- 
freshing as  the  blowing  of  July  winds. 
—Black,  William,  1864,  A  Poetical 
Barber,  Once  a  Week,  vol.  11,  p.  615. 

The  feelings  of  our  age  may  be  now  and 
then  offended  by  a  freedom  of  speech  that 
borders  on  coarseness,  but  that  the  tex- 
ture of  the  poem  is  stirring  and  human 
hearted  is  proved  by  the  hold  it  still 
retains  on  the  Scottish  peasantry.  If 
here  and  there  a  false  note  mars  the  truth 
of  the  human  manners,  as  when  Scotch 
Lowland  shepherds  talk  of  playing  on 
reeds  and  fiutes,  the  scenery  of  "The 
Gentle  Shepherd"  is  true  to  Nature  as  it 
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is  among  the  Pentland  Hills. — Shairp, 
John  Campbell,  1877,  On  Poetic  Inter- 
pretation  <f  Nature,  p.  195. 

With  genuine  freshness  and  hmnonr, 
bnt  withont  a  trace  of  burlesqne,  trans- 
ferred to  the  scenery  of  the  Pentland  Hills 
the  lovely  tale  of  Florizel  and  Perdita. 
The  dramatic  form  of  this  poem  is  only  an 
accident,  bnt  it  doubtless  suggested  an 
experiment  of  a  different  kind  to  the  most 
playful  of  London  wits. — Ward,  Adol- 
PHUS  WiLUAM,  1877,  Drama,  Eneyclo- 
ptBdia  Britanniea,  vol.  vn. 

Though  it  now  reads  like  a  conventional 
drama,  seemed  like  a  breath  of  fresh  air 
to  those  who  first  read  it.  All  the  wits 
of  the  time  admired  it,  and  justly. — 
Perry,  Thomas  Sergeant,  1883,  Bkglish 
Literature  in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  p. 
389. 

In  his  creations  the  people  recognised 
themselves,  and  the  scenes  amid  which 
they  moved — their  every-day  life,  their 
loves,  their  aspirations  were  all  mirrored 
in  its  pages.  Their  emulation  was  roused, 
and  Patie  and  Peggy  have  lived  as  an  ideal 
hero  and  heroine  in  the  minds  of  many  a 
Scottish  lad  and  lass.  It  must  be  remem- 
bered that  "The  Gentle  Shepherd"  does 
not  pretend  to  convey  any  exalted  philos- 
ophy of  life  or  morals.  It  is  purely  and 
simply  a  love  story,  and  its  "summons'' 
to  lads  and  lasses  to  "pu'  the  gowan  in 
its  prime"  is  no  more  "pagan"  than  sim- 
ilar advice  given  in  higher  quarters. 
There  are,  of  course,  some  suggestions  of 
coarseness  in  it;  it  would  not  be  the 
graphic  portraiture  of  peasant  life  of  the 
eighteenth  century  that  it  is,  if  there 
were  not ;  but  for  the  time  at  which  it 
was  written  it  is  singularly  free  from 
such  blemishes,  and  its  teaching  is  on  the 
side  of  contentment  and  virtue. — TuL- 
LOCH,  W.  W.,  1886,  Allan  Ramsay  and 
''The  Gentle  Shepherd,""  Good  Words,  vol. 
27,  p.  678. 

Even  Burns  had  not  the  universal  ac- 
ceptance, the  absolute  command  of  his 
audience,  which  belonged  to  honest  Allan. 
There  were  politicians  and  there  were 
ecclesiastics,  and  good  people  neither  one 
nor  the  other,  who  shook  their  troubled 
heads  over  the  ploughman  who  would  not 
confine  himself  to  the  daisy  of  the  field  or 
the  Saturday  night's  observances  of  the 
Cottar,  but  was  capable  of  Holy  Willie 


and  the  Holy  Fair.  But  Ramsay  had  no 
gainsayer,  and  "The  Gentle  Shepherd" 
was  the  first  of  books  in  most  Lowland 
homes.  Its  construction,  its  language 
and  sentiments,  are  all  as  commonplace 
as  could  be  imagined,  but  it  is  a  whole- 
some, natural,  pure,  and  unvarnished 
tale,  and  the  mind  that  brought  it  forth 
(well  aware  of  what  pleased  his  public) 
and  the  public  who  relished  and  bought 
it,  give  us  a  better  view  of  the  honest 
tastes  and  morals  of  the  period  than  any- 
thing else  which  has  come  to  us  from 
that  time.  There  has  always  been  a  good 
deal  of  drinking,  and  other  vices  still  less 
consistent  with  purity  of  heart,  in  Scot- 
land. Now  and  then  we  are  frightened 
by  statistics  that  give  us  a  very  ill  name; 
but  it  is  difficult  to  believe  that  if  the 
national  heart  had  been  corrupt  "The 
Gentle  Shepherd"  could  have  afforded  it 
such  universal  and  wholesome  delight. — 
OuPHANT,  Mrs.  Margaret  0.  W.,  1890, 
Royal  Edinburgh,  p.  459. 

"The  Gentle  Shepherd"  is  the  work  of 
a  poet,  and  gives  a  higher  impression  of 
Ramsay's  power  than  his  songs  alone 
would  warrant.— Dennis,  John,  1894, 
The  Age  cf  Pope,  p.  121. 

Kindled  by  the  theories  and  the  prac- 
tice of  the  English  wits  and  poets,  Allan 
Ramsay  wrote  real  pastoral  poetry,  exhib- 
iting the  customs,  the  dress,  the  games, 
the  domestic  sorrows,  the  loves,  and  the 
lives  of  real  shepherds.  And  the  "Gen- 
tle Shepherd"  awoke  the  genius  of  Bums. 
— Minto,  Wiluam,  1894,  The  Literature 
(fthe  Georgian  Era,  erf.  Knight,  p.  31. 

Deserves  praise  rather  for  the  intention 
than  for  the  performance  of  his  "Gentle 
Shepherd."  A  very  few  lines  of  genuine 
Scotch  landscape  are  here  placed  among 
conventional  and  uninteresting  dialogue ; 
like  his  songs,  his  Pastoral  does  not  rise 
above  the  trite  half -classical  phrases  from 
which  Bums  could  not  always  detach  him- 
self.—Palgrave,  Francis  Turner,  1896, 
Landscape  in  Poetry,  p.  169. 

To  the  fact  that  Ramsay  has  painted 
Scotland  and  Scottish  rustics  as  they  are, 
and  has  not  gone  to  the  hermaphrodite  and 
sexless  inhabitants  of  a  mythical  Golden 
Age  for  the  characters  of  his  great  dnuna. 
the  heart  of  every  Scot  can  besur  testimony. 
Neither  Bums,  supreme  though  his  genius 
was  over    his   predecessors,  nor   Scott, 
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revelling  as  he  did  in  patriotic  sentiments 
as  his  dearest  possession,  can  rival  Ramsay 
in  the  absolute  truth  wherewith  he  has 
painted  Scottish  rustic  life.  He  is  at  one 
and  the  same  time  the  Teniers  and  the 
Claude  of  Scottish  pastoral — the  Teniers, 
in  catching  with  subtle  sympathetic  insight 
the  precise  "moments''  and  incidents  in 
the  life  of  his  characters  most  suitable  for 
representation ;  the  Claude,  for  the  almost 
photographic  truth  of  his  reproductions  of 
Scottish  scenery.— Sme AXON,  Oliphant, 
1896,  Allan  Ramsay. 

It  is  better  adapted  for  the  study  than 
for  the  stage,  in  large  measure  because 
ideal  actors  for  it  are  simply  impossible. 
The  action  is  slow  and  languid,  and  the 
interest  aroused  is  mainly  sentimental. 
At  first  it  was  without  songs,  and  the 
lyrics  afterwards  interspersed  are  not 
brilliant.  The  poem  is  remarkable  for 
its  quick  and  subtle  appreciation  of  rural 
scenery,  customs,  and  characters ;  and,  if 
the  plot  is  slightly  artificial,  the  develop- 
ment is  skilful  and  satisfactory.  In  its 
honest,  straightforward  appreciation  of 
beauty  in  nature  and  character,  and  its 
fascinating  presentation  of  homely  cus- 
toms, it  will  bear  comparison  with  its 
author's  Italian  models,  or  with  similar 
efforts  of  Gay.— Bayne,  Thomas,  1896, 
Dtetionary  cj  National  Biography,  vol. 
XLvn,  p.  231. 

GENERAL 

Hail,  Galedonian  bard!  whose  rural  strains 
Delight  the  listening  hills,  and  cheer  the 

plains! 
Already  polished  by  some  hand  divine, 
Thy  purer  ore  what  furnace  can  refine? 

To  follow  Nature  is  by  rules  to  write, 
She  led  the  way  and  taught  the  Stagirite. 

By  the  same  guide  instructed  how  to  soar, 
Allan  is  now  what  Homer  was  before. 
— SoMERViLLE,  WiLUAM,  1718?  To  Allan 
Ramsay. 

0  fam'd  and  celebrated  Allan! 
Renowned  Ramsay  I  canty  callan ! 
There's  nowther  Highlandman  nor  Lawlan, 

In  ];x)etrie. 
But  may  as  soon  ding  doun  Tantallan 

As  match  wi'  thee, 
For  ten  times  ten,  and  that's  a  hunder, 

1  ha'e  been  made  to  gaze  and  wonder. 
When  frae  Parnassus  thou  didst  thunder 

Wi' wit  and  skill; 
Wherefore  I'll  soberly  knock  under. 
And  quat  my  quill. 


Of  poetry  the  hail  quintessence 

Thou  hast  suck'd  up,  left  nae  excrescence 

To  petty  poets,  or  sic  messens, 

Tho'  round  thy  stool 
They  may  pick  crumbs,  and  lear  some  lessons 

At  Ramsay's  school. 

—Hamilton,  William,   1719,  EpisUe  to 
Allan  Ramsay. 

Ramsay  was  a  man  of  strong  natural 
parts,  and  a  fine  poetical  genius,  of  which 
his  celebrated  pastoral,  "The  Gentle 
Shepherd,"  will  ever  retain  a  substantial 
monument ;  and  though  some  of  his  songs 
may  be  deformed  by  far-fetched  allusions 
and  pitiful  conceits,* 'The  Lass  of  Peattie's 
Mill,"  "The  Yellow-Hair'd  Laddie," 
"Fair well  to  Lochabar, "  and  some  others, 
must  be  allowed  equal  to  any,  and  even 
superior,  in  point  of  pastoral  simplicity, 
to  most  lyric  productions,  either  in  the 
Scotish  or  any  other  language.  As  an 
editor,  he  is,  perhaps,  reprehensible,  not 
only  on  account  of  the  liberties  he  appears 
to  have  taken  with  many  of  the  earlier 
pieces  he  published,  in  printing  them  with 
additions,  which  one  is  unable  to  distin- 
guish, but  also  for  preferring  songs 
written  by  himself,  or  the  "ingenious 
young  gentlemen"  who  assisted  him,  to 
ancient  and  original  words,  which  would, 
in  many  cases,  all  circumstances  con- 
sidered, have  been '  probably  superior,  or, 
at  least,  much  more  curious,  and  which 
are  now  irretrievable.  In  short,  Ramsay 
would  seem  to  have  had  too  high  an  opinion 
of  his  own  poetry,  to  be  a  diligent  or 
faithful  publisher  of  any  other  person's. 
— RiTSON,  Joseph,  1794,  Scotish  Songs. 

Thou  paints  auld  Nature  to  the  nines. 

In  thy  sweet  Oaledonian  lines ; 

Nae  gowden  stream  thro'  myrtles  twines, 

Where  Philomel, 
While  nightly  breezes  sweep  the  vines, 

Her  griefs  will  tell ; 
In  gowany  glens  thy  bumie  strays, 
Where  bonnie  lasses  bleach  their  claes ; 
Or  trots  by  haaelly  shaws  and  braes, 

Wi'  hawthorns  gray, 
Where  blackbirds  Join  the  shepherd's  lays, 

At  close  o'  day. 
Thy  rural  loves  are  nature's  sel' ; 
Nae  bombast  spates  o'  nonsense  swell ; 
Nae  snap  conceits,  but  that  sweet  spell 

O'  witchin'  love, 
That  charm  that  can  the  strongest  quell, 

The  sternest  move. 

—Burns,  Robert?  1796?  Poem  on  Pas- 
toral Poetry. 

Green  be  the  pillow  of  honest  Allan,  at 
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whose  lamp  Burns  lighted  his  brilliant 
torch.— Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1802-3,  ed., 
MinstreUy  <f  the  Scottish  Border,  Introduc- 
tory Remarks  on  Popular  Poetry. 

Ramsay,  to  be  sure,  is  ideal  enough ;  but 
there  are  good  ideas  and  bad  ideas.  To 
be  snatched  from  the  conmionplaces  of  life 
that  one  might  "ride  on  the  carl'd 
clouds,"  or  penetrate  the  solitudes  of  a 
poet's  imagination,  is  good ;  but  it  is  not 
so  to  leave  the  busy  facts  of  society  merely 
to  get  on  the  platitude  of  a  barren  table- 
land. Out  of  a  proper  reverence  to  my 
master's  opinion,  I  have  looked  again  and 
again  at  the  "Gentle  Shepherd, "  and  I  am 
so  unfortunate  as  to  think  it  the  flattest 
rubbish  I  ever  read.  "Prove  and  Love" 
in  plenty.  Take  any  one  page  of  Browne's 
"Pastorals,"  or  Jonson's  "Shepherd,"  or 
Fletcher's  "Shepherdess" — see  the  fancy, 
the  imagination,  the  exquisite  truth  of 
landscape  painting;  and  then  browze  on 
the  insipid  leaves  of  the  Scotch  bookseller 
if  you  can.— Ollier,  Charles,  1844, 
Correspondence  of  Leigh  Hunt,  vol.  II,  p.  66. 

The  simple  tenderness  of  Crawford,  the 
fidelity  of  Ramsay,  and  the  careless  humor 
of  Fergusson. — Prescott,  WiluamHick- 
UNG,  1826,  Scottish  Song,  Biographical  and 
Critical  Miscellanies. 

It  is  hardly  possible  to  ignore  the  fact 
that  Allan  Ramsay  is  by  no  means  so 
highly  esteemed  at  present  as  he  was  in 
the  eighteenth  century.  The  greater 
brilliancy  of  Bums  has  thrown  his  glory 
into  the  shade.  He  is  no  longer,  as  he 
was  a  hundred  and  fifty  years  ago,  the 
national  poet  of  Scotland.  Many  good  and 
true  Scotsmen  know  little  about  him  but 
his  name ;  and  scholars  south  of  the  Tweed 
think  it  quite  sufiicient  to  have  dipped 
into  his  chrf-d^ceuvre  with  the  assistance  of 
a  dictionary.  But  Allan  Ramsay  has 
become,  if  not  a  popular,  at  any  rate  a 
classic  author,  and  no  student  of  litera- 
ture can  be  said  to  have  fairly  finished  his 
education  who  has  not  read  the  "Gentle 
Shepherd. "— Mackey,  Charles,  1870, 
ed..  The  Poetical  Works  of  Allan  Ramsay, 
Life,  p.  i. 

After  Milton  died  (1674),  rural  life  and 
Nature,  for  more  than  half  a  century, 
disappeared  from  English  poetry.  .  .  . 
It  was  in  the  Scottish  poet,  Allan  Ramsay 
that  the  sense  of  natural  beauty  first  re- 
appeared.   Since  his  day  Nature,  which. 


even  when  felt  and  described  in  e^ 
English  poetry,  had  held  a  place  altog 
sul^rdinate  to  man,  has  more  and 
claimed  to  be  regarded  in  poetry  as  a 
coequal  with  man. — Shairp,  John  ( 
bell,  1877,  On  Poetic  Interpretati 
Nature,  pp.  192,  194. 

It  is  as  a  painter  of  manners  with '. 
sly,  humorous  observation,  and  not 
lyrist,  that  Ramsay  deserves  to  be  re 
bered.  We  can  well  understand  Hogs 
admiration  for  him.  His  elegie 
Maggie  Johnstone  and  Lucky  Wood,  ai 
anticipation  of  the  "Road  to  Ruin"  i 
"Three  Bonnets"  were  after  Hogi 
own  heart.  But  the  life  that  he  pa 
in  the  Scotch  capital  as  he  saw  it  wit 
twinkling  eye,  broad  sense  of  fus 
"pawky"  humour,  was  too  coarse  to 
much  interest  for  any  but  his  own 
In  a  happy  hour  for  his  memory,  he 
ceived  the  idea  of  describing  the  life  y 
he  had  known  in  his  youth  in  the  cou 
— Ml\to,  Wiluam,  1880,  The  Ei 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  iii,  p.  161. 

Ramsay  created  his  own  audience 
it  is  wonderful  how  rapidly  it  grei 
how  widely  it  extended.  There  is  scs 
any  better  proof  of  the  accuracy 
piquancv  of  his  descriptions,  and 
thoroughly  representative  and  nai 
character  of  his  sentiments  and  lang 
than  is  afforded  by  this  undeniable 
It  is  true  there  was  a  small  reading  ] 
to  welcome  such  a  collection  as  Wat« 
and  to  form  such  a  nucleus  as  a  nev 
original  genius  might  successfully  u1 
But  it  is  just  as  true  that  he  had  no 
audience  as  was  waiting  in  Edinbur^ 
Fergusson,  and  in  lowland  Scotlant 
Burns.  These  later  singers  were  ind 
to  him  for  several  advantages,  no 
least  of  which  was  an  audience  al: 
familiarised  with  that  freedom  of  su 
and  sentiment  in  which  both  of  1 
though  in  unequal  degrees,  excell 
Robertson,  J.  Logie,  1886,  ed.,  1 
by  Allan  Ramsay  (Canterbury  P 
Biographical  Introduction,  p.  xxxiii. 

He  gave  up  the  outside  of  the  hea 
the  inside,  by  becoming  a  bookseller 
publisher.  .  .  .  Most  of  Ran 
original  songs  were  poor,  but  he  pres 
the  habit  of  writing  in  the  Doric  di; 
and  as  an  editor  and  collector  of  nai 
poetry  he  did  thoroughly  eflScient 
valuable  work. — Gosse,  Edmund,  : 
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A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Litera- 
ture, p.  139. 

He  is  really  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
figures  in  the  early  history  of  Roman- 
ticism. In  both  his  creative  and  critical 
work,  he  threw  his  influence  decidedly 
against  the  age.  He  brought  before  the 
public  some  thoroughly  Romantic  poetry, 
and  stands  as  one  of  the  pioneers  among 
ballad  collectors.  —  Phelps,  William 
Lyon,  1893,  The  Beginnings  cf  the  English 
Romantic  Movement,  p.  126. 

For  any  trace  of  the  inevitable  in  his 
verse  the  reader  will  look  in  vain.  The 
higher  imagination  was  a  gift  denied  to 
him ;  yet  with  comparatively  commonplace 
powers  he  exercised  an  influence  which 
many  men  far  more  richly  endowed  have 
vainly  striven  to  attain.  It  is  to  this, 
fully  as  much  as  to  the  intrinsic  worth  of 
his  verse,  considerable  as  its  merit  often 
is,  that  he  owes  his  interest.  ...  He 
had  predecessors,  indeed  he  was  so  little 
of  an  original  genius  that  he  would  prob- 
ably never  have  written  had  there  not  been 
a  popular  demand  for  the  kind  of  verse  he 
supplied.  The  language  of  political 
economy  is  well  applied  to  it,  for  there 
never  was  a  clearer  case  in  literature  of 
the  operation  of  economic  laws.  But 
except  Ramsay,  there  was  no  one  who 
displayed  any  sustained  capacity  to  furnish 
what  was  wanted. — Walker,  Hugh,  1893, 
Three  Centuries  qf  Scottish  Literature,  vol. 
n,  pp,  9,  24. 

No  Scottish  poet,  probably,  has  been 
subjected  at  once  to  praise  so  much  beyond 
his  merits  and  to  distract  so  grossly  unjust 
to  his  deserts,  as  Allan  Ramsay.  While 
by  some  it  has  been  averred  that  he  was 
merely  a  time-serving  manufacturer  of 


verse,  who  wrote  what  would  sell,  by 
others  he  had  been  extolled  as  not  only 
the  first  but  as  one  of  the  greatest  of  the 
singers  of  a  new  era.  Bums  himself 
spoke  of  Ramsay's  "Gentle  Shepherd''  as 
the  "most  glorious  poem  overwritten." 
Neither  the  eulogy  nor  the  disparagement 
perhaps  has  been  exactly  just;  but 
if  indeed,  as  has  been  said  of  him,  he 
appears  to  some  to  have  been  less  a  poet 
bom  than  one  made  by  circumstances,  it 
must  also  at  least  be  said  that  by  what  he 
did  for  the  muse  of  his  country  he  merits 
a  place  in  Scottish  poetic  history  little 
behind  that  of  the  greatest  makers, 
Barbour,  Henryson,  Dunbar,  Lyndsay,  and 
Burns.— Eyre-Todd,  George,  1896,  Scot- 
tish Poetry  of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol. 
I,  p.  38. 

The  characteristic  touch  of  humour 
blended  with  romance,  that  formed  its 
most  distinctive  feature,  was  preserved 
with  a  certain  freshness  and  verve,  by  the 
individuality  of  Ramsay,  and  his  sympathy 
with  the  realities  of  life  and  with  nature 
made  him  keep  in  touch  with  what  was 
the  most  valuable  inheritance  of  Scottish 
song.  His  geniality  won  for  him  the 
favour  of  the  leading  spirits  of  the  nation. 
His  revival  of  the  older  forms  harmonised 
not  with  the  taste  only,  but  with  the 
deeper  feelings  of  his  day ;  and  whatever 
the  limitations  of  his  genius,  the  author 
of  the  "Gentle  Shepherd"  claims  the  pro- 
found gratitude  of  his  nation  as  one  who 
transmitted  a  tradition,  and  who  passed 
on  the  torch  through  the  hands  of  Robert 
Fergusson  to  the  more  powerful  arm  and 
more  commanding  genius  of  Bums. — 
Craik,  Sir  Henry,  1901,  A  Century  qf 
Scottish  History,  vol.  n,  p.  32. 


Sir  Charles  Hanbnry  Williams 

1708-1759. 

Sir  Charles  Hanbury  Williams,  third  son  of  John  Hanbury  (the  son  added  Williams 
to  his  name  in  compliance  with  the  will  of  his  godfather,  Charles  Williams,  Esq.,  of 
Caerleon),  was  bom  in  1709,  and  educated  at  Eton ;  married  to  Lady  Frances  Coningsby, 
1732;  M.  P.  for  Monmouth,  1733,  and  became  a  hearty  supporter  of  Sir  Robert 
Walpole,  aiding  him  by  his  lampoons  and  pasquinades  on  his  enemies  as  well  as  by  his 
votes ;  Paymaster  of  the  Marines,  1739 ;  in  1746  made  Knight  of  the  Bath,  and  soon 
afterwards  appointed  Envoy  to  the  Court  of  Dresden ;  minister  at  Berlin  from  1749 
to  1751,  when  he  returned  to  Dresden ;  subsequently  minister  of  St.  Petersburg,  where 
his  eventual  want  of  success  and  habits  of  dissipation  reduced  him  to  a  wreck  both  in 
mind  and  body ;  died,  it  was  supposed  by  his  own  hand,  Nov.  2,  1759.  He  was  the 
author  of  No.  Sot  The  World.  1.  **The  Odes  of  Sir  Charles  Hanbury  Williams, 
Knight  of  the   Bath,"  (edited  by  J.  Ritson),  1755,  1780,  1784.    2.     "Poems  by 
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C.  H.  Williams,  1763.  3.  ''The  Works  of  the  Right  Honourable  Sir  Charles  Hanbuiy 
Williams,  K.  B.,  from  the  Originals  in  the  Possession  of  his  Grandson,  the  Earl  of 
Essex,  with  Notes  by  Horace  Walpole,  Earl  of  Orford,  London,  Ed.  Jeffery,"  1^2, 
3  vols.  The  falsehoods  of  the  title-page  and  preface,  and  subsequent  apology  of  the 
publisher,  are  noticed  in  London  Quarterly  Review,  xxvii. — Alubone,  S.  Austin, 
1871,  A  QrUieal  Dictumary  <f  English  Literature^  vol.  m,  p.  2735. 

wit  and  temporary  satire,  eagerly  read  at 
their  appearance,  but  little  interesting 
to  posterity.— CoxE,  William,  1801,  Hii- 
tory  of  Monmouth,  vol.  ii,  p.  279. 


PERSONAL 

I  enquired  after  my  old  acquaintance  Sir 
Charles  Williams,  who  I  hear  is  much 
broken,  both  in  his  spirits  and  constitu- 
tion. How  happy  might  that  man  have 
been,  if  there  had  been  added  to  his  natural 
and  acquired  endowments  a  dash  of 
morality :  If  he  had  known  how  to  dis- 
tinguish between  false  and  true  felicity ; 
and,  instead  of  seeking  ,to  increase  an 
estate  already  too  large,  and  hunting  after 
pleasures  that  have  made  him  rotten  and 
ridiculous,  he  had  bounded  his  desires  of 
wealth,  and  followed  the  dictates  of  his 
conscience.  His  servile  ambition  has 
gained  him  two  yards  of  red  ribbon,  and 
an  exile  into  a  miserable  country,  where 
there  is  no  society  and  so  little  taste  that 
I  believe  he  suffers  under  a  dearth  of 
flatterers.  This  is  said  for  the  use  of  your 
growing  sons,  whom  I  hope  no  golden 
temptations  will  induce  to  marry  women 
they  can  not  love,  or  comply  with  measures 
they  do  not  approve. — Montagu,  Lady 
Mary  Wortley,  1758,  Letter  to  the  Count- 
ess  of  Butey  July  17. 

He  goes  about  again:  but  the  world, 
especially  a  world  of  enemies,  never  care 
to  give  up  their  title  to  a  man's  madness, 
and  will  consequently  not  believe  that  he 
is  yet  in  his  senses. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1758,  Letter  to  Sir  Horace  Mann,  Apr.  14 ; 
Letters,  ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  in,  p.  132. 

GENERAL 

He  spoke  contemptuously  of  our  lively 
and  elegant,  though  too  licentious,  Lyrick 
bard,  Hanbury  Williams,  and  said,  ''he 
had  no  fame,  but  from  boys  who  drank 
with  him."— Johnson,  Samuel,  1773, 
Life  by  Boswell,  Sept.  24,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  v, 
p.  305. 

His  verses  were  highly  prized  by  his 
contemporaries,  and  the  letters  of  his 
friend  Mr.  Fox  (the  first  Lord  Holland), 
abound  with  extravagant  commendations 
of  his  poetical  talents;  but  in  perusing 
those  which  have  been  given  to  the  public, 
and  those  which  are  still  in  manuscript, 
the  greater  part  are  political  effusions,  or 
licentious  lampoons,  abounding  with  local 


It's  with  great  pleasure  I  beg  your 
acceptance  of  Sir  Charles  Hanbury  Wil- 
liams' works.  .  .  .  How  pious,  how 
canting  and  insincere  people  are  become! 
I  know  it  will  give  you  great  pleasure  in 
hearing  his  Majesty  has  ordered  one ;  three 
of  the  Cabinet  Ministers  have  purchased 
copies ;  the  Earl  of  Lonsdale  six  copies ; 
also  many  great  ladies,  which  shows  their 
great  sense.  There  are  much  more  in- 
decent poems  in  Pope  and  Prior. — ^Jef- 
PERY,  Edward,  1822,  Letter  to  Mr.  UpeoL 

We  ...  are  ready  to  make  some  allow- 
ances for  Sir  Charles  Hanbury  Williams, 
and  although  his  pieces  are,  as  we  have  said, 
the  grossest  ever  published,  they  probably 
are  not  much  grosser  than  many  others 
which  were  ciradated  in  his  day ;  and  his 
reputation  now  stands  so  disgracefully 
distinguished  rather  through  the  indis- 
cretion and  effrontery  of  his  publishers 
than  through  any  superior  wickedness  of 
his  own.  We  should  have  thought  a  new 
edition  of  his  works  not  only  pardonable, 
but  laudable  and  useful,  if  it  had  been 
made  the  opportunity  of  separating  his 
better  from  his  worse  productions,  and 
consigning  the  latter  to  otecurity  and 
oblivion.  It  may  not  be  even  now  too 
late.  Some  of  Sir  Charles'  verses  must 
live ;  they  are  not  merely  witty  and  gay, 
but  they  are  the  best  examples  of  a 
particular  class  of  poetry,  and  are  not 
without  their  importance  in  the  history  of 
social  manners  and  political  parties.  We 
wish  that  they  were  collected  into  a 
volume,  which  one  could  open  without 
being  shocked  by  the  juxtaposition  of  the 
horrors  to  which  we  have  alluded.  .  .  . 
Sir  Charles,  without  any  effort  on  his  part, 
has  achieved  a  lasting  fame.  He  will  be 
always  mentioned,  and,  if  a  decent  edition 
be  published,  often  read;  but  of  the 
present  work  we  are  obliged  to  say,  not- 
withstanding the  respectable  names  which 
the  editor  has  entrapped  into  his  title-page 
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and  dedication,  that  it  is  a  disgrace  to 
good  manners,  good  morals,  and  litera- 
ture, and  that  no  man  of  sense  and  no 
woman  of  delicacy  can  allow  it  to  be  seen 
on  their  table.  — Croker,  John  Wilson  ? 
1822,  Sir  Charks  HarJmryy  Williams's 
Works,  The  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  28, 
pp.  49,  59. 

The  lampoons  of  Sir  Charles  Williams 
are  now  read  only  by  the  curious,  and, 
though  not  without  occasional  flashes  of 
wit,  have  always  seemed  to  us,  we  must 
own,  very  poor  performances. — Macau- 
lay,  Thomas  Babington,  1833,  Walpole's 
Letters  to  Sir  Horace  Mann,  Edinburgh 
Review,  vol,  58,  p,  233. 

His  principal  importance  as  an  ally  to 
the  minister  consisted  in  his  power  of 
writing,  almost  extempore,  light  pasquin- 
ades and  tart  lampoons  on  their  political 
opponents,  as  each  passing  event  prompted 
either  the  spirit  of  malice  or  the  spirit  of 
iun.     The  greater  part  of  these  have  lost 
their  interest ;  for  squibs  can  only  sparkle 
:for  a  time.     But  some  of  Sir  Charles's 
lighter  compositions  are  still  popular,  and 
several,  which  are  unconnected  with  poli- 
'Ciics,are  pleasing  for  their  grace  and  smart- 
jaess.  His  ballad,  written  in  1740,  on  Lady 
Xlchester  asking  Lord  Ilchester  how  many 
Isisses  he  would  have,  is  a  very  successful 
s^ng.— Creasy,  Sir  Edward,  1850-75, 
lemoirs  qf  Eminent  Etonians,  p,  312. 


Of  the  conversational  humour  of  Sir 
Oharles  Hanbury  Williams,  very  few  traces 
b Jive  survived ;  but  of  his  facetious  talent 
in  literary  composition  we  have  abundant 
evidence.     We  meet,  in  Walpole's  corre- 
spondence, numerous  traces  of  his  popu- 
larity as  a  writer  of  quizzical  verses — 
meat  of  them  were  political  satires  directed 
a^nst  the  enemies  of  his  patron  Sir 
Robert  Walpole,  and  some  of  these  are 
disfigured  with  allusions,  and  even  with 
wor^  that  are  extremely  objectionable ; 
he  also  sometimes  indulged  in  satirical 
BQuibs  on  ladies,  and  on  persons  whose 
iittignificance  should  have  shielded  them 
from  such  attacks.— Warburton,  Euot, 
1852,  Memoirs  of  Horace  Walpole,  vol,  u, 
p.  116. 

Time  has  robbed  his  satires  of  their 
point,  by  burying  in  oblivion  the  circum- 
Bbunces  that  gave  rise  to  them.  A  single 
specimen  of  his  writings  is  all  that  was 
deemed  worthy  of  place  in  this  volume. 


— Parton,  Jambs,  1856-84,  The  Humorous 
Poetry  of  the  English  Language,  p,  687. 

His  political  squibs  are  some  of  the  most 
lively  and  vigorous  in  our  language. — 
— Cunningham,  Peter,  1856,  ed.  Letters  of 
Horace  Walpole,  vol,  i,  p.  160,  note. 

Witty  EJxcellency  Hanbury  did  not  suc- 
ceed at  Berlin  on  the  "Romish-King 
Question,  *'  or  otherwise ;  and  indeed  went 
off  rather  in  a  hurry.  But  for  the  next 
six  or  seven  years  he  puddles  about,  at  a 
great  rate,  in  those  Northern  Courts; 
giving  away  a  great  deal  of  money,  hatch- 
ing many  futile  expensive  intrigues  at 
Petersburg,  Warsaw  (not  much  at  Berlin, 
after  the  first  trial  there);  and  will  not 
be  altogether  avoidable  to  us  in  this 
coming,  as  one  could  have  wished. 
Besides,  he  is  Horace  Walpole's  friend 
and  select  London  wit :  he  contributed  a 
good  deal  to  the  English  notions  about 
Friedrich ;  and  has  left  considerable  bits 
of  acrid  testimony  on  Friedrich,  ''clear 
words  of  an  Eyewitness,''  men  call  them, 
— which  are  still  read  by  everybody ;  the 
said  Walpole,  and  others,  having  since 
printed  them,  in  very  dark  conditions. 
Brevity  is  much  due  to  Hanbury  and  his 
testimonies,  since  silence  in  the  circum- 
stances is  not  allowable.  —  Carlyle, 
Thomas,  History  qf  Friedrich  11.  qf  Prus- 
sia, bk.  xvi,  ch.  V. 

Among  all  these  butterflies  of  song.  Sir 
Charles  Hanbury  Williams  takes  the  place 
of  a  wasp,  if  not  of  a  veritable  hornet. 
He  was  the  Pasquin  of  his  age,  and  a  master 
of  violent  stinging  invective  in  hard  verse. 
In  his  own  age  no  one  dared  to  collect  the 
savage  lyrics  of  Williams,  which  were  first 
presented  to  the  world  in  1822. — GossE, 
Edmund,  1888,  A  History  cf  BXghteenth 
Century  Literature,  p,  229. 

Burke  alluded  to  him  as  "the  polished 
courtier,  the  votary  of  wit  and  pleasure. " 
Walpole  regarded  him  as  a  model  for 
the  gilded  youth  of  his  day.  .  .  . 
His  occasional  verse  forms  a  not  un- 
worthy link  between  Prior  and  Gay,  and 
Cowper  and  Canning.  Yet  the  writings 
of  Hanbury  Williams  were  not  thought  to 
come  up  to  the  sparkle  of  his  conversa- 
tion, of  which  some  idea  may  perhaps  be 
gathered  from  the  earlier  letters  of 
his  friend  Horace  Walpole.— Seccombe, 
Thomas,  1900,  Dictionary  qf  National 
Biography,  vol.  LXI,  p.  382. 
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William  Collins 

1721-1759. 

Born,  at  Chichester,  25  Dec.  1721.  Probably  educated  first  at  Chichester.  Scholar 
of  Winchester  College,  19  Jan.  1733.  Contributed  verses  to  ''Gentleman's  Magazine" 
(Jan.  and  Oct.  1739),  while  still  at  school.  Matriculated  at  Queen's  College,  Oxford, 
22  March  1740;  Demyship  at  Magdalen  College,  29  July  1741;  B.  A.,  18  Nov.  1743. 
Visit  to  uncle  in  Flanders.  Thought  of  entertaining  Army  or  Church,  but  eventually 
devoted  himself  to  literature  in  London.  Failing  health ;  visit  to  France,  lived  with 
sister  at  Chichester  on  his  return.  For  a  time  in  a  madhouse  at  Chelsea.  Visit  to 
Oxford,  1754.  Died  at  Chichester,  12  June  1759.  Buried,  at  St.  Andrew's  Church, 
Chichester.  Works :  "Persian Eclogues"  (anon.),  1742  (another  edn.,  anon.,  entitled 
"Oriental  Eclogues, "  1757) ;  "Odes,"  1747  [1746];  "Verses  humbly  addressed  to  Sir 
Thomas  Hammer"  (anon.),  1743.  Posthumous:  "An  Ode  on  the  Popular  Supersti- 
tions of  the  Highlands, "  1788.  CoUected  Works:  ed.  byLanghome,  with  Life,  1765, 
etc. ;  ed.  by  Mrs.  Barbauld,  1797 ;  ed.  by  A.  Dyce,  1827 ;  ed.  by  Moy  Thomas,  with 
Life,  1858.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  cf  English  Authors,  p.  62. 


PERSONAL 

Ye  who  the  merits  of  the  dead  revere, 
Who  hold  misfortune  sacred,  genius  dear, 
Regard   this  tomb,  where   Collins,  hapless 

name, 
Solicits  kindness  with  a  double  claim. 
Though  nature  gave  him,  and  though  science 

taught 
The  fire  of  fancy,  and  the  reach  of  thought, 
Severely  doomed  to  penury's  extreme, 
He  pass'd  in  maddening  pain  life's  feverish 

dream, 
While  rays  of  genius  only  served  to  show 
The  thickening  horror,  and  exalt  his  woe. 
Te  walls  that  echoed  to  his  frantic  moan. 
Guard  the  due  records  of  this  grateful  stone ; 
Strangers  to  him,  enamoured  of  his  lays, 
This  fond  memorial  to  his  talents  raise. 
For  this  the  ashes  of  a  bard  require, 
Who  touched  the  tenderest  notes  of  pity's 

lyre; 
Who   joiued   pure   faith    to   strong  poetic 

powers; 
Who,  in  reviving  reason's  lucid  hours. 
Sought  on  one  book  his  troubled  mind  to  rest, 
And  rightly  deemed  the  book  of  Qod  the  best. 

— Hayley,  William  and  Sargent,  John, 
Inscription  on  Collins's  Monument, 

How  little  can  we  venture  to  exnlt  in 
any  intellectual  powers  or  literary  attain- 
ments, when  we  consider  the  condition  of 
poor  Collins.  I  knew  him  a  few  years 
ago,  full  of  hopes  and  full  of  projects, 
versed  in  many  languages,  high  in  fancy, 
and  strong  in  retention.  This  busy  and 
forcible  mind  is  now  under  the  government 
of  those  who  lately  would  not  have  been 
able  to  comprehend  the  least  and  most 
narrow  of  its  designs.  What  do  you  hear 
of  him?  are  there  hopes  of  his  recovery? 
or  is  he  to  pass  the  remainder  of  his  life 
in  misery  and  degradation?  perhaps  with 


complete  consciousness  of  his  calamity. — 
— Johnson,  Samuel,  1754,  Letter  to 
Joseph  Warton,  March  8. 

The  neglected  author  of  the  Persian 
eclogues,  which,  however  inaccurate,  excel 
any  in  our  language,  is  still  alive.  Happy, 
if  insensible  of  our  neglect,  not  raging  at 
our  ingratitude. —  Goldsmith,  Ouver, 
1759,  An  Enquiry  into  the  Present  State 
of  Polite  Learning. 

In  stature  somewhat  above  the  middle 
size;  of  a  "brown"  complexion,  keen  ex- 
pressive eyes,  and  a  fixed  sedate  aspect, 
which  from  intense  thinking  had  con- 
tracted an  habitual  frown. — L^ghorne, 
John,  1765-81,  The  Poetical  Works  qf 
William  Collins,  Memoir. 

William  Collins,  the  poet,  I  was  inti- 
mately acquainted  with,  from  the  time  he 
came  to  reside  at  Oxford.  ...  As 
he  brought  with  him,  for  so  the  whole 
turn  of  his  conversation  discovered,  too 
high  an  opinion  of  his  school  acquisitions, 
and  a  sovereign  contempt  for  all  academic 
studies  and  discipline,  he  never  looked 
with  any  complacency  on  his  situation  in 
the  university,  but  was  always  complaining 
of  the  dulness  of  a  college  life.  .  .  . 
When  poverty  overtook  him,  poor  nian,  he 
had  too  much  sensibility  of  temper  to  bear 
with  his  misfortunes,  and  so  fell  into  a 
most  deplorable  state  of  mind.  How  he 
got  down  to  Oxford,  I  do  not  know ;  but  I 
myself  saw  him  under  Merton  wall,  in  a 
very  affected  situation,  struggling,  and 
conveyed  by  force,  in  the  arms  of  two  or 
three  men,  towards  the  parish  of  St 
Clement,  in  which  was  a  house  that  took 
in  such  unhappy  objects;  and  I  always 
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understood  that,  not  long  after,  he  died 
in  confinement;  but  when,  or  where,  or 
where  he  was  buried,  I  never  knew.  Thus 
was  lost  to  the  world  this  unfortunate 
person,  in  the  prime  of  life,  without 
availing  himself  of  fine  abilities,  which, 
properly  improved,  must  have  raised  him 
to  the  top  of  any  profession,  and  have 
rendered  him  a  blessing  to  his  friends,  and 
an  ornament  to  his  country.  Without 
books,  or  steadiness  or  resolution  to  con- 
sult them  if  he  had  been  possessed  of  any, 
he  was  always  planning  schemes  for 
elaborate  publications,  which  were  carried 
no  farther  than  the  drawing  up  of  pro- 
posals for  subscriptions,  some  of  which 
were  published ;  and  in  particular,  as  far 
as  I  remember,  one  for  a  **  History  of  the 
Darker  Ages. ' '  He  was  passionately  fond 
of  music ;  good  natured  and  affable ;  warm 
in  his  friendships,  and  visionary  in  his 
pursuits ;  and,  as  long  as  I  knew  him,  very 
temperate  in  his  eating  and  drinking.  He 
was  of  moderate  stature,  of  a  light  and 
clear  complexion,  with  grey  eyes,  so  very 
weak  at  times  as  hardly  to  bear  a  candle 
in  the  room ;  and  often  raising  within  him 
apprehensions  of  blindness. — White,  Gil- 
bert? 1781,  GenUemarCs  Magazine. 

He  was  an  acceptable  companion  every- 
where; and,  among  the  gentlemen  who 
loved  him  for  a  genius,  I  may  reckon 
the  Doctors  Armstrong,  Barrowby,  and 
Hill,  Messrs.  Quin,  Garrick,  and  Foote, 
who  frequently  took  his  opinion  on  their 
pieces  before  they  were  seen  by  the  public. 
He  was  particularly  noticed  by  the 
geniuses  who  frequented  the  Bedford  and 
Slaughter's  Coffee  Houses.  From  his 
knowledge  of  Garrick  he  had  the  liberty 
of  the  scenes  and  green-room,  where  he 
made  diverting  observations  on  the  vanity 
and  false  consequence  of  that  class  of 
people ;  and  his  manner  of  relating  them 
to  his  particular  friends  was  extremely 
entertaining.— Ragsdale,  John,  1783, 
Letter  to  William  Hymers,  July, 

In  illustration  of  what  Dr.  Johnson  has 
related,  that  during  his  last  malady  he  was 
a  great  reader  of  the  Bible,  I  am  favoured 
with  the  following  anecdote  from  the 
Reverend  Mr.  Shenton,  Vicar  of  St. 
Andrews,  at  Chichester,  by  whom  Collins 
was  buried:  "Walking  in  my  vicaral 
gsurden  one  Sunday  evening,  during  Col- 
iins's  last  illness,  I  heard  a  female  (the 
servant,  I  suppose)  reading  the  Bible  in 


his  chamber.  Mr.  Collins  had  been 
accustomed  to  rave  much,  and  make  great 
meanings ;  but  while  she  was  reading,  or 
rather  attempting  to  read,  he  was  not  only 
silent  but  attentive  likewise,  correcting 
her  mistakes,  which  indeed  were  very 
frequent,  through  the  whole  of  the  twenty- 
seventh  chapter  of  Genesis. ' '  I  have  just 
been  informed,  from  undoubted  authority, 
that  Collins  has  finished  a  'Treliminary 
Dissertation"  to  be  prefixed  to  his  "His- 
tory of  the  Restoration  of  Learning,"  and 
that  it  was  written  with  great  judgment, 
precision,  and  knowledge  of  the  subject. 
— Warton,  Thomas,  1783,  LeU&r  to  Wil- 
liam HynjerBy  JtUy. 

I  have  lately  finished  eight  volumes  of 
Johnson's  "Ftefaces,  or  Lives  of  the 
Poets."  In  all  the  number  I  observe  but 
one  man— (a  poet  of  no  great  fame, — of 
whom  I  did  not  know  that  he  existed  till  I 
found  him  there),  whose  mind  seems  to 
have  had  the  slightest  tincture  of  religion ; 
and  he  was  hardly  in  his  senses.  His 
name  was  Collins.  He  sunk  into  a  state 
of  melancholy,  and  died  young.  Not  long 
before  his  death,  he  was  found  at  his 
lodgings  in  Islington  by  his  b]Ograj)her, 
with  the  New  Testament  in  his  hand.  He 
said  to  Johnson,  "I  have  but  one  book; 
but  it  is  the  best."  Of  him,  therefore, 
there  are  some  hopes. — Cowper,  Wil- 
liam, 1784,  Letter  to  Mr.  NewUm^  March  19. 

Glide  gently,  thus  for  ever  glide, 
O  Thames !  that  other  bards  may  see 
As  lovely  visions  by  thy  side 
As  now,  fair  river !  come  to  me. 
O  glide,  fair  stream  t  for  ever  so. 
Thy  quiet  soul  on  all  bestowing. 
Till  all  our  minds  for  ever  flow 
As  thy  deep  waters  now  are  flowing. 
Vain  thought  t— Yet  be  as  now  thoa  art. 
That  in  thy  waters  may  be  seen 
The  image  of  a  poet's  heart. 
How  bright,  how  solemn,  how  serene  1 
Such  as  did  once  the  Poet  bless, 
Who  mnrmaring  here  a  later  ditty, 
Ck)ald  find  ixo  refuge  from  distress 
Bat  in  the  milder  grief  of  pity. 
Now  let  OS,  as  we  float  along. 
For  him  suspend  the  dashing  oar; 
And  pray  that  never  child  of  song 
May  know  that  Poet*s  sorrows  more. 
How  calm!  how  still!  the  only  sound, 
The  dripping  of  the  ear  suspended! 
—The  evening  darkness  gathers  round 
By  virtue's  holiest  Powers  attended. 

—Wordsworth,  William,  1789,  Rem^m- 
brance  of  Collins. , 
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What  was  the  result  of  his  literary  life  ? 
He  returned  to  his  native  city  of  Chi- 
chester in  a  state  almost  of  nakedness, 
destitute,  diseased,  and  wild  in  despair, 
to  hide  himself  in  the  arms  of  a  sister. 
.  .  .  At  Chichester,  tradition  has  pre- 
served some  striking  and  affecting  occur- 
rences of  his  last  days ;  he  would  haunt 
the  aisles  and  cloisters  of  the  cathedral, 
roving  days  and  nights  together,  loving 

their 

Dim  religions  light. 

And,  when  the  choristers  chanted  their 
anthem,  the  listening  and  bewildered  poet, 
carried  out  of  himself  by  the  solemn 
strains,  and  his  own  too  susceptible 
imagination,  moaned  and  shrieked,  and 
awoke  a  sadness  and  a  terror  most  affect- 
ing amid  religious  emotions ;  their  friend, 
their  kinsman,  and  their  poet,  was  before 
them,  an  awful  image  of  human  misery 
and  ruined  genius! — Disraeu,  Isaac, 
1812-13,  Literary  Disappointments^  Ca- 
lamities of  Avthars, 

He  wrote  an  ''Ode  on  the  Passions,"  in 
which,  after  dwelling  on  Hope,  Fear, 
Anger,  Despair,  Pity,  and  describing  them 
with  many  picturesque  circumstances,  he 
dismisses  Love  with  a  couple  of  lines,  as 
dancing  to  the  sound  of  the  sprightly 
viol,  and  forming  with  joy  the  light 
fantastic  round.  Such  was  Collins'  idea 
of  love !— Jameson,  Anna  Brownell, 
1829,  The  Loves  qf  the  Poets,  vol.  2,  p.  311. 

Collins's  person  was  of  the  middle  size 
and  well  formed ;  of  a  light  complexion, 
with  gray,  weak  eyes.  His  mind  was 
deeply  imbued  with  classical  literature, 
and  he  understood  the  Italian,  French,  and 
Spanish  languages.  He  was  well  read, 
and  was  particularly  conversant  with  early 
English  writers,  and  to  an  ardent  love  of 
literature  he  united,  as  is  manifest  from 
many  of  his  pieces,  a  passionate  devotion 

to  Music,  that 

** Sphere-descended  maid, 

Friend  of  Pleasure,  Wisdom's  aid." 

—Nicolas,  Sir  Harris  Nicholas,  1831  ? 
ed.  Collins's  Poetical  Works,  Memoir. 

Much  speculation  has  taken  place  as  to 
the  causes  of  Collins's  irresolution;  but 
human  motives  are  not  easily  determined. 
The  evidences  are  too  many  to  doubt,  that 
he  was  at  this  time  indolent  and  undecided ; 
but  fond  of  pleasure  and  eager  for  excite- 
ment. His  truest  friend  has  spoken  of 
habits  of  dissipation  and  long  association 


with  "fortuitous  companions. '*  But  his 
studies  were  extensive,  and  his  scholarship 
commanded  the  respect  of  learned  men. 
As  with  his  friends  the  Wartons,  his  taste 
led  him  to  the  study  of  the  older  English 
writers.  He  was  acquainted  with  the 
riches  of  the  Elizabethan  poets  at  a  time 
when  few  English  students  strayed  beyond 
Cowley ;  and  he  read  in  the  Italian,  French, 
and  Spanish  languages  those  poems  and 
romances  which,  to  the  more  sober  taste 
of  Johnson,  * '  passed  the  bounds  of  nature. ' ' 
At  this  time  he  composed  his  Odes,  upon 
which  his  fame  rests. — Thomas,  W.  Moy, 
1858-92,  ed..  The  Poetical  Works  (f  WU- 
liam  Collins,  p.  xix. 

PERSIAN   ECLOGUES 
1742 

The  following  eclogues,  written  by  Mr. 
Collins,  are  very  pretty ;  the  images,  it 
must  be  owned,  are  not  very  local;  for 
the  pastoral  subject  could  not  well  admit 
of  it.  The  description  of  Asiatic  magnif- 
icence and  manners  is  a  subject  as  yet 
unattempted  amongst  us,  and,  I  believe, 
capable  of  furnishing  a  great  variety  of 
poetical  imagery. — GoLDSMrrH,  Ouveb, 
1767,  The  Beauties  of  English  Poetry. 

Mr.  Collins  wrote  his  Eclofirues  when  he 
was  about  seventeen  years  old,  at  Win- 
chester school,  and,  as  I  well  remember, 
had  been  just  reading  that  volume  of  Sal- 
mon's Modem  History  which  described 
Persia ;  which  determined  him  to  lay  the 
scene  of  these  pieces,  as  being  produc- 
tive of  new  images  and  sentiments.  In 
his  maturer  years  he  was  accustomed  to 
speak  very  contemptuously  of  them,  calling 
them  his  Irish  Eclogues,  and  saying  they 
had  not  in  them  one  spark  of  Oriental- 
ism ;  and  desiring  me  to  erase  a  motto  he 
had  prefixed  to  them  in  a  copy  he  gave 

me: 

^qnos  primns  equis  oriens  afOavit  anhelis.^ 

Virg. 

He  was  greatly  mortified  that  they  found 
more  readers  and  admirers  than  his  Odes. 
— Warton,  Joseph,  1797,  ed.  Pop^s 
Works,  vol.  I,  p.  61. 

His  ** Hassan,  or  the  Camel-Driver,"  is, 
I  verily  believe,  one  of  the  most  tenderly 
sublime,  most  sweetly  descriptive  poems 
in  the  cabinet  of  the  Muses. — Drake, 
Nathan,  1798-1820,  Literary  Hours,  vol. 
I,  No.  xvi,  p.  260. 

Collins  published  his  ''Oriental  Eclogues" 
while  at  college,  and  his  lyrical  poetry  at 
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e  of  twenty-six.    Those  works  wHl 

comparison  with  whatever  Milton 

under  the  age  of  thirty.     If  they 

ather  less  exuberant  wealth  of  gen- 

ley  exhibit  more  exquisite  touches 

bos.     Like  Milton,  he  leads  us  into 

lunted  ground  of  imagination ;  like 

e  has  the  rich  economy  of  expression 

with  thought,  which  by  a  single  few 

often  hints  entire  pictures  to  the 

lation.  .  .  .  The  pastoral  eclogue, 

is  insipid  in    all    other    English 

assumes  in  his  a  touching  inter- 

id  a  picturesque  air  of  novelty.     It 

that  he  himself  ultimately  under- 

those  eclogues,  as  deficient  in  char- 

}tic  manners;    but  surely  no  just 

of  them  cares  any  more  about  this 

istance  than  about  the  authenticity 

tale  of  Troy.— Campbell,  Thomas, 

Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

LOUgh  he  has  so  exquisitely  described 
assions,  the  greatest  want  of  his 
is  passion.  He  has  the  highest 
liasm,  but  little  human  interest, 
yures  are  warm  with  the  breath  of 
,  but  there  is  little  of  the  life's- 
of  heart  about  them.  Hence  his 
ital  Eclogues,"  although  full  of  fine 
ption,  are  felt  to  be  rather  tame 
.ff.— GiLFiLLAN,  George,  1854,  ed., 
oetical  Works  of  Goldsmith,  Collins 
.  Warton,  p,  83. 

''Persian  Eclogues"  have  much  of 
ch  and  peculiar  diction  of  Collins, 
said,  on  more  than  one  authority, 
e  expressed  his  dissatisfaction  with 
by  calling  them  his  'Irish  Ec- 
;"  but  in  this  he  no  doubt  simply 
ed  to  some  remarkable  blunders  in 
rst  edition.— Thomas,  W.  Moy, 
92,  ed,,  The  Poetical  Works  of  Wil- 
lollinSt  p,  Ivi. 

tenderness,  simplicity,  and  grace, 
)e  pronounced  as  amongst  the  most 
ful  pastoral  poetry  which  we 
s. — Waller,  J.  F.,  1881,  BosweU 
ohnsoUy  Their  Companions  and  Con- 
caries,  123. 

ODE  TO  LIBERTY 
1747 

3r  an  overture  worthy  of  Milton's 
Handel's  **Agonistes,"  a  prelude 
eals  as  from  beneath  the  triumphal 
rf  the  thunder-bearer,  steadily  sub- 
through  many  noble  but  ever  less 


and  less  noble  verses,  towards  a  final  coup- 
let showing  not  so  much  the  flatness  of 
failure  as  the  prostration  of  collapse. — 
Swinburne,  Algernon  Charles,  1880, 
The  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  m,  p.  282. 

ODE  TO  EVENING 

In  his  address  to  Evening,  he  has  pre- 
sented us  with  the  first  fortunate  speci- 
men of  the  blank  ode.  Nothing  but  his 
own  ode  on  the  Popular  Superstitions  of 
the  Highlands  of  Scotland  can  exceed  the 
fine  enthusiasm  of  this  piece;  the  very 
spirit  of  Poussin  and  Claude  breathe 
throughout  the  whole,  mingled  .indeed 
with  a  wilder  and  more  visionary  train  of 
idea,  yet  subdued  and  chastened  by  the 
softest  tones  of  melancholy. — Drake, 
Nathan,  1798-1820,  Literary  Hours,  vol. 
II,  No.  XXV,  p.  36. 

If  Collins  live  by  the  reputation  of  one, 
more  than  of  another,  performance,  it 
strikes  me  that  his  "Ode  to  Evening"  will 
be  that  on  which  the  voice  of  posterity 
will  be  more  uniform  in  praise.  It  is  a 
pearl  of  the  most  perfect  tint  and  shape. 
— DiBDiN,  Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The 
Library  Companion,  p.  733,  note. 

His  **Ode  to  Evening"  is,  perhaps,  the 
most  original  of  his  odes.  The  fine  tone 
of  tranquil  musing  that  pervades  it  is 
felt  by  every  poetic  reader.  A  subdued 
and  peaceful  spirit  breathes  through  it, 
as  in  the  solitude  and  stillness  of  a  twilight 
country.  The  absence  of  rhyme  leaving 
the  even  glow  of  the  verse  unbroken,  and 
the  change  at  the  end  of  each  stanza  into 
shorter  lines,  as  if  the  voice  of  the  reader 
dropped  into  a  lower  key,  contribute  to 
the  effect.  To  those  who  feel  its  spirit 
the  living  world  is  far  away,  and  even  the 
objects  in  the  surrounding  landscape,  by 
which  the  picture  is  completed,  are  seen 
only  in  their  reflection  in  the  poet's  mind. 
The  bat  and  the  beetle  which  are  abroad 
in  the  dusky  air ;  the  brown  hamlets  and 
dim-discovered  spires;  the  springs  that 
have  a  solemn  murmur,  and  the  dying 
gales,  are  but  images  of  that  rapt  and 
peaceful  mood.  It  must,  however,  be 
acknowledged  that  some  obscurity  in  the 
invocation  arises  from  the  long  inversion 
of  the  sense,  by  which  that  which  in  log- 
ical order  is  the  first  sentence  in  the  poem 
is  carried  over  to  the  last  two  lines  of  the 
fourth  stanza.— Thomas,' W.  Mo Y,  1858- 
92,  erf.,  7%e  Poetical  Works  of  William 
Collins^  p.  liv. 
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The  most  perfect  and  original  poem  of 
Collins,  as  well  as  the  most  finely  appre- 
ciative of  Nature,  is  his  Ode  to  Evening. 
Ko  doabt  evening  is  personified  in  his 
address  as  ''maid  composed,"  and  ''calm 
votaress,"  but  the  personification  is  so 
delicately  handled,  and  in  so  subdued  a 
tone,  that  it  does  not  jar  on  the  feelings, 
as  such  personifications  too  often  do. 
.  .  .  There  is  about  the  whole  ode  a 
subdued  twilight  tone,  a  remoteness  from 
men  and  human  things,  and  a  pensive 
evening  musing,  all  the  more  expressive, 
because  it  does  not  shape  itself  into  defi- 
nite thoughts,  but  reposes  in  appropriate 
images. —Shairp,  John  Campbell,  1877, 
On  Poetic  Interpretation  of  Nature,  pp. 
207,  208. 

Displays  a  sustained  power  of  painting 
landscape  effects  which  Collins  does  not 
repeat  elsewhere. —GossE,  Edmund,  1888, 
A  History  of  Eighteenth  CerUury  Litera- 
ture, p.  233. 

Collins  is  best  known  by  his  Ode  on 
"The  Passions,"  but  incomparably  his 
finest  and  most  distinctive  work  is  the 
"Ode  to  Evening."  The  superior  popu- 
larity of  "The  Passions"  is  easily  ex- 
plained. It  might  be  recited  at  a  penny 
reading,  and  every  line  of  its  strenuous 
rhetoric  would  tell ;  every  touch  would  be 
at  once  appreciated.  But  the  beauties  of 
the  "Ode  to  Evening"  are  of  a  much 
stronger  kind,  and  the  structure  of  it  is 
infinitely  more  complicated.  ...  It 
is  a  poem  to  be  taken  into  the  mind  slowly ; 
you  cannot  take  possession  of  it  without 
effort.  Give  a  quiet  evening  to  it ;  return 
to  it  again  and  again ;  master  the  meaning 
of  it  deliberately  part  by  part,  and  let  the 
whole  sink  into  your  mind  softly  and  grad- 
ually, and  you  will  not  regret  the  labor. 
You  will  find  yourselves  in  possession  of 
a  perpetual  delight,  of  a  music  that  will 
make  the  fall  of  evening  forever  charm- 
ing to  you.— Minto,  WiLLLVM,  1894,  The 
Literature  of  the  Georgian  Era,  ed.  Knight, 
pp.  93,  94. 

THE  PASSIONS 

"The  Ode  to  the  Passions"  is,  by  uni- 
versal consent,  the  noblest  of  Collinses 
productions,  because  it  exhibits  a  much 
more  extended  invention,  not  of  one  pas- 
sion only,  but  of  all  the  passions  combined, 
acting,  according  to  the  powers  of  each, 
to  one  end.  The  execution,  also,  is  the 
happiest,  each  particular  passion  is  drawn 


with  inimitable  force  and  compression. 
Let  us  take  on  Fear  and  Despair,  each 
dashed  out  in  four  lines,  of  which  every 
word  is  like  inspiration.  Beautiful  as 
Spenser  is,  and  sometimes  sublime,  yet  he 
redoubles  his  touch  too  much,  and  often 
introduces  some  coarse  feature  or  expres- 
sion, which  destroys  the  spell.  Spenser, 
indeed,  has  other  merits  of  splendid  and 
inexhaustible  invention,  which  render  it 
impossible  to  put  Collins  on  a  par  with 
him :  but  we  must  not  estimate  merit  by 
mere  quantity:  if  a  poet  produces  but 
one  short  piece,  which  is  perfect,  he  must 
be  placed  according  to  its  quality.  And 
surely  there  is  not  a  single  figure  in  Col- 
linses "Ode  to  the  Passions"  which  is  not 
perfect,  both  in  conception  and  language. 
He  has  had  many  imitators,  but  no  one 
has  ever  approached  him  in  his  own  de- 
partment.— Brydges,  Sir  Samuel  Eger- 
TON,  1831  ?  An  Essay  on  the  Genius  and 
Poems  of  Collins.  

All  that  Collins  has  written  is  full  of 
imagination,  pathos,  and  melody.  The 
defect  of  his  poetry  in  general  is  that 
there  is  too  little  of  earth  in  it :  in  the 
purity  and  depth  of  its  beauty  it  resembles 
the  bright  blue  sky.  Yet  Collins  had 
genius  enough  for  anything;  and  in  his 
ode  entitled  "The  Passions, "  he  has  shown 
with  how  strong  a  voice  and  pulse  of 
humanity  he  could,  when  he  chose,  ani- 
mate his  verse,  and  what  extensive  and 
enduring  popularity  he  could  command.— 
Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendiom 
History  of  English  Literature  and  of  tk 
English  Language,  vol.  ii,  p.  284. 

Its  grace  and  vigour,  its  vivid  and  pliant 
dexterity  of  touch,  are  worthy  of  all  their 
long  inheritance  of  praise ;  and  altogether 
it  holds  out  admirably  well  to  the  happy 
and  harmonious  end. — Swinburne,  Al- 
gernon Charles,  1880,  The  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  Ill,  p.  282. 

GENERAL 

In  simplicity  of  description  and  expres- 
sion, in  delicacy  and  softness  of  numbers, 
and  in  natural  and  unaffected  tenderness, 
they  are  not  to  be  equalled  by  anything  of 
the  pastoral  kind  in  the  English  language. 
— Langhorne,  William,  1765-81,  The 
Poetical  Works  of  William  CoUins,  Memoir^ 
Attempt  uo  uomber  of  the  plaintiye  Gkiy, 
Let  me  like  midnight  cats,  or  Oolliiis  siiig- 

— Ch ATTERTOX,  Thomas,  1770  ?  FWuary^ 
An  Elegy. 
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diction  was  often  harsh,  unskilfully 
red,  and  injudiciously  selected.  He 
ed  the  obsolete,  when  it  was  not 
y  of  revival ;  and  he  puts  his  words 
»f  the  common  order,  seeming  to 

with    some    later    candidates  for 

that  not  to  write  prose  is  certainly 
ite  poetry.  His  lines  commonly  are 
w  motion,  clogged  and  impeded  with 
rs  of  consonants.  As  men  are  often 
ned  who  cannot  be  loved,  so  the 
f  of  Collins  may  sometimes  extort 
>  when  it  gives  little- pleasure. — 
JON,  Samuel,  1779-81,  CollinSy  Lives 

English  Poets. 

)  of  our  most  exquisite  poets,  and  of 
,  perhaps,  without  exaggeration  it 
»e  asserted,  that  he  partook  of  the 
lity  and  enthusiasm  of  Tasso,  the 
\  wildness  of  Shakspeare,  the  sub- 
'  of  Milton,  and  the  pathos  of  Ossian. 
AKE,  Nathan,  1798-1820,  Literary 
J,  vol,  I,  No.  iii,  p.  49. 
was  Collins,  *tis  true,  had  a  good  deal 
Bay, 
le  dog  had  no  industry. 

NT,  Leigh,   1811,   The  Feast  of  the 

Like  Collins,  iU-starr'd  name  I 
B  lay's  requital  w^as  that  tardy  Fame, 
i>ound  no  laurel  round  his  living  head, 
i  hang  it  o'er  his  monument  when  dead. 

►TT,  Sir  Walter,  1813,  The  Bridal 
ermain. 

had  that  true  vivida  vis,  that  gen- 
inspiration,  which  alone  can  give 
to    the  highest  efforts  of    poetry, 
aves  stings  in  the  minds  of  his  read- 
ertain  traces  of  thought  and  feeling, 
never  wear  out,  because  nature  had 
:hem  in  his  own  mind.     He  is  the 
3ne  of  the  minor  poets  of  whom,  if 
,d  lived,  it  cannot  be  said  that  he 
not  have  done  the  greatest  things, 
^erm   is  there.      He  is  sometimes 
ed,  unmeaning  and  obscure ;  but  he 
latches  rich  glimpses  of  the  bowers 
aradise,  and  has  lofty   aspirations 
the  highest  seats  of  the  Muses.    With 
it  deal  of  tinsel  and  splendid  patch- 
he  has  not  been  able  to  hide  the 
sterling  ore  of  genius.     In  his  best 
there    is  an    attic   simplicity,  a 
5,    and    fervour    of    imagination, 
make  us  the  more  lament  that  the 
5  of  his  mind  werd^  at  first  depressed 
jlect  and  pecuniary  embarrassment, 
t  length  buried  in  the  gloom  of  an 


unconquerable  and  fatal  malady.  .  .  . 
I  should  conceive  that  Collins  had  a  much 
greater  poetical  genius  than  Gray :  he  had 
more  of  that  fine  madness  which  is  insep- 
arable from  it,  of  its  turbid  effervescence, 
of  all  that  pushes  it  to  the  verge  of  agony  ' 
or  rapture. — Hazlitt,  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

The  most  accomplished  Scholar,  and  the 
most  original  Poet  of  his  age. — Neele, 
Henry,  1827-29,  Lectures  on  English 
Poetry,  p.  213. 

It  is  not,  however,  inconsistent  with  a 
high  respect  for  Collins,  to  ascribe  every 
possible  praise  to  that  unrivaled  produc- 
tion, the  ''Ode  to  the  Passions,"  to  feel 
deeply  the  beauty,  the  pathos,  and  the  sub- 
lime conceptions  of  the  Odes  to  Evening,  to 
Pity,  to  Simplicity,  and  a  few  others,  and 
yet  to  be  sensible  of  the  occasional  obscu- 
rity and  imperfections  of  his  imagery  in 
other  pieces,  to  find  it  difiicult  to  discover 
the  meaning  of  some  passages,  to  think 
the  opening  of  four  of  his  odes  which 
commence  with  the  common-place  invoca- 
tion of  "0  thou,"  and  the  alliteration  by 
which  so  many  lines  are  disfigured,  blem- 
ishes too  serious  to  be  forgotten,  unless  the 
judgment  be  drowned  in  the  full  tide  of 
generous  and  enthusiastic  admiration  of 
the  great  and  extraordinary  beauties  by 
which  these  faults  are  more  than  re- 
deemed. That  these  defects  are  to  be 
ascribed  to  haste  it  would  be  uncandid  to 
deny;  but  haste  is  no  apology  for  such 
faults  in  productions  which  fill  a  hundred 
pages,  and  which  their  author  had  ample 
opportunities  to  remove. — Nicolas,  Sir 
Harris  Nicholas.  1831?  ed.  CoUins's 
Poetical  Works,  Memoir. 

When  Collins  is  spoken  of  as  one  of  the 
minor  poets,  it  is  a  sad  misapplication  of 
the  term.  Unless  he  be  minor  because 
the  number  and  size  of  his  poems  is  small, 
no  one  is  less  a  minor  poet.  In  him  every 
word  is  poetry,  and  poetry  either  sublime 
or  pathetic.  He  does  not  rise  to  the  sub- 
limity of  Milton  or  Dante,  or  reach  the 
graceful  tenderness  of  Petrarch ;  but  he 
has  a  visionary  invention  of  his  own,  to 
which  there  is  no  rival.  As  long  as  the 
language  lasts,  every  richly  gifted  and 
richly  cultivated  mind  will  read  him  with 
intense  and  wondering  rapture ;  and  will 
not  cease  to  entertain  the  conviction,  from 
his  example,  if  from  no  other,  that 
true  poetry  of  the  higher  orders  is  real 
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inspiration. — Brtdges,  Sm  Samuel  Eger- 
TON,  1831  ?  An  Essay  on  the  Genins  and 
Poems  of  Collins. 

That  he  should  never  before  have  heard 
of  Collins,  shows  how  little  Collins  has 
been  heard  of  in  his  life- time ;  and  that 
Cowper,  in  his  knowledge  of  contemporary 
literature,  was  now  awakening,  as  it 
were,  from  a  sleep  of  twenty  years.  In 
the  course  of  those  years  Collins's  Odes, 
which  were  utterly  neglected  on  their 
first  appearance,  had  obtained  their  due 
estimation.  ...  It  should  also  be 
remembered,  that  in  the  course  of  one 
generation  these  poems,  without  any 
adventitious  aid  to  bring  them  into  notice, 
were  acknowledged  to  be  the  best  of  their 
kind  in  the  language.  Silently  and  im- 
perceptibly they  had  risen  by  their  own 
buoyancy,  and  their  power  was  felt  by 
every  reader  who  had  any  true  poetic  feel-  ' 
ing. — SouTHEY,  Robert,  1835,  Life  <f 
Cowper^  p.  321. 

If  we  admire  the  genius  and  skill  which 
have  compressed  into  the  few  pages  of 
Gray's  collected  poems  so  many  noble 
images,  so  many  exquisite  movements  of 
harmony,  and  so  much  splendour  and  pro- 
priety of  diction,  we  shall  find  that  an  in- 
tense susceptibility  for  beauty  has  con- 
centrated into  the  yet  smaller  compass  of 
Collins's  productions  a  quantity  and  depth 
of  loveliness  of  a  kind  even  more  perma- 
nently attractive  to  the  reader.  If  Gray 
was  the  more  accomplished  artist,  Collins 
was  the  more  bom  poet.  In  Collins  the 
first  thing  we  remark  is  the  inimitable 
felicity  of  his  expression.  Gray's  lovely 
and  majestic  pictures  are  careful,  genial, 
artistic  paintings  of  nature;  those  of 
Collins  are  the  images  of  nature  in  the 
camera  obscura.  Gray  is  the  light  of  day ; 
Collins  is  the  Italian  moonlight — as  bright 
almost,  but  tenderer,  more  pensive,  more 
spiritual, — 

"Dnfik,  yet  clear ; 
Mellow'd  and  mingling,  yet  distinctly  seen." 

—Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847,  Ouilines  of 
English  Literature,  p.  298. 

The  Odes  of  Collins  are  fuller  of  the 
fine  and  spontaneous  enthusiasm  of  genius, 
than  any  other  poems  ever  written  by  one 
who  wrote  so  little.  We  close  this  tiny 
volume  with  the  same  disappointed  sur- 
prise, which  overcomes  us  when  a  har-  - 
monious  piece  of  music  suddenly  ceases 
unfinished.     His  range  of  tones  is  very 


wide :  it  extends  from  the  warmest  rap- 
ture of  self-entranced  imagination,  to  a 
tenderness  which  makes  some  of  his  verses 
sound  like  gentle  weeping.  The  delicacy 
of  gradation  with  which  he  passes  from 
thought  to  thought,  has  an  indescribable 
charm,  though  not  always  unattended  by 
obscurity ;  and  there  is  a  marvellous  power 
of  suggestion  in  his  clouds  of  allegoric 
imagery,  so  beautiful  in  outline,  and  col- 
our^ by  a  fancy  so  purely  and  ideally  re- 
fined. His  most  popular  poem,  ''The 
Passions,"  can  hardly  be  allowed  to  be 
his  best:  of  some  of  his  most  deeply 
marked  characteristics  it  conveys  no  ade- 
quate idea.  Readers  who  do  not  shrink 
from  having  their  attention  put  to  the 
stretch,  and  who  can  relish  the  finest  and 
most  recondite  analogies,  will  delight  in 
his  Ode  entitled  ''The  Manners,"  and  in 
that,  still  nobler  and  more  imaginative, 
' '  On  the  Poetical  Character. ' '  Every  one, 
surely,  can  understand  and  feel  the  beauty 
of  such  pieces  as  the  Odes  "To  Pity," 
"To Simplicity,"  "To  Mercy."  Nordoes 
it  require  much  reflection  to  fit  us  for 
appreciating  the  spirited  lyric  "To  Lib- 
erty ;"  or  for  being  entranced  by  the  finely- 
woven  harmonies  and  the  sweetly  romantic 
pictures,  which,  in  the  "Ode  to  Evening," 
remind  us  of  the  youthful  poems  of 
Milton.— Spalding,  William,  1852-82,  A 
History  of  English  Literature,  p.  341. 

With  some  occasional  exaggeration  and 
over-luxuriance,  this  author's  language  is 
for  the  most  part  exquisitely  musical  and 
refined.  —  Arnold,  Thomas,  1868-75, 
Chaucer  to  Wordsworth,  p.  357. 

There  belong  to  Collins  a  new  intensity 
of  emotion,  a  vividness  of  personification, 
a  broader  sweep  of  imagination,  which 
decidedly  distinguish  his  composition  from 
that  of  his  cotemporaries,  and  impart  to 
the  reader  a  sense  of  larger,  freer,  glad- 
der motion.  As  a  vigorous  bird  propor- 
tions his  curves  of  flight  to  his  power  of 
muscle,  so  Collins  adopts  a  more  varied 
and  continuous  rhythm.  His  successive 
impulses  gather  up  and  weave  together 
more  lines,  and  we  are  borne  on  the  strong 
wing  of  a  single  image  through  a  series 
of  varying  melodies,  that  will  not  fall 
apart  into  brief,  measured  stanzas. — 
Bascom,  John,  1874,  Philosophy  of  Eng- 
lish Literature,  p.  216 

What  a  notion  it  gives  us  of  the  power 
of  poetry  that  this  poor  mad-house  patient 
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!e  at  the  distance  of  more  than  a 
ed  years  to  so  possess  our  minds 
lis  own  emotion,  that  we  never  cease 
)  amid  the  skirts  of  these  dim  wood- 
*  his  retreating  figure ! — Nadal,  E. 
176,  Two  Poems  of  Collins,  Scribner^s 
\ly,  vol  12,  p.  220. 

thout  making  odious  comparisons, 
J  be  fair  to  say  that  Collins's  odes 
lore  liked  than  Gray's.  They  have 
he  air  of  artificiality,  and  they  have 
he  form  of  a  mosaic,  which  is  nat- 

suggested  to  us  by  Gray's  borrow- 
•om  his  predecessors.  Where  there 
*aces  of  labored  elegance  in  Gray, 
ve  often  in  Collins  the  apparently 
choice  of  the  right  epithet,  for  he 
nly  conceals  his  art.  .  .  .  Col- 
however,  mastered  his  instrument, 
is  odes  survive  to  show  that,  even 
reary  period  of  literary  history,  the 
may  arise  who  proves  that  the 
;al  tradition,  though  obscured,  is  not 
jr  lost.— Perry,   Thomas  S.,  1880, 

Collins  and  Beattie,  Atlantic  Month- 
l.  46,  p.  815. 

ing  both  in  the  age  and  after  an  age 
itical  poetry,  Collins,  always  alien 
from  the  better  and  from  the  worse 
ices  of  his  day,  has  shown  at  least 
mtiful  a  lack  of  any  slightest  crit- 
Qstinct  or  training  as  ever  did  any 
Dn  record,  in  his  epistle  to  Hanmer 
at  worthy  knight's  **inqualifiable" 
n  of  Shakespeare.  But  his  couplets, 
h  incomparably  inferior  to  Gray's, 
enerally  spirited  and  competent  as 
as  fluent  and  smooth.  The  direct 
•ity  and  purity  of  their  positive  and 
htforward  inspiration  will  always 
his  poems  fresh  and  sweet  to  the 

I  of  all  men.  He  was  a  solitary 
3ird  among  many  more  or  less  excel- 
Dipers  and  pianists.  He  could  put 
spirit  of  colour  into  a  single  stroke, 
breath  of  music  into  a  single  note, 
could  all  the  rest  of  his  generation 

II  the  labours  of  their  lives.  And 
^eet  name  and  the  lucid  memory  of 
inius  could  only  pass  away  with  all 

and  all  records  of  lyric  poetry 
Ingland.  —  Swinburne,  Algernon 
LES,  1880,  The  English  Poets,  ed. 
\  vol.  III,  p.  282. 

jre  are  very  few  poets  from  whose 
;    so    little    chaff    has    been   win- 

imond  Churchyard. 


nowed  as  from  that  of  Collins.  His 
entire  existing  work  does  not  extend  to 
much  more  than  fifteen  hundred  lines,  at 
least  two-thirds  of  which  must  live  with 
the  best  poetry  of  the  century.  Collins 
has  the  touch  of  a  sculptor ;  his  verse  is 
clearly-cut  and  direct ;  it  is  marble-pure, 
but  also  marble-cold.  Each  phrase  is  a 
wonder  of  felicitous  workmanship,  with- 
out emphasis,  without  sense  of  strain. 
His  best  strophes  possess  an  extraordi- 
nary quiet  melody,  a  soft  harmonious 
smoothness  as  of  some  divine  and  aerial 
creature  singing  in  artless,  perfect,  num- 
bers for  its  own  delight.  .  .  .  The 
intellectual  quality  of  Collins  is  not  so 
strongly  marked  as  his  pure  and  polished 
art ;  but  he  had  S3rmpathy  with  fine  things 
unpopular  in  his  own  lifetime.  He  was  a 
republican  and  a  Hellenist  and  a  collector 
of  black-letter  poetry,  in  an  age  that 
equally  despised  what  was  Greek  and  what 
was  Gothic.  It  may  perhaps  be  allowed 
to  be  an  almost  infallible  criterion  of  a 
man's  taste  for  the  highest  forms  of 
poetic  art  to  inquire  whether  he  has  or 
has  not  a  genuine  love  for  the  verses  of 
William  Collins.— GossE,  Edmund,  1888, 
A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century  Libera^ 
ture,  pp.  233,  235. 

There  is  the  chink  of  true  and  rare 
poetic  metal  in  his  verse,  and  it  is  fused 
by  an  imagination  capable  of  intense  heat 
and  wonderful  flame. — Mitchell,  Donald 
G.,  1895,  English  Lands  Letters  and 
Kings,  Queen  Anne  and  the  Georges, 
p.  161. 

Men  like  Thomas  Gray  and  William  Col- 
lins attempted  to  ''revive  the  just  designs 
of  Greece,"  not  only  in  fitness  of  lan- 
guage, but  in  perfection  of  form.  They 
are  commonly  placed  together,  but  the 
genius  of  each  was  essentially  different. 
What  they  had  in  common  belonged  to 
the  age  in  which  they  lived,  ami  one  of 
these  elements  was  a  certain  artificial 
phrasing  from  which  they  found  it  diflicult 
to  escape.  Both  sought  beauty  more  than 
their  fellows,  but  Collins  found  it  more 
than  Gray.  He  had  the  greater  grace 
and  the  sweeter  simplicity,  and  his  **Ode 
to  Simplicity"  tells  us  the  direction  in 
which  poetry  was  going.  His  best  work, 
like  "The  Ode  to  Evening,"  is  near  to 
Keats,  and  recalls  that  poet's  imaginative 
way.  His  inferior  work  is  often  rude  and 
his  style  sometimes  obscure,  but  when  he 
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is  tonched  by  joy  in  ''ecstatic  trial,"  or 
when  he  sits  with  Melancholy  in  love  of 
peace  and  gentle  musing,  he  is  indeed  in- 
spired by  truth  and  loveliness. — Brooke, 
Stopford  a.,  1896,  English  Literature, 
p.  214. 

Johnson,  a  good  and  true  friend  of  Col- 
lins, and  though  an  untrustworthy  critic 
of  purely  romantic  poetry,  likely  to  be 
conciliated  rather  than  revolted  by  the 
classical  form  of  the  odes,  broke  the  truth 
bluntly  when  he  said  that  Collins's  inver- 
sion of  phrase  savoured  of  the  mistake 
that  "if  you  do  not  write  prose  you  will 
write  poetry. "  In  no  true  poet  known  to 
me,  not  in  Rossetti,  not  in  Donne,  is  the 
drawback  of  artificial  poetic  diction  so  ob- 
noxious as  in  Collins.  And  the  reason  is 
clear.  He  was  a  true  poet,  a  poet  of  the 
truest,  who,  unluckily  for  him,  was  singing 
in  the  spirit  of  one  age  with  the  tongue 


of  another.  He  is  trying  to  say  Shibboleth, 
but  he  cannot ;  and  though  he  says  Sib- 
boleth  with  exquisite  grace,  it  is  Sibbo- 
leth  still.— Saintsbury,  George,  1896, 
Sodal  England,  ed.  Traill,  vol.  v,  p.  263. 

The  landscape  of  Collins  was  apparently 
much  influenced  by  Greek  poe^.  His 
work  reminds  us  of  the  great,  rugged, 
sublime,  choral  songs,  of  the  audacious 
metaphors  of  -ilschylus.  —  Palgrave, 
Francis  Turner,  1896,  Landscape  in 
Poetry,  p.  173. 

Collins  is  among  the  choicest  of  English 
lyrical  poets.  There  is  a  flute-like  music 
in  his  best  odes — such  as  the  one  ''To 
Evening,"  and  the  one  written  in  1746— 
"How  sleep  the  brave,"  which  are 
sweeter,  more  natural,  and  more  spontane- 
ous thsm  Gray's.  —  Beers,  Henry  A., 
1898,  A  History  (f  English  Romantieisni 
in  the  EXghteenth  Ckntury,  p.  168. 


Bexyainiii  Hoadly 

1676-17*61 

Bom  at  Westerham,  Kent,  in  1697  became  a  fellow  of  Catherine  Hall,  Cambridge, 
in  1701  lecturer  of  St.  Mildred  in  the  Poultry,  and  in  1703  rector  of  St.  Peter-le-Poer. 
Hoadly  figures  amongst  the  principal  controversial  writers  of  the  18th  century,  defend- 
ing the  cause  of  civil  and  religious  liberty  against  both  crown  and  clergy,  and  carrying 
on  a  controversy  with  Dr.  Atterbury  on  the  obedience  due  to  the  civil  power  by 
ecclesiastics.  In  1710  he  was  presented  to  the  rectory  of  Streatham,  and  in  1715 
was  made  Bishop  of  Bangor.  In  1717  he  preached  before  the  king  a  sermon  on  ''My 
kingdom  is  not  of  this  world,"  in  which  he  sought  to  show  that  Christ  had  not  dele- 
gated His  powers  to  any  ecclesiastical  authorities.  This  originated  the  Bangorian 
Controversy,  which  branched  off  into  such  a  multiplicity  of  side-issues  that  the  main 
question  became  lost.  The  dispute  had,  however,  one  important  consequence — the 
indefinite  prorogation  of  Convocation.  In  1721  Hoadly  was  translated  to  Hereford,  m 
1723  to  Sistlisbury,  and  in  1734  to  Winchester.  His  son  published  his  ''Collected 
Works"  in  1773,  with  Life.— Patrick  and  Grooms,  eds.,  1897,  Chamber^ s  Biograph- 
ical Dictionary,  p.  492. 


PERSONAL 

Calling  at  Bull's  on  Ludgate  Hill,  he 
forced  me  to  his  house  at  Hampstead  to 
dinner  among  a  great  deal  of  ill  company ; 
among  the  rest  Mr.  Hoadly,  the  Whig 
clergymaif,  so  famous  for  acting  the  con- 
trary part  to  Sacheverell.— Swift,  Jona- 
than, 1710,  Journal  to  Stella,  Sept.  13. 

O  nurse  of  Freedom,  Albion,  say, 
Thon  tamer  of  despotic  sway. 
What  man,  among  thy  sons  around. 
Thus  heir  to  glory  hast  thou  found? 

What  page,  in  all  thy  annals  bright, 
Hast  thou  with  purer  Joy  survey'd 
Than  that  where  truth,  by  Hoadly's  aid, 
Shines  through  imposture's  solenm  shade, 

Through  kingly  and  through  sacerdotal  night  ? 


We  attend  thy  reverend  length  of  dajys 
With  benediction  and  with  praise. 
And  hail  thee  in  our  public  ways 
Like  some  great  spirit  famed  in  ages  old. 

— ^Akenside,  Mark,  1754,  To  the  Right 
Rev.  Benjamin  Lord  Bishop  <f  Winchester. 
Benjamin  Hoadly  was  probably  the  best 
hated  clergyman  of  the  century  amongst 
his  own  order.  His  titles  to  the  antipathy 
of  his  brethren  were  many  and  indisputa- 
ble. A  clergyman  who  opposes  sacerdo- 
tal privileges  is  naturally  the  object  of  a 
sentiment  such  as  would  be  provoked  by 
a  trades-unionist  who  should  defend  the 
masters,  or  a  country  squire  who  should 
protect  poachers.  —  Stephen,  Leslie, 
1876,  History  of  English  Thought  in  the 
Eighieenih  Cmtury,  vd.  n,  p.  152. 
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I  preacher,  where  the  subject  was 
e  of  a  purely  argumentative  charac- 
oadly  was  not  successful.  He  said 
lectureship  in  the  City,  which  he 
)etween  1694  and  1704,  that  he 
led  it  down  to  30£  a  year  and  then 
ed.  To  stir  the  soul  and  warm  the 
rs  was  quite  beyond  his  reach ;  and 
1,  in  his  calm,  dispassionate  manner, 
lid  reason  with  force  upon  the  bless- 
■  a  life  of  Christian  principle,  this 
3lf  can  never  sway  the  heart  of  a 
3ongregation.  Moreover,  his  style, 
1  frequently  rising  into  impressive 
jr,  was  often  diffuse  and  involved. 
.  In  private  life  he  possessed  a 
and  happy  temperament.  Easy  in 
r  and  not  wanting  in  humour,  he 
>nd  of  society,  but  never  so  content 
the  midst  of  his  own  family.  Mil- 
)eaks  of  the  ''incongruous  associa- 
f  emblems"  on  his  tomb  at  Winches- 
he  pastoral  crosier  and  the  demo- 
pike  and  cap — the  Scriptures  and 
I  Charta.  The  pike,  if  it  is  indeed 
is  incongruous  enough;  and  the 
al  staff  is  suggestive  of  Hoadly's 
jst  defect.  But  the  rest  may  well 
lent  those  elements  in  the  bishop's 
iter  which  make  up  for  much  that 
anting  in  it — his  love  of  liberty,  his 
f  justice,  his  reverence — exclusive 
lult — for  the  authority  of  Holy  Writ. 
lEY,  Charles  J.,  1887,  The  English 
h  and  Its  BishopSy  1700-1800,  vol. 
3,  19. 

GENERAL 

JBLoadly,  the  Bishop  of  Bangor,  has, 
3  Sermon  for  which  he  is  so  ill- 
d,  done  like  an  Apostle,  and  asserted 
irue  dominion  established  by  our 
id  Saviour.— Steele,  Richard,  1717, 

to  Lady  Steele,  June  21. 

Ily  Benjamin,  thou  hast  done  well 
it  thou  hast  openly  declared  the  in- 
of  those  who  have  armed  themselves 
anlawful  power,  and  have  exercised 
ly  over  their  brethren,  saying,  ye 
join  with  us,  otherwise  ye  shall  go 
son ;  or  otherwise  you  shall  have  no 
r,  or  part  or  lot  among  us :  Whereas 
Jesus  never  left  any  such  command- 
But  it  remaineth  as  a  difficulty, 
abt  unto  us  who  are  Friends,  how 
canst  lay  a  confederacy  with  these 
Verily,  Benjamin,  if  thou  come 
it  from  among  them,  thou  wilt  give 


occasion  to  wicked  men  to  say  of  thee, 
that  thou  hast  said  that  in  thy  teaching 
office  which  thou  wilt  not  put  in  practice 
in  thy  person.  Wherefore,  friend  Benja- 
min, as  I  know  that  the  truth  hath  been 
spoken  by  thee,  I  warn  thee  for  thy  good, 
that  thou  come  out  speedily  from  among 
them;  lay  down  thy  painted  vestments 
and  profane  trinkets,  the  ensigns  of  that 
usurpation  upon  thy  Lord  and  Master's 
kingdom,  which  thou  hast  so  faithfully 
borne  thy  testimony  against. — Blessed  art 
thou,  0  Benjamin,  in  that  thou  hast  borne 
thy  testimony  against  these  things. 
Wherefore  I  know,  that  leaving  behind 
thee  all  these  wicked  and  erroneous  opin- 
ions, and  bearing  witness  to  the  truth, 
thou  will  at  length  join  thyself  unto  us, 
and  I  rejoice  over  thee  in  this,  that  thou 
art  enlightened  to  know  the  truth.  Friend 
Timothy  greeteth  thee  in  like  manner; 
as  also  James  the  aged,  a  lover  of  those 
who  forsake  the  errors  of  the  wicked. 
In  a  word,  all  Friends  greet  thee,  and 
speak  well  of  thee.  Fare  thee  well. — 
Defoe,  Daniel,  1717,  A  Declaration  of 
Truth  to  Benjamin  Hoadly, 

I  see  no  reason  for  such  a  prodigious 
outcry  upon  the  ** Plain  Account."  I 
really  think  it  a  very  good  book,  as  ortho- 
dox as  Archbishop  Tillotson.  Uis  prayers 
are  very  long,  but  in  my  opinion  some  of 
the  best  compositions  of  the  sort  that 
ever  I  read ;  and  if  I  could  bring  my  mind 
to  that  steady  frame  of  thinking  with 
regard  to  the  Deity  that  is  presented  by 
him,  I  believe  I  should  be  so  far  as  happy 
as  my  nature  is,  perhaps,  capable  of  being. 
—Herring,  Thomas,  1735,  Lett^  to  Dun^ 
combe,  Nov.  17. 

The  object  of  Whig  Idolatry  and  Tory 
abhorrence ;  and  at  every  weapon  of  attack 
and  defence,  the  Nonjuror,  on  the  ground 
which  is  common  to  both,  approves  him- 
self at  least  equal  to  the  Prelate.* — Gib- 
bon, Edward,  1793,  Autobiography,  Mem- 
oirs of  my  Life  and  Writings. 

The  style  of  Hoadly's  controversial 
treatises  is  strong  and  logical,  but  with- 
out any  of  the  graces  of  composition ;  and 
hence  they  have  fallen  into  comparative 
oblivion.  There  can  be  no  doubt,  how- 
ever, that  the  independent  and  liberal 
position  that  he  maintained,  aided  by  his 
station  in  the  church,  tended  materially 
to  stem  the  torrent  of  slavish  submission 

^Berkeley. 
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which,  at  that  time,  prevailed  in  the 
Church  of  England.— Mills,  Abraham, 
1851,  The  Literature  and  the  Literary  Men 
df  Great  Britain  and  Ireland^  vd,  ii,p.  275. 

His  style  is  in  general  vigorous  and 
caustic ;  he  seems  careless  of  elegance, 
and  his  dry  sarcasms  have  lost  their 
interest.  —  iStoTO,  Wiluam,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature^  p.  398. 

Was  a  prelate  of  great  controversial 
ability,  who  threw  the  weight  of  his  tal- 
ents and  learning  into  the  scale  of  Whig 
politics,  at  that  time  fiercely  attacked  by 
the  Tory  and  Jacobite  parties.  .  .  . 
There  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  independ- 
ent and  liberal  mind  of  Hoadly,  aided  by 
his  station  in  the  church,  tended  materi- 
ally to  stem  the  torrent  of  slavish  sub- 
mission which  then  prevailed  in  the 
church  of  England.— Chambers,  Robert, 
1876,  Cyelopcedia  of  English  Literature, 
ed.  Carruthers. 

His  style  is  the  style  of  a  bore ;  he  is 
slovenly,  awkward,  intensely  pertinacious, 
often  indistinct,  and,  apparently  at  least, 
evasive ;  and  occasionally  (1  am  thinking 
especially  of  his  arguments  with  his  old 
enemy  Atterbury)  not  free  from  a  tinge 
of  personal  rancour.  He  preached  his 
first  lectureship  down  to  302.  a  year,  as 
he  candidly  reports,  and  then  thought  it 
time  to  resign.  A  perusal  of  his  writ- 
ings renders  the  statement  easily  credible. 
The  three  huge  folios  which  contain  his 
ponderous  wranglings  are  a  dreary  wilder- 
ness of  now  profitless  discussion.  We 
owe,  however,  a  vast  debt  of  gratitude  to 
the  bores  who  have  defended  good  causes, 
and  in  his  pachydermatous  fashion  Hoadly 
did  some  service,  by  helping  to  trample 
down  certain  relics  of  the  old  spirit  of 
bigotry.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1876,  History 
rf  English  Thought  in  the  Eighteenth  Gen- 
tury,  vol,  n,  p.  153. 

This  very  able  man,  who  possessed  all 
the  moral  and  intellectual  qualities  of  a 
consummate  controversialist,  had  for  some 
years  been  rapidly  acquiring  the  position 
which  Burnet  had  before  held  in  the  Low 
Church  ranks.  His  latitudinarianism, 
however,  was  of  a  more  extreme  and  em- 
phatic character,  and  he  greatly  surpassed 
Burnet  in  the  incisive  brilliancy  of  his 
controversial  writing,  though  he  was  far 
inferior  to  him  in  learning  and  versatility, 
in  depth  and  beauty  of  character,  and  in 
the  discharge  of  his  episcopal  duties, — 


Leckt,  William  Edward  Hartpolb, 
1877,  A  History  cf  England  in  the  Eight- 
eenth Century,  vol.  i,  p.  270. 

As  a  writer,  he  is  both  furious  and  tire- 
some, and  almost  the  only  purely  literary 
interest  we  have  in  him  centres  around 
his  friendship  for  Steele. — GossE,  Ed- 
mund, 1888,  A  History  cf  Eighteenth  Cen- 
tury Literature,  p.  196. 

Hoadly,  so  dexterous  as  a  controver- 
sialist, does  not  shine  as  a  teacher  of  pos- 
itive theology.  There  is  a  coldness  and 
heaviness  about  his  utterances,  and  his 
style  is  sometimes  so  involved  that  we  can 
appreciate  Pope's  satirical  description  of 
"Hoadly  with  his  periods  of  a  mile."  .  .  . 
His  dogmatic  theological  writings  have 
no  great  merit.  His  political  essays  are 
clear  and  forcible,  but  they  are  disfigured 
by  frequent  adulation  of  the  king  and 
royal  family.  The  letters  to  Lady  Sun- 
don  show  that  he  was  well  able  to  flatter 
influential  personages  in  the  state. — 
Perry,  G.  G.,  1891,  Dictionary  of  Na- 
tional Biography,  vol.  xxvii,  p.  20. 

His  sermons  are  well-constructed  and 
lucid.  There  is  in  them  no  tedious  split- 
ting of  texts  nor  minute  casuistry.  He 
expounds  the  general  principles  of  religion 
forcibly  and  earnestly,  without  dwelling 
on  doctrinal  minutiae.  They  are  clear, 
vigorous,  and  brief.  Without  being  rhe- 
torical or  brilliant  they  are  pleasant  read- 
ing ;  calm,  well-sustained  and  logical.  He 
attacks  the  Church  of  Rome  with  severity, 
but  without  asperity,  recognising  her  as 
the  acme  of  the  ecclesiasticism  against 
which  he  was  constantly  at  war.  In  con- 
troversy he  is  temperate,  controlled,  and 
dignified.  He  never  stoops  to  petty  per- 
sonalities, but  holds  to  the  point  at  issue 
without  flinching.  Bishop  Hoadly  is  not 
a  star  of  the  first  magnitude.  His  writ- 
ings are  not  among  the  classics  of  English 
literature.  He  does  not  rank  with 
Hooker,  Jeremy  Taylor,  and  Baxter. 
Nevertheless  he  deserves  an  honourable 
place  among  English  men  of  letters. 
Possibly  had  he  been  a  high  churchman 
like  Warburton  he  would  have  enjoyed 
his  literary  deserts  and  more.  As  it  is, 
he  suffers  like  others  of  his  school  of 
theological  thought,  and  finds  himself 
passed  over  for  inferior  writers  who  bet- 
ter adapted  themselves  to  the  dominant 
views.— FrrzROY,  A.  I.,  1894,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  m,  p.  548. 
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William  Law 

1686-1761 

Ham  Law,  born  a  grocer's  son  at  Kingscliffe,  Northamptonshire,  in  1686» 
)d  Emmanuel  College,  Cambridge,  in  1705,  and  became  a  fellow  in  1711.  He 
Qable  to  subscribe  the  oath  of  allegiance  to*George  I.,  and  forfeited  his  fellow- 
About  1727  he  became  tutor  to  the  father  of  Edward  Gibbon,  and  for  ten  years 
'the  much-honoured  friend  and  spiritual  director  of  the  whole  family."  The 
Gibbon  died  in  1737,  and  three  years  later  Law  retired  to  Kingscliffe,  and  was 
[  by  his  disciples.  Miss  Hester  Gibbon,  sister  of  his  pupil,  and  Mrs.  Hutcheson. 
NO  ladies  had  a  united  income  of  about  £3000  a-year,  and  most  of  this  they  spent 
rks  of  charity.  About  1733  Law  had  begun  to  study  Jacob  Boehme,  and  most 
I  later  works  are  expositions  of  his  mysticism.  He  died  April  9,  1761.  Law 
is  first  triumphs  against  Bishop  Hoadly  in  the  famous  Bangorian  controversy 
lis  **Three  Letters"  (1717).  His  ''Remarks  on  Mandeville's  Fable  of  the  Bees" 
)  is  a  masterpiece  of  caustic  wit  and  vigorous  English.  Only  less  admirable  is  the 
)  of  Reason"  (1732),  in  answer  to  Tindal  the  Deist.  But  his  most  famous  work 
ns  in  the  ''Serious  Call  to  a  Devout  and  Holy  Life"  (1729),  which  profoundly 
iced  Dr.  Johnson  and  the  Wesleys.  There  are  two  collected  editions  of  his  works 
t  of  1762  and  that  by  Moreton  (1893  et  seq.).  See  Walton's  "Notes  and  Mate- 
br  a  Complete  Biography"  (1848),  Overton's  "William  Law,  Nonjuror  andMys- 
1881),  and  the  Rev.  Dr.  A.  Whyte's  "Characters  of  William  Law"  (1892).— 
CK  AND  Groome,  eds,,  1897,  Chambers^s  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  576. 


PERSONAL 

)  Mr.  Lawes,  A.  M.,  of  Cambridge, 
ately  degraded  by  the  means  of  Dr. 
8,  head  .of  King's  College,  who  com- 
d  to  the  present  lord-treasurer  (who 
zealous  for  his  degradation)  upon 
nt  of  some   queries  in  his  speech 

tripos  speech,  such  as,  Whether 
in  shine  when  it  is  in  an  eclipse? 
[ler  a  controverted  son  be  not 
'  than  a  controverted  successor? 
ber  a  dubious  successor  be  not  in 
r  of  being  set  aside?  With  other 
J  of  the  same  nature. — Hearne, 
(VS,  1713,  Diary,  July  13. 

Law  was  in  stature  rather  over 
mder  the  middle  size ;  not  corpulent, 
out  made,  with  broad  shoulders ;  his 
)  was  round,  his  eyes  grey ;  his  f ea- 
well  proportioned,  and  not  large; 
mplexion  ruddy,  and  his  countenance 
and  agreeable.  He  was  naturally 
inclined  to  be  merry  than  sad.  In  his 
he  was  very  regular  and  temperate. 
HE,  Richard,  1813,  Life  and  Writ- 
f  the  late  Rev.  William  Law,  p.  30. 
borough  man,  full  of  human  infirmi- 
3ut  a  grand  specimen  of  humanity, 
,  noble  monument  of  the  power  of 
I  grace  in  the  soul. — Overton,  John 
Y,  1881,  William  Law,  Nonjuror 
tystic,  p.  4. 

V  rose  at  five  for  devotion  and  study ; 
ousehold  assembled  for  prayers  at 


nine ;  dinner  was  at  twelve  in  summer  and 
at  one  in  winter,  and  was  followed  by 
devotion.  At  tea-time  Law  joined  the 
family,  eating  only  a  few  raisins,  and 
talking  cheerfully,  without  sitting  down. 
After  tea  the  servants  read  a  chapter  of 
the  Bible,  which  Law  explained.  He  then 
took  a  brisk  walk  in  the  fields,  and  after 
another  meal,  again  followed  by  prayers,  he 
retired  to  his  room,  took  one  pipe  and  a 
glass  of  water,  and  went  to  bed  at  nine. 
They  attended  the  church  services  on 
Wednesdays,  Fridays,  and  Sundays;  saw 
a  few  friends,  and  occasionally  took  an 
airing,  Mrs.  Hutcheson  in  her  ''coach," 
Law  and  Miss  Gibbon  riding  on  horseback. 
Law,  in  order  to  begin  the  day  by  an  act 
of  charity,  distributed  the  milk  of  four 
cows  to  his  poor  neighbours.  He  tasted 
the  soup  which  was  daily  prepared  for  the 
poor,  and  his  only  displays  of  irritability 
were  on  occasions  of  its  being  not  well 
enough  made.  He  loved  music,  and  main- 
tained that  every  one  could  be  taught  to 
sing  well  enough  for  devotional  purposes. 
He  was  fond  of  dumb  animals,  and  liked 
to  free  birds  from  their  cages.  He  was 
a  lover  of  children,  and  has  devoted  much 
space  in  his  writings  to  advice  upon  their 
education.  He  had  a  small  room  for  a 
study,  which  Canon  Overton  describes 
as  part  of  ''a  most  commodious  bed- 
room," and  altogether  a '  'most  convenient 
little  smuggery. ' '    He  had  a  large  library, 
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chiefly  of  theolo^cal  books,  and  was  an 
untiring  student  in  several  languages. 
The  hearthstone  of  his  room  was  worn 
away  in  two  places  by  the  rubbing  of  his 
chilly  feet.  .  .  .  Law  never  allowed 
his  portrait  to  be  taken.  He  is  described 
by  Tighe,  who  visited  Kings  Cliffe  for 
information,  as  rather  over  the  middle 
height,  stoutly  made,  but  not  fat,  with  a 
round  face,  grey  eyes,  ruddy  complexion, 
and  a  pleasant  expression.  His  manners 
were  unaffected,  though  with  a  certain 
gravity  of  appearance,  induced  by  a  **  cler- 
ical hat  with  loops  let  down,  a  black  coat, 
and  grey  wig."— Stephen,  Lesue,  1892, 
Dictionary  cf  National  Biography,  vol. 
XXXII,  p.  238. 

UNLAWFULNESS  OF  STAGE  ENTER- 
TAINMENT 

The  wild  enthusiasm  of  Law's  pamphlet 
would  afford  matter  of  scorn  and  laughter 
to  infidels  and  freethinkers,  and  render 
our  most  sacred  religion  still  more  con- 
temptible among  them! — Dennis,  John, 
1726,  The  Stage  Drfendedfrom  Scripture, 

Decidedly  the  weakest  of  all  his  writ- 
ings, and  most  of  his  admirers  will  regret 
that  he  ever  published  it.  Regarded 
merely  as  a  composition,  it  is  very  infe- 
rior to  his  usual  standard.  Unlike  him- 
self, he  gives  way  to  passion  and  seems 
quite  to  lose  all  self-control ;  unlike  him- 
self, he  indulges  in  the  most  violent  abuse ; 
and  unlike  himself  he  lays  himself  open 
to  the  most  crushing  retorts.  He  makes 
no  distinction  whatever  between  the  use 
and  abuse  of  such  entertainments. — Over- 
ton, John  Henry,  1881,  William  Law, 
Nonjuror  and  Mystic,  p.  37. 

REMARKS  ON  THE  FABLE  OF  THE 

BEES 

1723 

The  first  section  of  Law's  remarks  is  one 
of  the  most  remarkable  philosophical  essays 
he  had  ever  seen  in  English.  Now  this 
section  has  all  the  highest  beauty  of  his 
(Law's)  polemical  compositions,  and  a 
weight  of  pithy  right  reason,  such  as  fills 
one's  heart  with  joy.  I  have  never  seen, 
in  our  language,  the  elementary  grounds 
of  a  rational  ideal  philosophy,  as  opposed 
to  empiricism,  stated  with  nearly  the 
same  clearness,  simplicity,  and  force. — 
Sterling,  John,  1854,  Letter  to  F.  D. 
Maurice,  ''Remarks  on  the  Fable  qf  the 
Bees^  Introduction. 


"Remarks  on  the  Fable  of  the  Bees"— 
the  most  caustic  of  all  his  writings.  It 
is  hardly  more  than  a  pamphlet,  but  it  is 
a  perfect  gem  in  its  way,  exhibiting  in 
miniature  all  the  characteristic  excel- 
lencies of  the  writer— a  thorough  percep- 
tion of  the  true  point  at  issue,  and  a  close 
adherence  to  it,  a  train  of  reasoning  in 
which  it  would  be  hard  to  find  a  single 
flaw,  a  brilliant  wit,  and  a  pure  and  nerv- 
ous style.— Overton,  John  Henry.  1881, 
William  Law,  Nonjuror  and  Mystic,  p.  32. 

CHRISTIAN  PERFECTION 

Law's  ** Christian  Perfection"  fell  into 
my  hands  by  providence ;  and  after  read- 
ing it  over  and  over,  I  recommended  it  so 
heartily  to  a  friend  of  mine  near  London, 
that  he  procured  eighteen  copies  for  each 
of  our  parochial  libraries;  I  have  recom- 
mended it  to  my  clergy  after  the  most 
affecting  manner,  as  the  likeliest  way  to 
bring  them  to  a  most  serious  temper.— 
Wilson,  Bishop  Thomas,  1729,  Letter  to 
Lady  Elizaieth  Hastings,  Sept  13. 

In  this  work  Law  begins  that  crusade 
against  all  kinds  of  human  learning  which 
henceforth  almost  amounted  to  a  life-long 
craze  with  him.  The  most  illiterate  of 
Methodist  preachers  did  not  express  a 
more  sublime  contempt  of  mental  culture 
than  this  refined  and  cultured  scholar. 
Every  employment  which  is  not  of  a 
directly  religious  tendency  is  contemptible 
in  his  eyes.  .  .  .  The  **  Christian 
Perfection"  is  a  somewhat  melancholy 
book :  the  brighter  side  of  Christianity  is 
certainly  not  brought  out  into  full  relief; 
Law's  own  character  was,  particularly  at 
this  period,  of  the  stern,  austere  type, 
and  his  book  reflects  his  character.— 
Overton,  John  Henry,  1881,  WiUiam 
Law,  Nonjuror  and  Mystic,  pp.  46,  47. 

You  know  what  a  book  it  was  with  the 
men  of  eighty  years  ago.  But  I  had  no 
idea  of  its  merits.  Written  about  the 
beginning  of  the  eighteenth  century  by  a 
Jocobite  Nonconformist,  its  doctrine  is  what 
I  suppose  would  now  be  called  high-flown. 
But  the  style  is  excellent,  the  logic  tena- 
cious, the  wit  never -failing.  Of  logic 
there  is  almost  a  Bamvpia  even  to  mood 
and  figure.  It  is  refreshing  to  feel  one- 
self for  a  moment  in  the  grip  of  such  an 
athlete.  But  I  will  not  affect  to  be  indif- 
ferent to  the  subject-matter.  I  think  it 
does  me  good.— Brown,  Thomas  E^wabd, 
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1894,  Letter  to  S.  T.  Irwin^  June  15,  Letters^ 
vol.  II,  p.  44. 

SERIOUS  CALL  TO  A  HOLY  LIFE 

1729 

'*When  at  Oxford,  I  took  up  'Law's 
Serious  Call  to  a  Holy  Life,'  expecting 
to  find  it  a  dull  book  (as  such  books  gen- 
erally are),  and  perhaps  to  laugh  at  it. 
But  I  found  Law  quite  an  overmatch  for 
me ;  and  this  was  the  first  occasion  of  my 
thinking  in  earnest  of  religion,  after  I 
became  capable  of  rational  inquiry.  ^  From 
this  time  forward  religion  was  the  pre- 
dominant object  of  his  thoughts ;  though, 
with  the  just  sentiments  of  a  conscien- 
tious Christian,  he  lamented  that  his  prac- 
tice of  its  duties  fell  far  short  of  what  it 
ought  to  be.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1729, 
Life  by  BosweUy  ed.  Hill,  vol.  i,  p.  78. 

Before  I  went  to  the  University  I  met 
with  Mr.  Law's  ''Serious  Call,"  but  had 
not  money  to  purchase  it.  Soon  after  my 
coming  up  to  the  University,  seeing  a 
small  edition  of  it  in  a  friend's  hand,  I 
soon  purchased  it.  God  worked  power- 
fully upon  my  soul,  as  He  has  since  upon 
many  others,  by  that  and  his  other  excel- 
lent treatise  upon  "Christian  Perfection." 
— Whitefield,  George,  1770  ?  Life  and 
Times  by  Robert  Philip. 

Mr.  Law's  "Serious  Call,"  a  book 
I  had  hitherto  treated  with  contempt, 
was  carelessly  taken  up  by  me.  But 
I  had  no  sooner  opened  it  than  I  was 
struck  with  the  originality  of  the  work, 
and  the  spirit  and  force  of  argument 
with  which  it  is  written.  ...  By 
the  perusal  of  it,  I  was  convinced,  that 
I  was  guilty  of  great  remissness  and  negli- 
gence ;  that  the  duties  of  secret  devotion 
called  for  far  more  of  my  time  and  atten- 
tion, than  had  been  hitherto  allotted  to 
them;  and  that,  if  I  hoped  to  save  my 
own  soul,  and  the  souls  of  those  that  heard 
me,  I  must  in  this  respect  greatly  alter 
my  conduct,  and  increase  my  diligence  in 
seeking  and  serving  the  Lord. — Scott, 
Thomas,  1779,  The  Force  of  Truth,  pt  ii. 

I  must  beg  leave  to  differ  from  those 
who  would  utterly  discard  Mr.  Law's  writ- 
ings, and  to  assert  that  we  have  not  per- 
haps in  the  language  of  a  more  masterly 
performance  in  its  way,  or  a  book  better 
calculated  to  promote  a  concern  about 
religion,  than  Mr.  Law's  "Serious  Call  to 
a  Devout  and  Holy  Lif e."— Stillingpleet, 
James,  1785,  Life  of  Thomas  Adam. 


A  treatise  which  will  hardly  be  excelled, 
if  it  be  equalled,  in  the  English  tongue, 
either  for  beauty  of  expression  or  for 
justness  and  depth  of  thought. — Wes- 
ley, John,  1789,  Sermon  cxviii.  On  (i 
Single  Eye. 

Mr.  Law's  master- work,  the  "Serioua 
Call,"  is  still  read  as  a  popular  and  pow- 
erful book  of  devotion.  His  precepts  are 
rigid,  but  they  are  founded  on  the  gospel : 
his  satire  is  sharp,  but  it  is  drawn  from 
the  knowledge  of  human  life ;  and  many 
of  his  portraits  are  not  unworthy  of  the 
pen  of  La  Bruyere.  If  he  finds  a  spark  of 
piety  in  his  reader's  mind,  he  will  soon 
kindle  it  to  a  flame;  and  a  philosopher 
must  allow  that  he  exposes,  with  equal 
severity  and  truth,  the  strange  contradic- 
tion between  the  faith  and  practice  of  the 
Christian  world.  Under  the  names  of 
Flavia  and  Miranda  he  has  admirably 
described  my  two  aunts — the  heathen  and 
the  christian  sister. — Gibbon,  Edward, 
1794,  Memoirs  qf  My  Life  and  Writings. 

May  be  read  with  pleasure  even  by  the 
purely  literary  critic.  Perhaps,  indeed, 
there  is  a  touch  of  profanity  in  reading  in 
cold  blood  a  book  which  throughout  palpi- 
tates with  the  deepest  emotion  of  its 
author,  and  which  has  thrilled  so  many 
sympathetic  spirits.  The  power  can  only 
be  adequately  felt  by  readers  who  can 
study  it  on  their  knees;  and  those  to 
whom  a  difference  of  faith  renders  that 
attitude  impossible,  doubt  whether  they 
are  not  in  a  position  somewhat  resembling 
that  of  Mephistopheles  in  the  cathedral. 
When  a  man  is  forced  by  an  overmastering 
impulse  to  lay  bare  his  inmost  soul,  the 
recipient  of  the  confession  should  be  in 
harmony  with  the  writer.  The  creed 
which  is  accepted  by  Law  with  such  un- 
hesitating faith,  and  enables  him  to 
express  such  vivid  emotions,  is  not  exactly 
my  own ;  and,  if  I  do  not  infer  that  respect- 
ful silence  is  the  only  criticism  possible, 
I  admit  that  any  criticism  of  mine  is  likely 
enough  to  be  inappreciative.  One  who 
had  yielded  to  the  fascination  would  alone 
be  qualified  fully  to  explain  its  secret. 
And  yet  no  one,  however  far  apart  from 
Law's  mode  of  conceiving  of  the  universe, 
would  willingly  acknowledge  that  he  is 
insensible  to  the  thoughts  interpreted  into 
his  unfamiliar  dialect. — Stephen,  Les- 
lie, 1876,  History  of  English  Thought  in 
the  Eighteenth  Century^  vol.  n,  p.  394. 
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We  shall  understand  Law's  power  over 
his  generation,  if  we  remember  that  the 
'^Serious  Call"  was  the  first  manifesto  of 
Evangelicism.  In  all  its  strength  and  in 
all  its  weakness  that  appeal  contained  in 
embryo  what  we  may  not  inaptly  describe 
as  the  Religion  of  Death— the  religion 
that,  regarding  our  sojourn  in  this  world 
as  an  anomalous  episode  in  the  career  of 
eternity,  makes  it  an  object  to  strip  it  as 
bare  as  possible  of  everything  but  the 
anticipation  of  departure. — Wedgwood, 
Julia,  1878,  William  Law,  the  English 
Mystic,  The  Contemporary  Review,  vol.  31, 
p.  93. 

As  a  composition,  it  is  difficult  to  speak 
too  highly  of  it.  The  epithets  which 
Wesley  applied  to  its  writer,  **  strong" 
and  ** elegant,"  express  exactly  two  out 
of  its  many  excellences.  As  one  reads  it, 
one  feels  under  the  guidance  of  a  singu- 
larly strong  man.  There  is  no  weak, 
mawkish  sentimentality,  no  feeble  decla- 
mation, no  illogical  argument.  It  is  like 
a  strong  man  driving  a  weighty  hammer 
with  well-directed  blows.  Every  stroke 
tells,  and  you  cannot  evade  its  force. 
And  both  in  style  and  matter  it  is  a  singu- 
larly elegant  composition.  There  are  no 
offences  against  good  taste,  no  slipshod 
sentences,  no  attempts  at  fine  writing  in 
it.  Its  illustrations  (though,  perhaps  a 
little  too  frequent)  are  always  apposite, 
and  often  very  beautiful.  ...  If 
Law  had  written  nothing  whatever  except 
the  *  *  Serious  Call, ' '  he  would  have  written 
quite  enough  to  deserve  a  prominent  and 
honoured  place  in  English  literature ;  and, 
what  is  better  still,  he  would  have  writ- 
ten quite  enough  to  earn  the  gratitude  of 
all  who  value  true  piety. — Overton,  John 
Henry,  1881,  William  Law,  Nonjuror 
and  Mystic,  pp.  118,  119. 

The  ** Serious  Call"  had  an  immediate 
and  strong  influence  on  many  thoughtful 
men,  and  Law's  book  stimulated  in  no 
common  measure  the  religious  life  of  the 
country.— Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age 
cfPope,  p.  233. 

GENERAL 

Mr.  William  Law,  after  writing  so  excel- 
lently upon  the  vanity  of  the  world  and 
the  follies  of  human  life  (on  which  subjects 
he  has  no  superior),  has  left  us  nothing 
to  depend  upon  but  imagination,  and 
reduced  the  whole  evidence  of  Christianity 
to  fancied  impulses  and  inspiration,  so  as 


to  render  the  sacraments  useless  and  the 
means  of  grace  contemptible. — Jones, 
WiLUAM,  1756,  Catholic  Doctrine  of  the 
Trinity  Proved,  p.  13. 

In  our  family  he  had  left  the  reputation 
of  a  worthy  and  pious  man,  who  believed 
all  that  he  professed,  and  practised  all 
that  he  enjoined.  The  character  of  a 
nonjuror,  which  he  maintained  to  the  last, 
is  a  sufllcient  evidence  of  his  principles 
in  church  and  state ;  and  the  sacrifice  of 
interest  to  conscience  will  be  always 
respectable.  His  theological  writings, 
which  our  domestic  connexion  has  tempted 
me  to  peruse,  preserve  an  imperfect  sort 
of  life,  and  I  can  pronounce  with  more 
confidence  and  knowledge  on  the  merits 
of  the  author.  His  last  compositions  are 
darkly  tinctured  by  the  incomprehensible 
visions  of  Jacob  Behmen;  and  his  dis- 
course on  the  absolute  unlawfulness  of 
stage-entertainments  is  sometimes  quoted 
for  a  ridiculous  intemperance  of  senti- 
ment and  language  .  .  .  The  sallies 
of  religious  frenzy  must  not  extinguish 
the  praise  which  is  due  to  Mr.  William 
Law  as  a  wit  and  a  scholar.  His  argument 
on  topics  of  less  absurdity  is  specious  and 
acute,  his  manner  is  lively,  his  style  for- 
cible and  clear ;  and,  had  not  his  vigorous 
mind  been  clouded  by  enthusiasm,  he 
might  be  ranked  with  the  most  agreeable 
and  ingenious  writers  of  the  times.— 
Gibbon,  Edward,  1794  ?  Memmrs  of  My 
Life  and  Writings. 

About  this  time  Wesley  became  person- 
ally acquainted  with  William  Law,  a  man 
whose  writings  completed  what  Jeremy 
Taylor,  and  the  treatise  '*De  Imitatione 
Christi,"  had  begun.  When  first  he  vis- 
ited him,  he  was  prepared  to  object  to  his 
views  of  Christian  duty  as  too  elevated  to 
be  attainable ;  but  Law  silenced  and  satis- 
fied him  by  replying,  **We  shall  do  well 
to  aim  at  the  highest  degrees  of  perfec- 
tion, if  we  may  thereby  at  least  attain  to 
mediocrity."  Law  is  a  powerful  writer: 
it  is  said  that  few  books  have  ever  made 
so  many  religious  enthusiasts  as  his 
''Christian  Perfection"  and  his  "Serious 
Call:"  indeed,  the  youth  who  should  read 
them  without  being  perilously  affected, 
must  have  either  a  light  mind  or  an  un- 
usually strong  one.  But  Law  himself, 
who  has  shaken  so  many  intellects,  sacri- 
ficed his  own  at  last  to  the  reveries  and 
rhapsodies  of  Jacob  Behmen.     Perhaps  the 
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art  of  enp;raving  was  never  applied  to  a 
more  extraordinary  purpose,  nor  in  a 
more  extraordinary  manner,  than  when 
the  nonsense  of  the  German  shoemaker 
was  elucidated  in  a  series  of  prints  after 
Law's  designs,  representing  the  anatomy 
of  the  spiritual  man.  His  own  happiness, 
however,  was  certainly  not  diminished  by 
the  change :  the  system  of  the  ascetic  is 
dark  and  cheerless ;  but  mysticism  lives  in 
a  sunshine  of  its  own,  and  dreams  of  the 
light  of  heaven ;  while  the  visions  of  the 
ascetic  are  such  as  the  fear  of  the  devil 
produces,  rather  than  the  love  of  God. — 
SouTHEY,  Robert,  1820,  The  Life  of  John 
Wesley,  p.  37. 

He  was  a  moral  philosopher  as  well  as 
a  theologian,  and  the  man  who  would  com- 
bat his  statements  or  escape  from  his 
practical  conclusions  has  more  to  do  than 
shut  his  eyes  to  the  evidence  of  revelation. 
—Young,  David,  1838,  ed..  Serious  Call 
to  a  Holy  Life. 

By  drawing  attention  to  Jacob  Behmen, 
Law  has  in  too  many  instances  only  been 
preparing  a  tomb  for  his  own  works. — 
Kelty,  Mary  Ann,  1838,  ed..  Spiritual 
Fragrnents  Selected  from  the  Works  of  Wil- 
Ham  Law,  Memoir,  p.  xvii. 

I  am  surprised  that  Johnson  should  have 
pronounced  William  Law  no  reasoner. 
Law  did  indeed  fall  into  great  errors ;  but 
they  were  errors  against  which  logic 
affords  no  security.  In  mere  dialectical 
skill  he  had  very  few  superiors.  That  he 
was  more  than  once  victorious  over  Hoadly 
no  candid  Whig  will  deny. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1855,  History  of 
England,  ch.  xiv,  note. 

A  word  or  two  should  find  place  here 
concerning  the  fate  of  Behmen's  doctrine. 
.  .  .  His  best  representative  in  Eng- 
land is  William  Law.  That  nonjuring 
clergyman  was  elevated  and  liberalised  by 
his  intercourse  with  the  mind  of  the  Ger- 
man mystic,  and  well  did  he  repay  the 
debt.  Law  may  be  said  to  have  intro- 
duced Behmen  to  the  English  public,  both 
by  his  services  as  a  translator,  and  by 
original  writings  in  advocacy  of  his  lead- 
ing principles.  As  might  be  expected, 
the  education  and  more  practical  English- 
man frequently  expresses  the  thoughts  of 
the  Teuton  with  much  more  force  and 
clearness  than  their  originator  could  com- 
mand. Several  other  Englishmen,  then 
and   subsequently,  speculated   the  same 


track.  But  they  met  with  small  encour- 
agement, and  their  names  are  all  but  for- 
gotten. Here  and  there  some  of  their 
books  are  to  be  found  among  literary  curi- 
osities, whose  rarity  is  their  only  value. 
If  any  would  make  acquaintance  with 
Behmen' s  theology,  unvexed  by  the  diffi- 
culties of  his  language  or  the  complexity 
in  which  he  involves  his  system,  let  them 
read  Law. — Vaughan,  Robert  Alfred, 
1856-60,  Hours  with  the  Mystics,  vol.  II, 
p,  288,  note. 

That  excellent  man,  though  somewhat 
cloudy  writer.— Arnold,  Thomas,  1862- 
87,  A  Manual  of  English  Literature,  p. 
260. 

William  Law  has  far  higher  merits  than 
those  of  the  mystic.  As  a  controversialist, 
among  the  most  logical,  keen,  exact,  and 
conclusive  that  the  Church  of  England 
has  produced;  as  a  moralist,  plain,  im- 
pressive, exalted ;  as  a  champion  of  prac- 
tical religion  in  the  midst  of  a  material, 
scoffing,  and  corrupted  age — he  challenges 
the  admiration  of  all  good  men. — Perry, 
George  G.,  1867,  William  Law  and  His 
Influence  on  His  Age,  The  Contemporary 
Review,  vol.  6,  p.  133. 

Letters  to  Hoadly  may  fairly  be  put  on 
a  level  with  the  **Lettres  Provinciales*' 
of  Blaise  Pascal, — both  displaying  equal 
power,  wit,  and  learning. — Ewing,  Alex- 
ander, 1869?  erf.  Present-Day  Papers  on 
Prominent  Questions  in  Theology. 

The  immense  influence  upon  the  culti- 
vated English  student  of  the  rugged,  un- 
couth writings  of  Jacob  Behmen,  the 
Gorlitz  shoemaker,  **the  Teutonic  Theoso- 
pher,"  is  at  first  appearance  a  curious 
phenomenon.  But  in  Germany  the  case  is 
abundantly  paralleled.  Arndt  and  An- 
dreas, Spener  and  Francke,  Zinzendorf, 
Novalis,  Kahlman,  and  Schlegel  were  all 
more  or  less  indebted  to  him.  Nor  can  it 
be  wondered  at.  For  amid  all  his  unin- 
telligible verbiage,  amid  extraordinary 
fancies,  which  sometimes  seem  like  the 
uncontrolled  ramblings  of  insanity,  are 
scattered  passages  of  great  beauty  and 
remarkable  spiritual  insight.  And  truly 
there  is  a  golden  thread  running  through 
it  all.  For  William  Law  his  writings  had 
a  surpassing  fascination.  He  mastered 
the  language  in  order  to  read  them  in  the 
original  Dutch,  translated  and  published 
them  in  folio,  and  filled  his  mind  with  the 
thoughts    which    had     inspired     them. 
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Although  the  turbid  stream  was  not  alto- 
gether infiltrated  by  its  passage  through 
Law's  clear  and  logical  intellect,  yet  he 
sifted  out  much  of  the  dregs,  while  he 
remained  in  firm  possession  of  the  treas- 
ure. To  many  of  his  contemporaries  it 
seemed  as  though  he  had  ruined  himself 
as  a  divine.  They  turned  with  aversion 
from  the  too  often  frequent  remains  of 
Behmen's  strange  jargon.  But  as  soon  as 
it  has  escaped  from  this  the  stream  is 
clear  and  pure.  In  the  opinion,  not  indeed 
of  all,  but  of  many  competent  judges,  Law 
gains  far  more  than  he  loses  by  his  studies, 
both  of  the  mystical  theology  in  general, 
and  in  particular  of  Behmen. — Abbey, 
Charles  J.,  1887,  The  English  Church 
and  Its  Bishops,  1700-1800,  vol.  i,  p.  294. 

Among  all  the  divines,  the  one  who  wrote 
most  vigorously  is  perhaps  that  very  in- 
genious and  powerful  Tertullian  of  the 
dissenters,  William  Law. — GossE,  Ed- 
mund, 1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Cen- 
tury Literature,  p.  396. 

The  logical  power  shown  in  Law's  con- 
troversial writings  surpasses  that  of  any 
contemporary  author,  unless  Bentley  be  an 
exception.  His  assaults  upon  Hoadly,  Man- 
deville,  and  Tindal  could  only  have  failed 
to  place  him  in  the  front  rank  because 
they  diverged  too  far  from  the  popular 
theories.  He  was  the  most  thorough- 
going opponent  of  the  dominant  rational- 
ism of  which  Locke  was  the  great  expo- 
nent, and  which,  in  his  view,  could  lead 
only  to  infidelity.  He  takes  the  ground 
(see  especially  his  answer  to  Tindal)  of 
the  impotence  of  human  reason,  and 
some  points  anticipates  Butler's  ** Apol- 
ogy."— Stephen,  Leslie,  1892,  Diction- 
ary of  National  Biography,  vol.  xxxn, 
p.  239. 

Sombre  and  yet  eloquent ;  instinct  with 
feelings ;  at  once  severe  and  grim  in  his 
earnestness,  and  copious  in  the  range  of 
his  imagination. — Craik,  Henry,  1895, 
ed.y  English  Prose,  Introduction,  vol.  iv,  p.  5. 

Masters  of  English  Prose  are  not  so 
plentiful  that  we  can  afford  to  allow  one 
who  stands  in  the  very  first  rank  to  slip 
into  oblivion.  And  it  would  be  difficult 
to  find  many  who  combine  as  Law  does  so 
much  vigour  and  raciness  of  thought  and 
diction,  so  pure  and  luminous  a  style,  such 
brilliant,  if  somewhat  grim,  humour,  such 
pungent  sarcasm,  such  powers  of  reason- 
ing.    There  is,  indeed,  a  stern  severity 


about  the  writer  which  is  very  character- 
istic of  the  man ;  but  it  is  equally  charac- 
teristic that  amid  this  sternness  he  some- 
times breaks  out  into  passages  of  sweet 
tenderness,  which  are  all  the  more  touch- 
ing from  their  contrast  with  the  rugged- 
ness  of  their  surroundings.  ...  He 
never  loses  sight  of  his  subject,  and, 
granting  his  premises,  it  is  impossible  to 
put  a  pin's  point  between  his  deductions 
from  them.  He  is,  moreover,  a  singu- 
larly equal  writer,  unlike  the  good  Homer, 
he  never  nods,  never  descends  below  him- 
self. One  might  take  passages  almost  at 
random,  and  yet  convey  as  favourable  an 
impression  of  him,  as  by  carefully  select- 
ing specimens  which  shew  him  at  his  best. 
—Overton,  John  Henry,  1895,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  iv,  pp.  42,  43. 

Law  represents,  moreover,  the  best 
type  of  pamphleteer  that  religious  contro- 
versy has  produced.  A  Latitudinarian 
himself  in  a  higher  sense  of  that  ill-used 
word,  he  had  the  deepest  sympathy  with 
those  who  were  outside  his  communion, 
saying  once  that  he  would  like  the  truth 
no  less  because  Ignatius  Loyola,  or  John 
Bunyan,  or  George  Fox  were  very  zealous 
for  it.  Who  else  could  have  written  such 
words  at  that  time  ?  Or  who  else  could 
have  said  in  an  age,  when  controversy 
was  still  deformed  by  virulent  personali- 
ties, that  **by  the  grace  of  God  he  would 
never  have  any  personal  contention  with 
anyone?"  To  those  words  he  kept  faith- 
ful in  the  face  of  great  provocation,  and 
therefore  he  deserves  a  place  of  peculiar 
honour  in  the  strangely  assorted  crowd  of 
pamphleteers. — Dearmer,  Percy,  1898, 
erf..  Religious  Pamphlets,  Introduction,  p.  39. 

In  the  goodly  succession  of  the  masters 
of  the  eighteenth-century  style,  William 
Law  has  an  indisputable  place,  and  one 
could  almost  wish  at  times  that  his  theme 
had  not  been  religion,  so  that  his  power 
as  a  writer  might  have  been  recognised. 
If  he  had  bantered  and  satirised  and 
handled  the  lacrimce  rerum,  as  he  was 
very  well  able  to  do,  in  pap<ers  like  the 
Spectator,  the  Tatler  and  the  Rambler,  his 
place  in  literature  would  not  have  been 
doubtful.  But  because  he  was  occupied 
with  religion,  counted  man  as  an  immor- 
tal soul,  and  used  his  powers  to  promote 
the  eternal  welfare  of  men,  he  is  left 
among  the  preachers  and  that  dull  kind  of 
creature,  instead  of  being  ranked  among 
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the  wits  and  men  of  letters.  If  we  mark 
the  eighteenth-century  style  as  in  its 
golden  age  with  Steele  and  Addison,  Pope 
and  Swift,  and  if  we  admit  it  overripe  in 
Gibbon  and  Dr.  Johnson,  there  is  a  silver, 
or  a  mellow,  period  which  reaches  to  the 
middle  of  the  century.  Fielding  is  the 
most  famous  reputation  of  this  silver  age ; 
Berkeley  is  the  most  gifted  writer ;  but 


William  Law  is  its  consummate  represent- 
ative. In  him  the  seriousness  and  humor 
of  the  essayists  still  blend;  in  him  the 
weight  and  stateliness  of  Burke  and  Gib- 
bon are  already  perceptible ;  and  Johnson's 
gravity,  though  not  his  ponderousness,  is 
the  ballast  of  the  style.— Horton,  Robert 
F.,  1899,  Among  My  BookSy  Literature^ 
vol.  5,  p.  221. 


Samuel  Richardson 

1689-1761 
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tioner, 1706.  Afterwards  employed  as  compositor  at  a  printing  works.  Set  up  as  a 
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PERSONAL 

As  I  had  never  formed  any  great  idea 
of  a  printer  by  those  I  have  seen 
in  Ireland,  I  was  very  negligent  of 
my  dress,  any  more  than  making  myself 
clean ;  but  was  extremely  surprised  when 
I  was  directed  to  a  house  of  very 
grand  outward  appearance,  and  had  it 
been  a  palace,  the  beneficent  master  de- 
served it.  I  met  a  very  civil  reception 
from  him,  and  he  not  only  made  me  break- 
fast, but  also  dine  with  him  and  his 
agreeable  wife  and  children.  After  din- 
ner he  called  me  into  his  study  and  showed 
me  an  order  he  had  received  to  pay  me 
twelve  guineas,  which  he  immediately  took 
out  of  his  escritoire  and  put  into  my  hand ; 
but  when  I  went  to  tell  them  over,  I  found 
that  I  had  fourteen,  and,  supposing  the 
gentleman  had  made  a  mistake,  I  was  for 
returning  two  of  them,  but  he  with  a 
sweetness  and  modesty  almost  peculiar  to 
himself,  said  he  hoped  I  would  not  take  it 
ill,  that  he  had  presumed  to  add  a  trifle  to 
the  bounty  of  my  friend.  I  really  was 
confounded  till  recollecting  that  I  had 
read  "Pamela,"  and  been  told  it  was  writ- 
ten by  one  Mr.  Richardson,  I  asked  him 
whether  he  was  not  the  author  of  it.  He 
said  he  was  the  editor:  I  told  him  my 
surprise  was  now  over,  as  I  found  he  had 
only  given  to  the  incomparable  **  Pamela" 


the  virtues  of  his  own  worthy  heart.— PiLK- 
INGTON,  Letitia,  1748,  Memoirs^  vol.  ii. 

Short;  rather  plump  than  emaciated, 
notwithstanding  his  complaints ;  about  five 
foot  five  inches;  fair  wig;  lightish  cloth 
coat,  all  black  besides ;  one  hand  generally 
in  his  bosom,  the  other  a  cane  in  it,  which 
he  leans  upon  under  the  skirts  of  his  coat 
usually,  that  it  may  imperceptibly  serve 
him  as  a  support,  when  attacked  by  sudden 
tremors  or  startings,  and  dizziness,  which 
too  frequently  attack  him,  but,  thank  God, 
not  so  often  as  formerly ;  looking  directly 
foreright,  as  passers-by  would  imagine, 
but  observing  all  that  stirs  on  either 
hand  of  him  without  moving  his  short 
neck;  hardly  ever  turning  back;  of  a 
light-brown  complexion ;  teeth  not  yet  fail- 
ing him;  smoothish  faced,  and  ruddy- 
cheeked  ;  .  .  .  a  grey  eye,  too  often 
overclouded  by  mistinesses  from  the  head ; 
by  chance  lively ;  very  lively  it  will  be,  if 
he  have  hope  of  seeing  a  lady  whom  he 
loves  and  honours ;  his  eye  always  on  the 
ladies.— Richardson,  Samuel,  1749,  Let- 
ter to  Mrs.  Belfour. 

Poor  Mr.  Richardson  was  seized  on 
Sunday  evening  with  a  most  severe  par- 
alytic stroke.  How  many  good  hearts 
will  be  afiiicted  by  this  in  many  more 
countries  than  England!  To  how  many 
will  he  be  an  inexpressible  loss !    But  to 
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consider  him  at  present  as  lost  to  himself 
and  perhaps  with  some  sense  of  that  loss 
is  most  grievous.  It  sits  pleasantly  upon 
my  mind  that  the  last  morning  we  spent 
together  was  particularly  friendly  and 
quiet  and  comforting.  It  was  the  twenty- 
eighth  of  May — he  looked  then  so  well ! 
One  has  long  apprehended  some  stroke  of 
this  kind;  the  disease  made  its  gradual 
approaches  by  that  heaviness  which 
clouded  the  cheerfulness  of  his  conversa- 
tion, that  used  to  be  so  lively  and  so  in- 
structive; by  the  increased  tremblings 
which  unfitted  that  hand  so  peculiarly 
formed  to  guide  the  pen ;  and  by  perhaps 
the  querulousness  of  temper  most  cer- 
tainly not  natural  to  so  sweet  and  so 
enlarged  a  mind,  which  you  and  I  have 
lately  lamented  as  making  his  family  at 
times  not  so  comfortable  as  his  principles, 
his  study  and  his  delight  to  diffuse  happi- 
ness wherever  he  could,  would  otherwise 
have  done.  Well,  his  noble  spirit  will 
soon  now  I  suppose  be  freed  from  its  cor- 
poreal encumbrance ;  it  were  a  sin  to  wish 
against  it,  and  yet  how  few  such  will  be 
left  behind.— Talbot,  Miss,  1761,  Letter  to 
Mrs.  Carter,  Correspondence,  vol.  ii,  p.  209. 

If  ever  warm  benevolence  was  dear, 
If  ever  wisdom  gained  esteem  sincere. 
Or  gennine  fancy  deep  attention  won 
Approach  with  awe  the  dust — of  Richardson. 
What  though  his  muse,  through  distant  re- 
gions known, 
Might  scorn  the  tribute  of  this  hmnble  stone ; 
Tet  pleasing  to  his  gentle  shade,  mnst  prove 
The  meanest  pledge  of  Friendship,  and  of 

Love; 
For  oft  will  these,  from  venal  throngs  exiled, 
And  oft  will  Innocence,  of  aspect  mild, 
And  white-robed  Charity,  with   streaming 

eyes, 
Frequent  the  cloister  where  their  patron  lies. 
This,   reader,  learn;  and   learn   from   one 

whose  woe 
Bids  her  wild  verse  in  artless  accents  flow : 
For,  could  she  frame  her  numbers  to  com- 
mend 
The  husband,  father,  citizen,  and  friend; 
How  would  her  muse  display,  in  equal  strain. 
The  critic's  judgment,  and  the  writer*s  veinl 
Ah,  no,  expect  not  from  the  chiselled  stone 
The  {uraises,  graven  on  our  hearts  alone. 
There  shall  Ms  fame  a  lastmg  shrine  acquire ; 
And  ever  shall  his  moving  page  inspire 
Pure  truth,  flxt  honour,yirtue's  pleasing  lore ; 
While  taste  and  science  crown  this  favoured 
shore. 

—Carter,  Eqzabeth,  1761,  Epitaph  on 
Richardson, 


At  Mr.  Naime's,  he  drew  the  character 
of  Richardson,  theauthour  of  ''Clarissa," 
with  a  strong  yet  delicate  pencil.  I 
lament  much  thaX  I  have  not  preserved  it; 
I  only  remember  that  he  expressed  a  high 
opinion  of  his  talents  and  virtues;  but 
observed,  that  ''his  perpetual  study  was 
to  ward  off  petty  inconveniences,  ana  pro- 
cure petty  pleasures;  that  his  love  of 
continual  superiority  was  such,  that  he 
took  care  to  be  always  surrounded  by 
women,  who  listened  to  him  implicitly,  and 
did  not  venture  to  controvert  his  opinions; 
and  that  his  desire  of  distinction  was  so 
great,  that  he  used  to  give  large  vails  to 
the  Speaker  Onslow's  servants,  that  they 
might  treat  him  with  respect." — John- 
son, Samuel,  1773,  Life  by  Boswell,  Nov. 
11-20,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  v,  p.  451. 

A  literary  lady  has  favoured  me  with  a 
characteristick  anecdote  of  Richardson. 
One  day  at  his  country-house  at  Northend, 
where  a  large  company  was  assembled  at 
dinner,  a  gentleman  who  was  just  returned 
from  Paris,  willing  to  please  Mr.  Richard- 
son, mentioned  to  him  a  very  flattering 
circumstance, — that  he  had  seen  his 
"Clarissa"  lying  on  the  King's  brother's 
table.  Richardson  observing  that  part  of 
the  company  were  engaged  in  talking  to 
each  other,  affected  then  not  to  attend  to 
it.  But  by  and  by,  when  there  was  a  gen- 
eral silence,  and  he  thought  that  the  flat- 
tery might  be  fully  heard,  he  addressed 
himself  to  the  gentleman,  "I  think,  Sir, 
you  were  saying  something  about,—" 
pausing  in  a  high  flutter  of  expectation. 
The  gentleman  provoked  at  his  inordinate 
vanity,  resolved  not  to  indulge  it,  and 
with  an  exquisite  sly  air  of  indifference 
answered,  "A  mere  trifle.  Sir,  not  wortk 
repeating!"  The  mortification  of  Rich- 
ardson was  visible,  and  he  did  not  speal: 
ten  words  more  the  w^hole  day.  Dr.  John* 
son  was  present,  and  appeared  to  eqjof 
it  much. — Bos  WELL,  James,  1780,  Lift  4 
Samuel  Johnson,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  rv,  p.  34 
note. 

Richardson's  conversation  was  of  tk 
preceptive  kind,  but  it  wanted  the  £^ 
sity  of  Johnson's,  and  had  no  intermixtsn 
of  wit  or  humour.  Richardson  could  nc* 
relate  a  pleasant  story,  and  hardly  retf 
one  told  by  another :  he  was  ever  thinlflt 
of  his  own  writings,  and  listening  totk 
praises  which,  with  an  emulous  profoflA 
his  friends  were  incessantly  bestowitf  * 
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he  wonld  scarce  enter  into  free 
rBation  with  any  one  that  he  thought 
lot  red  "Clarissa,"  or  "Sir  Charles 
iison,"  and  at  best,  he  conld  not  be 
x>  be  a  companionable  man.  Those 
were  unacquainted  with  Richardson, 
ad  red  his  books,  were  Jed  to  believe, 
they  exhibited  a  picture  of  his  own 

and  that  his  temper  and  domestic 
iour  could  not  but  correspond  with 
efined  morality  which  they  inculcate, 
1  this  they  were  deceived.  He  was 
re  in  the  government  of  his  family, 
ssued  his  orders  to  some  of  his  serv- 
n  writing  only.  His  nearest  female 
ons,  in  the  presence  of  strangers, 
mutes,  and  seemed  to  me,  in  a  visit 
3  made  him,  to  have  been  disciplined 
e  school  of  Ben  Jonson's  Morose, 
)  injunction  to  his  servant  was, 
wer  me  not  but  with  your  leg."  In 
,  they  appeared  to  have  been  taught 
iverse  with  him  by  signs ;  and  it  was 
ain  to  me,  that  on  his  part,  the  most 
ent  of  them  were  frowns  and  gesticu- 
\B,  importing  that  they  should  leave 
resence.  I  have  heard  it  said,  that 
18  what  is  called  a  nervous  man ;  and 
'ar  nervosity,  with  so  good  an  under- 
ing  as  he  is  allowed  to  have  possessed, 
xcuse  a  conduct  so  opposite  to  that 
ithropby  which  he  laboured  to  incul- 
1  cannot  aay :  his  benevolence  might 
^en  another  direction,  and  in  other 
ices  be  very  strong ;  for  I  was  once 
less  to  his  patting  into  the  hand  of 
Vbiston  the  bookseller,  ten  guineas 
le  relief  of  one  whom  a  sudden  acci- 
had  made  a  widow. — Hawkins,  Sir 
,  1787,  Life  of  Samuel  Johrisim, 
I. 

was  delighted  by  his  own  works, 
nthor  enjoyed  so  much  the  bliss  of 
sive  fondness.  I  heard  from  the 
Hiarlotte  Lenox  the  anecdote  which 
'erely  reprimanded  his  innocent  van- 
'hich  Boswell  has  recorded.  This 
was  a  regular  visitor  at  Richardson's 
',  and  she  could  scarcely  recollect 
riait  which  was  not  taxed  by  our 
r  reading  one  of  his  voluminous  let- 
or  two  or  three,  if  his  auditor  was 

and  friendly.— Disraeli,  Isaac, 
-1824,  Richardson,  Curiotiiiet  ^  Lit- 
re. 

:hardson,  the  author  of  "Clarissa," 
een  a  common  printer,  and  possessed 


no  literature  whatever.  He  was  very 
silent  in  company,  and  so  vain  that  he 
never  enjoyed  any  subject  but  that  of 
himself  or  his  works.  He  once  asked 
Douglas,  Bishop  of  Salisbury,  bow  he  liked 
"Clarissa."  The  bishop  said  he  could 
never  get  beyond  the  Bailiff  scene.  The 
author,  thinking  this  a  condemnation  of 
his  hook,  looked  grave;  but  all  was  right 
when  the  bishop  added,  it  affected  him  so 
much  that  he  was  drowned  in  tears,  and 
could  not  trust  himself  with  the  book  any 
longer.  Richardson  had  a  kind  of  club 
of  women  about  him— Mrs.  Carter,  Mrs. 
Talbot,  &c, — who  looked  up  to  him  as  to 
a  superior  being;  to  whom  he  dictated 
and  gave  laws ;  and  with  whom  he  lived 
almost  entirely.  To  acquire  a  facility  of 
epistolary  writing  he  would  on  every 
trivial  occasion  write  notes  to  his  daugh- 
ters even  when  they  were  in  the  same 
bouse  with  him. — (Bishop  Douglas  and  Dr. 
Johnson).— Malonb,  Edmond,  1792,  Ma- 
hniana,  ed.  Prior,  p.  439, 

Richardson  was,  in  person,  below  the 
middle  stature,  and  inclined  to  corpulency ; 
of  a  round,  rather  than  oval,  face,  with  a 
fair  ruddy  complexion.  His  features, 
says  one,  who  speaks  from  recollection, 
bore  the  stamp  of  good  nature,  and  were 
characteristic  of  his  placid  and  amiable 
disposition.  He  was  slow  in  speech,  and, 
to  strangers  at  least,  spoke  with  reserve 
and  deliberation;  but,  in  his  manners, 
was  affable,  courteous,  and  engaging,  and 
when  surrounded  with  the  social  circle 
he  loved  to  draw  around  him,  his  eye 
sparkled  with  pleasure,  and  often  ex- 
pressed that  particular  spirit  of  archness 
which  we  see  in  some  of  his  characters, 
and  which  gave,  at  times,  a  vivacity  to  his 
conversation,  not  expected  from  his  gen- 
eral taciturnity  and  quiet  manners. — 
Barbauld,  Anna  L-btitia,  1804,  ed.  The 
Correspondgnce  of  Samuel  Richardson,  L^e 
vol.  I,  p.  clxxvi. 

His  moral  character  was  in  the  highest 
degree  exemplary  and  amiable.  He  was 
temperate,  industrious,  and  upright ;  punc- 
tual and  honourable  in  all  his  dealings; 
and  with  a  kindness  of  heart,  and  a  liber- 
ality and  generosity  of  disposition,  that 
must  have  made  him  a  very  general  favour- 
ite, even  if  he  had  never  acquired  any  lit- 
erary distinction.— He  had  a  considerable 
share  of  vanity,  and  was  observed  to  talk 
more  willingly  on  the  subject  of  his  own 
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works  than  on  any  other.  The  lowness 
of  his  original  situation,  and  the  lateness 
of  his  introduction  into  polite  society,  had 
given  to  his  manners  a  great  shyness  and 
reserve ;  and  a  consciousness  of  his  awk- 
wardness and  his  merit  together,  rendered 
him  somewhat  jealous  in  his  intercourse 
with  persons  in  more  conspicuous  situa- 
tions, and  made  him  require  more  court- 
ing and  attention  than  every  one  was  dis- 
posed to  pay.  He  had  high  notions  of 
parental  authority,  and  does  not  seem 
always  quite  satisfied  with  the  share  of 
veneration  which  his  wife  could  be  pre- 
vailed on  to  shew  for  him.  He  was  par- 
ticularly partial  to  the  society  of  females ; 
and  lived,  indeed,  as  Mrs.  Barbauld  has 
expressed  it,  in  a  flower-garden  of  ladies. 
— Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord,  1804,  Richard- 
san,  Edinburgh  Review,  voL  5,  p.  31. 

He  was  unceasingly  industrious;  led 
astray  by  no  idle  views  of  speculation, 
and  seduced  by  no  temptations  to  prema- 
ture expenditure.  Industry  brought  inde- 
pendence, and,  finally,  wealth  in  its  train ; 
and  that  well-won  fortune  was  husbanded 
with  prudence,  and  expended  with  liberal- 
ity. A  kind  and  generous  master,  he  was 
eager  to  encourage  his  servants  to  perse- 
vere in  the  same  course  of  patient  labour 
by  which  he  had  himself  attained  fortune ; 
and  it  is  said  to  have  been  his  common 
practice  to  hide  half-a-crown  among  the 
types,  that  it  might  reward  the  diligence 
of  the  workman  who  should  first  be  in  the 
office  in  the  morning.  His  hospitality 
was  of  the  most  liberal,  as  well  as  the 
most  judicious  kind.  .  .  .  The  pre- 
dominant failing  of  Richardson  seems  cer- 
tainly to  have  been  vanity ;  vanity  natu- 
rally excited  by  his  great  and  unparal- 
leled popularity  at  home  and  abroad,  and 
by  the  continual  and  concentred  admira- 
tion of  the  circle  in  which  he  lived.  Such 
a  weakness  finds  root  in  the  mind  of  every 
one  who  has  obtained  general  applause, 
but  Richardson,  the  gentleness  of  whose 
mind  was  almost  feminine,  was  peculiarly 
susceptible  of  this  feminine  weakness,  and 
he  fostered  and  indulged  its  growth,  which 
a  man  of  firmer  character  would  have 
crushed  and  restrained. — Scott,  Sir  Wal- 
ter, 1821,  Samuel  Richardson. 

His  own  manners  were  strict  and  formal 
with  regard  to  his  family,  probably  be- 
cause he  had  formed  his  notions  of  life 
from  old  books,  and  also  because  he  did 


not  well  know  how  to  begin  to  do  other- 
wise (for  he  was  naturally  bashful),  and 
so  the  habit  continued  through  life.  His 
daughters  addressed  him  in  their  letters 
by  the  title  of  ''Honoured  Sir,"  and  are 
always  designating  themselves  as  ''ever 
dutiful. ' '  Sedentary  living,  eternal  writ- 
ing, and  perhaps  that  indulgence  in  the 
table,  which,  however  moderate,  affects 
a  sedentary  man  twenty  times  as  much  as 
an  active  one,  conspired  to  hurt  his  tem- 
per (for  we  may  see  by  his  picture  that 
he  grew  fat,  and  his  philosophy  was  in  no 
respect  as  profound  as  he  thought  it); 
but  he  was  a  most  kind-hearted  generous 
man;  kept  his  pocket  full  of  plums  for 
children,  like  another  Mr.  Burchell ;  gave 
a  great  deal  of  money  away  in  charity, 
very  handsomely  too ;  and  was  so  fond  of 
inviting  friends  to  stay  with  him,  that 
when  they  were  ill,  he  and  his  family  must 
needs  have  them  to  be  nursed. — Hunt, 
Leigh,  1848,  The  Town,  p.  90. 

The  great  author  was  accustomed  to  be 
adored.  A  gentler  wind  never  puffed 
mortal  vanity.  Enraptured  spinsters  flung 
tea-leaves  around  him,  and  incensed  him 
with  the  coffee-pot.  Matrons  kissed  the 
slippers  they  had  worked  for  him.  There 
was  a  halo  of  virtue  around  his  nightcap. 
All  Europe  had  thrilled,  panted,  admired, 
trembled,  wept  o'er  the  pages  of  the 
immortal  little  kind  honest  man  with  the 
round  paunch.  Harry  came  back  quite 
glowing  and  proud  at  having  a  bow 
from  him.  "Ah,''  says  he,  "my  lord,  I 
am  glad  to  have  seen  him !" — ^Thackeray, 
WiLUAM  Makepeace,  1858,  The  Virgini- 
ans^ ch.  xxvi. 

Good  Samuel  Richardson — for  you  really 
were  a  good  man,  in  a  higher  sense  to 
your  mind  than  your  own  "Sir  Charles 
Grandison" — forgive  me  if  I  cannot  for- 
bear a  smile  now  and  then  at  your  little 
vanities,  so  inseparable  from  the  adula- 
tion of  your  "ladies"  of  every  degree, 
from  the  precise  Mrs.  Chapone  to  the 
erring  Mrs.  Pilkington ;  for  men  of  various 
morals,  from  Dr.  Young  to  Colley  Gibber. 
You  are,  perhaps,  amongst  the  most 
famous  of  those  who  have  been  writers 
as  well  as  publishers ;  but  you  command  my 
admiration  from  the  fact  that  you  never 
neglected  the  duties  of  your  station  to  smr- 
render  yourself  to  the  temptation  that 
beset  the  man  who  depends  upon  author- 
ship alone  for  holding  a  firm  standing 


SAMUEL  RICHARDSON 


435 


cial  life.— Knight,  Charles,  1865, 
7W8  of  the  Old'BookseUerSy  p.  146. , 

was   a  printer  and  bookseller,  a 

r's  son,  who  at  the  age  of  fifty,  and  in 

lisure  moments,  wrote  in  his  shop  par- 

a  laborious  man,  who,  by  work  and 

conduct,  had  raised  himself  to  a 

etency  and  sound  information ;  deli- 

moreover  gentle,  nervous,  often  ill, 

a  taste  for  the  society  of  women, 

itomed   to  correspond  for  and  with 

,  of  reserved  and  retired    habits, 

e  only  fault  was  a  timid  vanity.     He 

evere  in  principles,  and  had  acquired 

icacity  by  his  rigour. — Taine,  H.  A, 

,  History  of  English   Literature^  tr. 

Laun,  vol,  ii,  hk,  iii,  ch.  vi,  p.  159. 

;hardson  died  of  apoplexy,  July  4, 
,  in  this  house  in  Parson's  Green,  and 
buried,  at  his  own  request,  by  the 
)f  his  first  wife,  in  the  Church  of  St. 
I,  in  Fleet  Street.  A  large  stone  in 
)avement  of  the  middle  aisle,  near 
entre  of  the  church,  and  by  the  side 
e  pews  numbered  12  and  13  in  1885, 
ds  the  fact  that  he  lies  beneath  it. 
parish,  during  the  century  or  more 
has  elapsed  since  his  death,  has  not 
nterest  enough  in  the  Father  of  the 
sh  Novel  to  erect  a  tablet  to  his 
)ry ;  and  the  stone  above  him,  placed 
by  the  loving  hands  of  his  family, 
icealed  from  the  public  by  the  coarse 
ng  that  generally  covers  it. — Hut- 
Laurence,  1885,  Literary  Land- 
s  of  London,  p.  255. 

nay  safely  be  said  of  Richardson  that, 
attaining  to  independence,  he  did 
good  every  week  of  his  life — for  he 
a  wise  and  most  charitable  man — 
Pielding  was  ever  able  to  do  through- 
he  whole   of   his.— BiRRELL,  AUGUS- 

1892,  Res  Judicatce,  p.  7. 

PAMELA 

1741-42 

d  be  thy  powerful  pen,  whoe'er  thou 

rt, 
skill 'd  great  moulder  of  the  mastered 

eart! 

•e   hast    thou   lain  concealed?  or  why 

longht  fit, 

IS  dire  period,  to  unveil  thy  wit? 

;  Pamela!  for  ever  blooming  maid! 
dear  enlivening  (yet  immortal)  shade 
are  thy  virtues  scatter *d  to  the  wind? 

are  thy  beauties  flash'd  upon  the  blind ! 


What  though  thy  fluttering  sex  might  learn 

from  thee. 
That  merit  forms  a  rank  above  degree? 
That  pride,  too  conBcions,  falls  from  every 

claim, 
While  humble  sweetness  climbs  beyond  its 

aim. 

— Hill,  Aaron,  1740?  To  the  Unknotm 
Author  of  the  Beautiful  New  Piece^  called 
''Pamelar 

Two  booksellers,  my  particular  friends 
[Mr.  Rivington  and  Mr.  Osborne]  entreated 
me  to  write  for  them  a  little  volume  of 
Letters  in  a  common  style,  on  such  sub- 
jects as  might  be  of  use  to  those  country 
readers  who  were  unable  to  indite  for 
themselves.  **Will  it  be  any  harm,"  said 
I,  *Mn  a  piece  you  want  to  be  written  so 
low,  if  we  should  instruct  them  how  they 
should  think  and  act  in  common  cases 
as  well  as  indite?"  They  were  the  more 
urgent  for  me  to  begin  the  little  volume 
for  this  hint.  1  set  about  it ;  and,  in  the 
progress  of  it,  writing  two  or  three  let- 
ters to  instruct  handsome  girls  who  were 
obliged  to  go  out  to  service,  as  we  phrase 
it,  how  to  avoid  the  snares  that  might  be 
laid  against  their  virtue,  the  above  story 
recurred  to  my  thought ;  and  hence  sprung 
*Tamela."— Richardson,  Samuel,  c1760, 
Correspondence,  ed,  Barhauldy  vol,  I,  Intro- 
duction, p.  liii. 

A  work,  usually  found  in  the  servant's 
drawer,  but  which,  when  so  found,  has 
not  unfrequently  detained  the  eye  of  the 
mistress,  wondering  all  the  while  by  what 
secret  charm  she  was  induced  to  turn  over 
a  book,  apparently  too  low  for  her 
perusal,  and  that  charm  was — Richard- 
son.—Barbauld,  Anna  LiCrmA,  1804, 
Life  of  Samuel  Richardson. 

Taking  the  general  idea  of  the  charac- 
ter of  a  modest  and  beautiful  country  girl, 
and  of  the  ordinary  situation  in  which 
she  is  placed,  he  makes  out  all  the  rest, 
even  to  the  smallest  circumstance,  by  the 
mere  force  of  a  reasoning  imagination. 
It  would  seem  as  if  a  step  lost  would  be 
as  fatal  here  as  in  a  mathematical  demon- 
stration. The  development  of  the  char- 
acter is  the  most  simple,  and  comes  the 
nearest  to  nature  that  it  can  do,  without 
being  the  same  thing.  The  interest  of 
the  story  increases  with  the  da^Ti  of  un- 
derstanding and  reflection  in  the  heroine; 
her  sentiments  gradually  expand  them- 
selves, like  opening  flowers. — Hazlitt, 
WiLUAM,  1818,  On  the  English  Novelists^ 
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Lectures  on  the  English   Comic  Writers^ 
Lecture  vi. 

Thought  what  fame  was  on  reading  in 
a  case  of  murder  that  **Mr.  Wych,  grocer 
at  Tunbbridge,  sold  some  bacon,  flour, 
cheese,  and,  it  is  believed  some  plums,  to 
some  gipsy  woman  accused.  He  had  on 
his  counter  (I  quote  faithfully)  a  book, 
the  *Life  of  Pamela,'  which  he  was  tear- 
ing for  waste-paper,  &c.  In  the  cheese 
was  found,  &c.,  and  a  leaf  of  '^Pamela' 
wrapt  around  the  bacon!"  What  would 
Richardson,  the  vainest  and  luckiest  of 
Ztri/i^  authors  (i.  e.,  while  alive) — he  who, 
with  Aaron  Hill,  used  to  prophesy  and 
chuckle  over  the  presumed  fall  of  Field- 
ing (the  prose  Homer  of  human  nature), 
and  of  Pope  (the  most  beautiful  of  poets) 
— what  would  he  have  said,  could  he  have 
traced  his  pages  from  their  place  on  the 
French  prince's  toilets  (see  BoswelPs 
**Johnson")  to  the  grocer's  counter  and 
the  gipsy  murderess's  bacon ! ! ! — Byron, 
Lord,  1821,  A  Journal  in  Italy,  Jan.  4. 

It  will  be  Richardson's  eternal  praise, 
did  he  merit  no  more,  that  he  tore  from 
his  personages  those  painted  vizors,  which 
concealed,  under  a  clumsy  and  affected 
disguise,  everything  like  the  natural  lin- 
eaments of  the  human  countenance,  and 
placed  them  before  us  barefaced,  in  all 
the  actual  changes  of  feature  and  com- 
plexion, and  all  the  light  and  shade  of 
human  passion.  It  requires  a  reader  to 
be  in  some  degree  acquainted  with  the 
huge  folios  of  inanity,  over  which  our 
ancestors  yawned  themselves  to  sleep,  ere 
he  can  estimate  the  delight  they  must 
have  experienced  from  this  unexpected 
return  to  truth  and  nature. — Scott,  Sir 
Walter,  1821,  Samuel  Richardson. 

I  do  not  remember  a  more  whimsical 
surprise  than  having  been  once  detected — 
by  a  familiar  damsel — reclined  at  my  ease 
upon  the  grass,  on  Primrose  Hill  (her 
Qrthera),  reading — *  *  Pamela. ' '  There 
was  nothing  in  the  book  to  make  a  man 
seriously  ashamed  at  the  exposure;  but 
as  she  seated  herself  down  by  me,  and 
seemed  determined  to  read  in  company,  I 
could  have  wished  it  had  been — any  other 
book.  We  read  on  very  sociably  for  a 
few  pages;  and,  not  finding  the  author 
much  to  her  taste,  she  got  up,  and — went 
away.  Gentle  casuist,  I  leave  it  to  thee 
to  conjecture  whether  the  blush  (for  there 
was  one  between  us)  was  the  property  of 


the  nymph  or  the  swain  in  this  dilemma. 
From  me  you  shall  never  get  the  secret.— 
Lamb,  Charles,  1834  ?  Detached  ThmghU 
on  Books  and  Reading. 

It  would  be  idle  to  say  that  a  work 
which  was  so  extensively  read,  does  not 
possess  merits  of  a  very  high  order.  But, 
on  the  other  hand,  it  is  clear,  that  how- 
ever great  its  attractions,  they  were  much 
over-estimated  and  over-praised.  The 
moral  teaching  which  received  the  appro- 
bation of  Pope  and  Sherlock  should  not  be 
lightly  spoken  of ;  yet,  with  all  due  defer- 
ence to  such  great  authorities,  it  may  be 
questioned  whether  many  readers  have 
risen  from  the  perusal  of  Richardson's 
novel  with  more  elevated  notions  of  female 
honour  than  they  before  entertained.  His 
morality  was  that  of  the  age — rather  the 
virtue  of  prudence  than  principle. — Law- 
rence, Frederick,  18o5.  The  Life  cf 
Henry  Fielding,  p.  152.    y^ 

This  first  novel  is  ^flower — one  of 
those  flowers  which  only  bloom  in  a  virgin 
imagination,  at  the  dawn  of  original  inven- 
tion, whose  charm  and  freshness  surpass 
all  that  the  maturity  of  art  and  genius 
can  afterwards  cultivate  or  arrange.— 
Taine,  H.  a.,  1871,  History  of  BhiglidC 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun^  vol.  ii,  bk.  iii, 
ch.  vi,  p.  160. 

I  have  already  given  the  substance  of 
the  first  two  volumes  in  which  the  rich 
squire,  Mr.  B.  (as  he  is  called  throughout 
the  novel),  finally  marries  and  takes  home 
the  girl  who  had  been  the  servant  of  his 
wife  and  against  whom,  ever  since  that 
lady's  death,  he  had  been  plotting  with  an 
elaborate  baseness  which  has  never  before 
been,  and  I  sincerely  hope  will  never 
hereafter  be  described.  By  this  action 
Mr.  B.  has  in  the  opinion  of  Richardson, 
of  his  wife,  the  servant-girl  and  the  whole 
contemporary  world,  saturated  himsdf 
with  such  a  flame  of  saintliness  as  to  have 
burnt  out  every  particle  of  any  little  mis- 
demeanor he  may  have  been  guilty  of  in  his 
previous  existence ;  and  I  need  only  read 
you  an  occasional  line  from  the  first  four 
letters  of  the  third  volume  in  order  to  show 
the  marvelous  sentimentality,  the  imtratii 
towards  nature,  and  the  purely  commer- 
cial view  of  virtue  and  of  religion  which 
make  up  this  intolerable  book. — Lameb, 
Sidney,  1881.  The  English  Navel,  p.  178. 

The  name,  'Tamela,  or  Virtue  Re- 
warded,"   sounds    like    a    tract,    and 
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lela*'  is,  indeed,  a  very  long  tract. 
CKERMAN,  Bayard,  1882,  A  History 
glish  Prose  Fiction,  p.  195. 

5v  writers — it  is  a  truism  to  say  so — 
excelled  him  in  minute  analysis  of 
'e,  and  knowledge  of  the  human 
.  About  the  final  morality  of  his 
ne's  long-drawn  defence  of  her  chas- 
it  may,  however,  be  permitted  to 
; ;  and,  in  contrasting  the  book  with 
ing's  work,  it  should  not  be  forgot- 
lat,  irreproachable  though  it  seemed 
3  author's  admirers,  good  Dr.  Watts 
lained  (and  with  reason)  of  the  indel- 
of  some  of  the  scenes. — Dobson, 
(N,  1883,  Fielding  (English  Men  of 
•«),  p.  71. 

lile  the  story  of  *Tamela"  suffers  as 
ry  from  the  slowness  of  movement 
I,  in  a  less  degree  (though  the  slow- 
is  even  greater),  injures  that  of 
}sa,  the  former  heroine,  unlike  the 
,  is  herself  as  severe  a  sufferer  as  a 
Qe  from  the  delay.  Her  figure,  to 
with,  i^  one  which  will  not  stand 
de-romanticizing.  Mrs.  Pamela's 
),  though  no  doubt  quite  sincere  and 
ne,  is  (as  of  course  it  should  be)  of 
f  soubrettish  type,  exceedingly,  not 
y  pharisaically,  self-conscious,  not 
d  or  elevated  by  the  slightest  ad- 
ire  of  delicacy,  and  obviously  asso- 
1  with  a  very  shrewd  eye  to  the  main 
e.  All  this,  of  course,  is  true 
jh  to  Nature;  but  truth  to  Nature 
les  useless  unless  it  falls  into  the 
i;ial  hands  of  Art.— Traill,  Henry 
,  1883-97,  Samuel  Richardson,  The 
Fiction,  p.  116. 

John  Herschel  tells  an  amusing 
ote  illustrating  the  pleasure  derived 
a  book,  not  assuredly  of  the  first 
In  a  certain  village  the  blacksmith 
got  hold  of  Richardson's  novel, 
lela,  or  Virtue  Rewarded,"  and  used 
;  on  his  anvil  in  the  long  summer 
Qgs  and  read  it  aloud  to  a  large  and 
Live  audience.  It  is  by  no  means  a 
book,  but  they  fairly  listened  to  it  all. 
ength,  when  the  happy  turn  of  for- 
arrived,  which  brings  the  hero  and 
le  together,  and  sets  them  living 
and  happily  according  to  the  most 
ved  rules,  the  congregation  were  so 
ited  as  to  raise  a  great  shout,  and 
ring  the  church  keys,  actually  set 
parish   bells    ringing. ' ' —Lubbock, 


Sir  John,  1887,  A  Song  of  Books,  The 
Pleasures  of  Life,  First  Series,  p.  53. 

His  "Pamela"  survives,  not  as  the  vir- 
tuous serving-maid  he  tried  to  portray, 
"^^mt  as  a  perfectly  true  picture  of  an  atro- 
■  cious  prude,  who  well  knew  how  to  play 
her  cards  to  advantage. — Lewin,  Walter, 
1889,  The  Abuse  (f  Fiction,  The  Forum, 
vol.  7,  p.  668. 

^long  with  its  uncouthness,  moreover, 
Richardson's  novel  is  not  without  some 
excellent  features  of  its  own.  It  is  prolix 
to  tediousness,  but  there  is  at  the  same 
time  considerable  ingenuity  in  invention. 
yThere  is  an  almost  painful  elaboration  of 
expression,  and  the  phraseology  is  stilted, 
but  there  is  consistency  in  the  portraits, 
and  the  attempt  at  character  painting  is 
not  without  a  degree  of  success.  Pamela 
exerts  a  steady  influence  for  good,  until 
all  about  her  are  converted  by  the  power 
of  her  example.  The  wicked  Mr.  B.  suc- 
cumbs, and  even  the  notorious  Mrs. 
Jewkes  is  won  to  penitence  and  the  path 
of  virtue.  It  is  the  fashion  to  laugh,  as 
Fielding  did,  at  this  tedious,  moralizing, 
sentimental  story ;  and  yet  there  is  a  good 
deal  in  it  that  is  both  homely  and  whole- 
some. Richardson  plainly  did  not  possess 
the  art  that  may  be  claimed  by  Fielding 
or  Smollett  or  Sterne ;  but  he  was  sincere, 
and  honestly  pure  in  his  aim,  which  is 
more  than  can  be  said  of  any  one  of  the 
other  three. —SiMONDS,  Wiluam  Edward, 
1894,  Study  of  English  Fiction,  p.  46. 

Pamela,  indeed,  may  be  virtuous,  but 
she  is  anything  but  pure-minded ;  and  in 
this  lies  her  security?  Unsuspecting 
innocence  may  easily  become  the  prey  of 
vice,  but  the  reader  feels  that  if  Pamela 
falls,  it  will  be  with  her  eyes  open.  And 
the  worst  of  it  is  that  in  spite  of  her  oft- 
repeated  protestations  against  her  mas- 
ter's wickedness,  she  is  supposed  all  the 
time  to  have  a  secret  leaning  to  him,  and 
dreads  nothing  more  than  to  incur  his 
anger.  .  .  .  Putting  aside  these  grave 
faults  of  taste  and  morality,  there  can  be 
no  doubt  that  the  heroine  is  a  masterpiece 
of  characterisation.  To  this  is  due  the 
pathetic  and  moving  effect  produced  by 
her  sufferings;  she  is  so  life-like  that 
one  feels  the  same  kind  of  interest  in  them 
as  in  those  of  a  real  person.  ...  A 
book  the  defects  of  which  can  hardly  be 
over-stated-;  whose  warped  morality,  glar- 
ing want  of  taste,  and  improbability  of 
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incident,  would  seem  sufficient  to  obscure 
all  the  merit  that  cannot  be  denied  to  it. 
It  is  only  when  we  remember  that  both 
plan  and  subject  matter  were  entirely 
original,  and  that  the  sentiments  and 
treatment  correspond  to  the  ordinary  tone 
of  lower  middle-class  feeling  at  the  time, 
that  we  can  comprehend  or  sympathise 
with  the  immense  enthusiasm  it  excited. 
It  inaugurated  a  new  school  of  fiction, 
and  if  its  permanent  popularity  in  England 
was  somewhat  impaired  by  the  speedy  pub- 
lication of  Fielding's  parody,  its  effect  on 
the  literary  development  of  France  and 
Germany,  where  many  imitations  were 
produced,  was  of  the  greatest  importance. 
—Thomson,  Clara  Linklater.  1900, 
Samuel  Richardson,  A  Biographical  and 
Critical  Study,  pp.  157,  166,  170. 

CLARISSA  HARLOWE 
1748 

When  I  tell  you  I  have  lately  received 
this  Pleasure  (i.  e.,  of  reading  a  new 
master-piece),  you  will  not  want  me  to 
inform  you  that  I  owe  it  to  the  author 
of  ** Clarissa."  Such  Simplicity,  such 
Manners,  such  deep  Penetration  into 
Nature;  such  Power  to  raise  and  alarm 
the  Passions,  few  Writers,  either  ancient 
or  modern,  have  been  possessed  of.  My 
Affections  are  so  strongly  engaged,  and 
my  Fears  are  so  raised,  by  what  I  have 
already  read,  that  I  cannot  express  my 
Eagerness  to  see  the  rest.  Sure  this  Mr. 
Richardson  is  Master  of  all  that  Art  which 
Horace  compares  to  Witchcraft 
— Pectns  inaniter  angit, 
Irritat,  mnlcet,  fabds  terroribns  implet 
Ut  Magna. — 

—Fielding,  Henry?  1748,  JajcMt£s 
Journal,  No.  5. 

I  begin  by  a  confession  which  ought  to 
do  some  credit  to  my  honesty  because  it 
might  do  little  honour  to  my  discernment. 
Of  all  the  imaginative  works  I  have  read, 
and  my  self-conceit  does  not  lead  me  to 
except  my  own,  none  have  given  me 
greater  pleasure  than  the  one  now  sub- 
mitted to  the  public. — Provost,  Abb^, 
1751,  ed.  Clarissa  Harlowe,  Preface, 

I  was  such  an  old  fool  as  to  weep  over 
**Clarissa  Harlowe,"  like  any  milkmaid 
of  sixteen  over  the  ballad  of  the  ''Lady's 
Fall. "  To  say  truth,  the  first  volume  soft- 
ened me  by  a  near  resemblance  of  my 
maiden  days;  but  on  the  whole  'tis  most 


miserable  stuff.  Miss  How,  who  is  called 
a  young  lady  of  sense  and  honour,  is  not 
only  extremely  silly,  but  a  more  vicious 
character  than  Sally  Martin,  whose  crimes 
are  owing  at  first  to  seduction,  and  after- 
wards to  necessity;  while  this  virtuous 
damsel,  without  any  reason,  insults  her 
mother  at  home  and  ridicules  her  abroad ; 
abuses  the  man  she  marries;  and  is 
impertinent  and  impudent  with  great 
applause.  Even  that  model  of  affection, 
Clarissa,  is  so  faulty  in  her  behaviour  as 
to  deserve  little  compassion.  Any  girl 
that  runs  away  with  a  young  fellow,  with- 
out intending  to  marry  hin^  should  be 
carried  to  Bridewell  or  to  Bedlam  the  next 
day.  Yet  the  circumstances  are  so  laid, 
as  to  inspire  tenderness,  notwithstanding 
the  low  style  and  absurd  incidents ;  and  I 
look  upon  this  and  *Tamela"  to  be  two 
books  that  will  do  more  general  mischief 
than  the  works  of  Lord  Rochester. — Mon- 
tagu, Lady  Mary  Wortley,  1752,  Letter 
to  the  Countess  of  Bute,  March  1. 

I  do  not  think  that  the  age  can  show  a 
more  faithful,  more  delicate,  more  spirit^ 
touch.  We  do  not  read,  we  see  what  he 
describes.— Marmontel,  Jean  Franqois, 
1758,  Mercure  de  Prance,  August. 

I  yet  remember  with  delight  the  first 
time  it  came  into  my  hands.  I  was  in  the 
country.  How  deliciously  was  I  affected ! 
At  every  moment  I  saw  my  happiness 
abridged  by  a  page.  I  then  experienced 
the  same  sensations  those  feel  who  have 
long  lived  with  one  they  love,  and  are  on 
the  point  of  separation.  At  the  close  of 
the  work  I  seemed  to  remain  deserted.— 
Diderot,  Denis,  1761,  £lloge  on  Richard- 
son, tr.  Disraeli. 

This  novel  may  display  more  talent  than 
Sir  Charles  Grandison  (though,  when  I 
recollect  the  character  of  Clementina,  I 
should  be  disposed  to  contest  even  this 
point),  but  it  has  certainly  interested  and 
delighted  me  less.  Till  the  grand  catas- 
trophe we  are  exasperated  to  maddening 
impatience  by  the  incessant  and  varied 
persecutions  of  the  helpless  heroine.— 
Green,  Thomas,  1779-1810,  Diary  qf  a 
Lover  of  Literature. 

The  character  of  Lothario  seems  to 
have  been  expanded  by  Richardsoii  into 
that  of  Lovelace ;  but  he  has  excelled  his 
original  in  the  moral  effect  of  the  fiction. 
Lothario,  with  gaiety  which  cannot  be 
hated,   and    bravery    which    cannot   be 
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3ed,  retains  too  much  of  the  specta- 
kindness.  It  was  in  the  power  of 
irdson  alone,  to  teach  us  at  once 
m  and  detestation ;  to  make  virtuous 
tment  overpower  all  the  benevolence 
I  wit,  and  elegance,  and  courage, 
ally  excite ;  and  to  lose  at  last  the 
in  the  villain.— Johnson,  Samuel, 
-81,  RowCy  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

B  plot,  as  we  have  seen,  is  simple, 
0  under-plots  interfere  with  the  main 
n.  No  digression,  no  episodes.  It 
nderful  that  without  these  helps  of 
ion  writers  he  could  support  a  work 
ch  length.  With  Clarissa  it  begins — 
Clarissa  it  ends.  We  do  not  come 
unexpected  adventures  and  wonder- 
ecognitions,  by  quick  turns  and  sur- 
3 ;  we  see  her  fate  from  afar,  as  it 
through  a  long  avenue,  the  gradual 
)ach  to  which,  without  ever  losing 
of  the  object,  has  more  of  simplicity 
randeur  than  the  most  cunning  laby- 
that  can  be  contrived  by  art.  .  .  . 
he  work  advances,  the  character 
;  the  distress  is  deepened;  our 
s  are  torn  with  pity  and  indigna- 

bursts  of  grief  succeed  one  another, 
t  length  the  mind  is  composed  and 
onized  with  emotions  of  milder  sor- 
we  are  calmed  into  resignation,  ele- 

with  pious  hope,  and  dismissed 
ng  with  the  conscious  triumphs  of 
3.— Barbauld,  Anna  Ljetitia,  1804, 
f  Richardson,  pp.  Ixxxiii,  Ixxxiv. 

;hardson  has  strengthened  Vice,  from 
louth  of  Lovelace,  with  entangling 
stries  and  abstruse  pleas  against 
adversary  Virtue,  which  Sedley,  Vil- 
and  Rochester  wanted  depth  of  lib- 
ism  enough  to  have  invented. — Lamb, 
LES,   1808,   Specimens  qf  Dramatic 

m 

3  effect  of  the  death  of  Clarissa — or 
ary  Stuart — on  the  heart,  by  no 
3  depends  on  the  fact  that  the  one 
^  died,  but  on  the  vivacity  of  the  ex- 
on  by  the  two  great  painters,  Hume 
lichardson.  ...  I  have  been 
Qg  "Clarissa  Harlowe,"  and  my 
)  is  so  easily  disturbed,  that  a  few  of 
lost  common  sentences  in  the  first 
*ed  pages  of  the  first  volume  have 
;ht  tears  from  me.  ...  I  have 
finished  poor  ** Clarissa,"  and  my 
is  too  weak  for  writing  a  criticism — 
if  my  mind  had  power  for  it.     She 


left  her  father's  house  on  the  10th  of 
April,  and  died  on  the  7th  of  September. 
—Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  1811-12,  Jour- 
naly  Life  by  Mackintosh,  vol.  ii,  chs.  ii,  iii. 

Except  by  "Clarissa  Harlowe,"  I  was 
never  so  moved  by  a  work  of  genius  as 
by  "Othello."  I  read  seventeen  hours  a 
day  at  "Clarissa,"  and  held  the  book  so 
long  up,  leaning  on  my  elbows  in  an  arm- 
chair, that  I  stopped  the  circulation  and 
could  not  move.  When  Lovelace  writes, 
"Dear  Belton,  it  is  all  over,  and  Clarissa 
lives,"  I  got  up  in  a  fury  and  wept  like 
an  iifant,  and  cursed  and  d d  Love- 
lace till  exhausted.  This  is  the  triumph 
of  genius  over  the  imagination  and  heart 
of  its  readers. — Haydon,  Benjamin 
Robert,  1813,  Avtobiography,  March  3. 

But  though  the  character  of  Lovelace 
may  not  perhaps  be  objectionable  in  its 
moral  tendency,  there  is  no  representa- 
tion, in  the  whole  range  of  fiction,  which 
is  such  an  outrage  on  verisimilitude. 
Such  a  character  as  Lovelace  not  only 
never  existed,  but  seems  incompatible 
with  human  nature.  Great  crimes  may  be 
hastily  perpetrated  where  there  is  no 
strong  motive  for  their  commission,  but  a 
long  course  of  premeditated  villainy  has 
always  some  assignable  object  which  can- 
not be  innocently  attained. — Dunlop, 
John,  1814-42,  The  History  qf  Fiction, 
vol.  II,  p.  404. 

Clarissa  is,  however,  his  masterpiece, 
if  we  except  Ijovelace.  If  she  is  fine  in 
herself,  she  is  still  finer  in  his  account  of 
her.  ...  I  should  suppose  that 
never  sympathy  more  deep  or  sincere  was 
excited  than  by  the  heroine  of  Richard- 
son's romance,  except  by  the  calamities 
of  real  life.  The  links  in  this  wonderful 
chain  of  interest  are  not  more  finely 
wrought,  than  their  whole  weight  is  over- 
whelming and  irresistible.  Who  can  for- 
get the  exquisite  gradations  of  her  long 
dying-scene,  or  the  closing  of  the  coffin- 
lid,  when  Miss  Howe  comes  to  take  her 
last  leave  of  her  friend;  or  the  heart- 
breaking reflection  that  Clarissa  makes  on 
what  was  to  have  been  her  wedding-day  ? 
— Hazutt,  Wiluam,  1818,  On  the  Eng- 
lish Novelists^  Lectures  on  the  English 
Comic  Writers,  Lecture  vi. 

The  work  on  which  his  fame  as  a  classic 
of  England  will  rest  forever. 
The  publication  of  "Clarissa"  raised  the 
fame  of  the  author  to  the  height.    No 
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work  had  appeared  before,  perhaps  none 
has  appeared  since,  containing  so  many 
direct  appeals  to  the  passions,  stated  too 
in  a  manner  so  irresistible.  And  high  as 
his  reputation  stood  in  his  own  country, 
it  was  even  more  exalted  in  those  of 
France  and  Germany,  whose  imaginations 
are  more  easily  excited,  and  their  passions 
more  easily  moved  by  tales  of  fictitious 
distress,  than  are  the  cold-blooded  Eng- 
lish.—Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1821,  Samwl 
Richardson. 

Blest  be  the  shade  of  Richardson,  who 
bequeathed  to  us  the  divine  Clarissa,  shin- 
ing through  sufferings,  glorious  in  her 
fall,  and  almost  visible  in  her  ascent  to 
the  regions  of  immortality.  Matchless 
creation  of  the  only  mind  that  ever  con- 
ceived and  drew  truly  a  Christian  heroine, 
with  all  her  sex's  softness,  loveliness,  and 
grace,  and  all  the  self-devotion,  undeviat- 
ing  rectitude,  and  lively  faith  of  the 
primitive  martyrs !  What  are  his  numer- 
ous blemishes  but  dust  in  the  balance 
when  compared  to  his  endless  beauties? 
But  then  his  faults  are  obvious  to  every 
common  mind,  and  no  common  mind  takes 
in  his  merits.— Grant,  Mrs.  Anne,  1826, 
Letter  to  Mrs.  Hook^  Feb.  13 ;  Memoir  and 
Correspondence,  ed.  Grant,  vol.  iii,  p.  70. 

It  is  wonderful  how  the  cause  is  seen 
in  the  effect.  So  we  find  it  in  Richardson. 
*' Clarissa"  is  a  story  in  the  midst  of  temp- 
tation ;  but  he  comes  clear  and  triumph- 
antly out  of  the  ordeal,  because  his  own 
imagination  is  not  contaminated  by  it.  If 
there  had  been  the  least  hint  of  an  im- 
moral tendency,  the  slightest  indication 
of  a  wish  to  inflame  the  passions,  it  would 
have  been  all  over  with  him.  The  inten- 
tion will  always  peep  out — you  do  not 
communicate  a  disease  if  you  are  not  in- 
fected with  it  yourself. — Northcote, 
James,  1826-7,  Conversations,  ed.  William 
Hazlitt. 

'Clarissa,"  is  a  treatise  on  strategy. 
Twenty-four  volumes  to  describe  the  siege 
and  capture  of  a  heart :  It  is  worthy  of 
Vauban.— ViGNY,  Alfred  de,  1833,  Jour- 
nal d'un  poite. 

He  had,  in  fact,  the  power  of  making 
any  set  of  notions,  however,  fantastical, 
appear  as  *  truths  of  holy  writ,"  to  his 
readers.  This  he  did  by  the  authority 
with  which  he  disposed  of  all  things  and 
by  the  infinite  minuteness  of  his  details. 
His  gradations  are  so  gentle,  that  we  do 


not  at  any  one  point,  hesitate  to  follow 
him,  and  should  descend  with  him  to  any 
depth  before  we  perceive  that  our  path 
had  been  unequal.  By  the  means  of  this 
strange  magic,  we  become  anxious  for 
the  marriage  of  Pamela  with  her  base 
master ;  because  the  author  has  so  imper- 
ceptibly wrought  on  us  the  belief  of  an 
awful  distance  between  the  rifi:ht8  of  an 
esquire  and  his  servant,  that  our  imagina- 
tions regard  it  in  the  place  of  all  moral 
distinctions.  After  all,  the  general  impres- 
sion made  on  us  by  his  works,  is  virtuous. 
Clementina  is  to  the  soul  a  new  and 
majestic  image,  inspired  by  virtue  and 
by  love,  which  raises  and  refines  its  con- 
ceptions. She  has  all  the  depth  and  inten- 
sity of  the  Italian  character,  with  all 
the  purity  of  an  angel.  She  is  at  the 
same  time  one  of  the  grandest  of  tragic 
heroines,  and  the  divinest  of  religions 
enthusiasts.  Clarissa  alone  is  above  her. 
.  .  .  Clarissa  Harlowe  is  one  of  the 
books  which  leave  us  different  beings 
from  those  which  they  find  us.  ''Sadder 
and  wiser"  do  we  arise  from  its  perusal. 
— Talpourd,  Thomas  Noon,  1842,  On 
British  Novels  and  Romances,  pp.  12, 13. 

I  read  the  last  volume  of  Clarissa, 
which  I  have  not  opened  since  my  voyage 
from  India  in  the  Lord  Hungerford.  I 
nearly  cried  my  eyes  out. — Macaulat, 
Thomas  Babington,  1850,  L^e  and  Letters, 
Diary,  April  15,  ed.  Trevelyan. 

I  spoke  to  him  [Lord  Macaulay]  once 
about  "Clarissa."  ''Not  read  'Clarissa!' " 
he  cried  out.  "If  you  have  once  thoroughly 
entered  on  'Clarissa,'  and  are  infected  by 
it,  you  can't  leave  it.  When  I  was  in  India, 
I  passed  one  hot  season  at  the  hills,  and 
there  were  the  governor-general,  and  the 
secretary  of  government,  and  the  com- 
mander-in-chief, and  their  wives.  I  had 
'Clarissa :'  with  me ;  and,  as  soon  as  they 
began  to  read,  the  whole  station  was  in  a 
passion  of  excitement  about  Miss  Harlowe 
and  her  misfortunes  and  her  scoundrelly 
Lovelace !  The  governor 's  wife  seized  the 
book,  and  the  secretary  waited  for  it,  and 
the  chief  justice  could  not  read  it  for 
tears!"  He  acted  the  whole  scene:  he 
paced  up  and  down  the  AthensBum  library : 
I  daresay  he  could  have  spoken  pages  of 
the  book, — of  that  book,  and  of  what 
countless  piles  of  others !— Thackeray, 
WiLLUM  Makepeace,  1860,  NU  Nisi 
Bonum,  ComhUl  Magazine,  Vol.  1,  p.  133. 
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Nothing  can  exceed  the  finished  manner 
in  which  every  personage  of  this  splendid 
fiction  is  placed  before  the  reader.  The 
bashaw-father;  the  weak,  amiable,  de- 
pressed mother ;  the  brutish  brother ;  the 
sister  who  could  never  forgive  the  slight 
to  her  own  attractions;  the  uncles;  the 
hideous  suitor  whom  her  family  wished 
Clarissa  to  marry ;  even  the  maid-servant 
— nay  more,  even  the  dead  grandfather, 
— are  your  very  intimate  acquaintance. 
They  remind  one  of  those  quaint  old  cabi- 
net pictures,  family  portraits,  which  we 
see  hung  about  near  one  grand  painting — 
a  Correggio,  perhaps,  or  a  Raphael — de- 
lineating the  purest  and  most  perfect  form 
of  female  loveliness.  The  portraits  are 
out  of  keeping  with  this  gem  of  the  col- 
lection ;  they  are  too  inferior  even  to  act 
as  foils :  And  so  it  is  that  we  wonder  how 
such  a  being  as  Clarissa  could  have  been 
reared  amid  persons  so  thoroughly  com- 
mon-minded as  the  generality  of  her  kins- 
folk ;  so  above  that  world  which  was  all 
in  all  to  them,  and  to  rise  in  which  was 
the  great  aim  of  their  existence. — Thom- 
son, Katherine  (Grace  Wharton),  1862, 
The  Literature  of  Society ,  vol.  ii,  p.  243. 

It  is  like  a  deluge  of  very  weak  and 
lukewarm  green  tea,  breakfast  cup  after 
breakfast  cup.  After  the  first  of  the 
four  volumes,  into  which  the  Tauchnitz 
edition  is  divided,  we  gave  way.  I  was 
much  interested  with  Richardson's  method, 
and  admired  the  particularity  with  which 
he  puts  his  characters  upon  the  canvas, 
and  makes  them  live  more  in  the  smallest 
circumstances  of  daily  life.  By  force  of 
accumulated  details  they  acquire  fulness 
and  reality.  But  when  they  come  to  act, 
when  all  the  minutise  of  their  internal 
hesitations  and  emotions  are  insisted  on 
with  wearisome  prolixity,  one  begins  to 
feel  that  what  one  wants  in  Art  is  some- 
thing other  than  the  infinite  particulars 
of  life.  Then  Richardson,  to  my  mind,  is 
essentially  a  bourgeois,  his  imagination 
mediocre,  his  sentiment  mawkish. — Sy- 
MONDS,  John  Addington,  1868,  Life  by 
Brown,  vol.  ii,  p.  19. 

Here  is  an  old  stationer,  fat,  well  to 
do,  loving  money  and  good  living,  vain  as 
a  peacock,  worried  to  death  by  small 
critics  who  continually  gave  him  dyspepsia 
and  agonies  of  indigestion,  and  only 
soothed  by  the  highly  spiced  flattery  and 
the  spiteful  reprisals  on  his  [enemies  of  a 


circle  of  foolish  female  friends ;  here  is, 
to  all  appearance,  one  of  the  most  unfit 
men  in  the  world,  who,  after  making 
money  till  he  is  fifty,  is  led  by  the  paltry 
ambition  of  making  more,  to  write  a  work 
which  turns  out  to  be  utterly  different 
from  his  first  intention,  and  to  prove  the 
author  a  great  moralist,  who  has  the  most 
intimate  acquaintance  with  the  human 
heart,  its  passions,  foibles,  strength,  and 
virtues ;  who  can  describe  almost  as  mi- 
nutely as  Defoe ;  who  can  teach  while  he 
amuses,  and  instruct  the  heart  in  virtue 
while  he  drives  away  the  admiration  for 
vice;  who  is  powerful,  tragic,  pathetic, 
and  eminently  original ;  and  whose  art  is 
so  great  that  his  readers  follow  their  en- 
chanter through  eight  long  volumes,  heav- 
ing a  sigh  of  regret  when  they  lay  them 
down ;  while  the  student  of  morality  pro- 
nounces them  to  have  been  a  benefit  to  the 
human  race.— Pris well,  James  Hain, 
1869,  Essays  on  English  Writers,  p.  271. 

He  was  a  respectable  tradesman,  .  .  . 
a  good  printer,  ...  a  comfortable 
soul,  .  .  .  never  owing  a  guinea 
nor  transgressing  a  rule  of  morality, 
.  .  .  and  yet  so  much  a  poet,  that 
he  has  added  at  least  one  character  (Clar- 
issa Harlowe)  to.  the  inheritance  of  the 
world,  of  which  Shakespeare  need  not 
have  been  ashamed — the  most  celestial 
thing,  the  highest  imaginative  effort  of 
his  generation. — Oliphant,  Margaret 
0.  W.,  1869,  Historical  Sketches  of  the 
Reign  of  George  Second,  ch.  x. 

You  cannot  read  through  twenty  pages 
of  *Tlarissa"  without  feeling  that  you 
are  mainly  in  the  company,  not  of  the 
preacher  Richardson,  but  of  real  live  men 
and  women,  whose  movements,  and  senti- 
ments, and  motives  are  of  importance  to 
watch,  and  one  of  whom,  the  heroine,  is 
a  creature  to  inspire  that  deep  interest 
always  felt  in  any  creature  perfectly  beau- 
tiful :  her  we  can  follow  into  the  profound- 
est  misfortunes,  and  still  *'m  the  mid- 
most heart  of  grief"  can  ''clasp  a  secret 
joy."  To  show,  too,  that  Richardson 
felt  what  other  artists  feel,  that  a  work 
of  art  must  be  mainly  beautiful,  the  figure 
of  Clarissa  is  made  to  occupy  a  place  in 
his  picture  far  more  prominent  than  any 
one  else ;  and  a  vast  deal  of  the  material 
which  goes  to  make  up  the  minor  figures 
grouped  about  this  central  perfection, 
and  distributed  over  the  distance  and 


442 


SAMUEL  RICHARDSON 


middle  distance,  a  great  proportion  of  the 
narrative  upon  which  our  ideas  of  the  rest 
are  formed,  comes  to  ns  polarised  through 
the  medium  of  Clarissa's  noble  and  lucid 
mind;  so  that,  while  we  are  frequently 
disgusted  with  the  matter,  we  never  lose 
sight  of  the  perfection  of  Clarissa,  whether 
as  actor  or  narrator. — Porman,  Henry 
Buxton,  1869,  Samuel  Richardson  as  Ar- 
tist and  Moralist^  Fortnightty  Review, 
vd.  12,  p.  434. 

There  is  no  need  that  you  should  shout 
to  make  us  afraid ;  that  you  should  write 
out  the  lesson  by  itself,  and  in  capitals, 
in  order  to  distinguish  it.  We  love  art, 
and  you  have  a  scant  amount  of  it ;  we 
want  to  be  pleased,  and  you  don't  care  to 
please  us.  You  copy  all  the  letters,  detail 
the  conversations,  tell  everything,  prune 
nothing;  your  novels  fill  many  volumes; 
spare  us,  use  the  scissors ;  be  a  literary 
man,  not  a  registrar  of  archives.  Do  not 
pour  out  your  library  of  documents  on  the 
high-road.  Art  is  different  from  nature ; 
the  latter  draws  out,  the  first  condenses. 
Twenty  letters  of  twenty  pages  do  not 
display  a  character ;  but  one  sharp  word 
does.  You  are  rendered  heavy  by  your 
conscience,  which  drags  you  along  step 
by  step  and  low  on  the  ground ;  you  are 
afraid  of  your  genius ;  you  rein  it  in ;  you 
dare  not  use  loud  cries  and  frank  words 
for  violent  moments.  You  flounder  into 
emphatic  and  well-written  phrases;  you 
will  not  show  nature  as  it  is,  as  Shak- 
speare  shows  it,  when,  stung  by  passion 
as  by  a  hot  iron,  it  cries  out,  rears,  and 
plunges  over  your  barriers.  You  cannot 
love  it,  and  your  punishment  is  that  you 
cannot  see  it. — Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  His- 
tory of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun, 
vol.  II,  bk.  iii,  ch,  vi,  p.  169. 

To  me,  I  confess,  **  Clarissa  Harlowe" 
is  an  unpleasant,  not  to  say  odious  book. 
.  .  .  If  any  book  deserved  the  charge 
of ''sickly  sentimentality,"  it  is  this,  and 
that  it  should  have  once  been  so  widely 
popular,  and  thought  admirably  adapted 
to  instruct  young  women  in  lessons  of  vir- 
tue and  religion,  shows  a  strange  and  per- 
verted state  of  the  public  taste,  not  to  say 
public  morals.— Forsyth,  Wiluam,1871, 
The  Novels  and  Novelists  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  pp.  215,  216. 

Unfortunately,  Macaulay's  stay  on  the 
Neilgherries  [in  1834]  coincided  with  the 
monsoon.     ''The  rain  streamed  down  in 


floods.  It  was  very  seldom  that  I  could 
see  a  hundred  yards  in  front  of  me.  Dur- 
ing a  month  together  I  did  not  get  two 
hours  walking."  He  began  to  be  bored, 
for  the  first  and  last  time  in  his  life: 
while  his  companions,  who  had  not  his 
resources,  were  ready  to  hang  themselves 
for  very  dulness.  .  .  .  There  were 
no  books  in  the  place  except  those  that 
Macaulay  had  brought  with  him ;  amonf; 
which,  most  luckily,  was  "Clarissa  Har- 
lowe. ' '  Aided  by  the  rain  outside,  he  soon 
talked  his  favourite  romance  into  gen- 
eral favor.  ...  An  old  Scotch  doctor, 
a  Jacobin  and  a  freethinker,  who  could 
only  bee  got  to  attend  church  by  the  posi- 
tive orders  of  the  governor-general,  cried 
over  the  last  volume  until  he  was  too 
ill  to  appear  at  dinner.  The  chief  secre- 
tary— afterward,  as  Sir  William  Macnagh- 
ten,  the  hero  and  the  victim  of  the  dark- 
est episode  in  our  Indian  history — declared 
that  reading  this  copy  of  "Garissa"  under 
the  inspiration  of  its  owner's  enthusiasm 
was  nothing  less  than  an  epoch  in  his  life. 
After  the  lapse  of  thirty  years,  when 
Ootacamund  had  long  enjoyed  the  advan- 
tage of  book-club  and  a  circulating  library, 
the  tradition  of  Macaulay  and  his  novel 
still  lingered  on  with  a  tenacity  most  un- 
usual in  the  ever-shifting  society  of  an 
Indian  station.  —  Trevelyan,  George 
Otto,  1876,  The  Life  and  Letters  of  Lord 
Macaulay,  ch.  vi,  1834-38.  pp.  333,  334. 

Nowhere  in  either  English  fiction  or 
poetry  is  there  drawn  a  figure  more  beau- 
tiful, intense,  and  splendid  than  that  of 
Clarissa.  ...  Is  probably,  with  all  its 
many  defects,  the  grandest  prose  tragedy 
ever  penned. — Nicoll,  Henry,  1882,  Lamf- 
marks  of  English  Literature,  pp.  211,  212. 

By  the  universal  acknowledgment  of 
novel -readers,  Clarissa  is  one  of  the  most 
sympathetic,  as  she  is  one  of  the  most 
lifelike,  of  all  the  women  in  literature, 
and  Richardson  has  conducted  her  story 
with  so  much  art  and  tact,  that  her  very 
faults  canonise  her,  and  her  weakness 
crowns  the  triumph  of  her  chastity.— 
GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  qf  Eight- 
eenth  Century  Literature,  p.  248. 

"Pamela"  and"aarissa"  are  both  ter- 
ribly realistic ;  they  contain  passages  of 
horror,  and  are  in  parts  profoundly 
pathetic,  whilst  "Clarissa"  is  desperately 
courageous.  Fielding,  with  all  his  swag- 
ger and  bounce,  gold   lace  and  strong 
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language,  has  no  more  of  the  boldness 
than  he  has  of  the  sublimity  of  the  histo- 
rian of  Clarissa  Harlowe.  .  .  .  **  Clar- 
issa Harlowe"  has  a  place  not  merely 
amongst  English  novels,  but  amongst 
English  women. — Birrell,  Augustine, 
1892,  Res  JudicaUBy  pp.  3,  20. 

Let  each  to  be  judged  after  his  kind : 
to  break  the  glass  of  Richardson's  hot 
house  and  let  in  the  common  air  would 
only  be  to  kill  the  tropical  plants  that  he 
has  grown  under  those  fostering  limita- 
tions ;  his  characters  live  in  a  sick-room, 
but  they  would  die  in  the  open  air.  Any 
one  who  has  once  learnt  to  breathe  in 
those  confines  must  feel  the  beauty  and 
charm  of  the  sentimental  growths  that 
there  luxuriate;  a  detached  scene  from 
"Clarissa"  may  jar  on  the  critical  sense, 
but  read  through,  the  book  carries  the 
reader  clear  of  daily  life,  creates  its  own 
canons,  and  compels  intent  admiration. — 
Raleigh,  Walter,  1894,  The  English 
Novel,  p.  160. 

It  has  been  truly  said  that  "Clarissa 
Harlowe"  is  to  "La  Nouvelle  Heloise^  what 
Rousseau's  novel  is  to  "Werther;"  the 
three  works  are  inseparably  connected, 
because  the  bond  between  them  is  one  of 
heredity.  But  while  "Werther"  and 
"Heloise"  are  still  read  "Clarissa"  is 
scarcely  read  at  all,  and  this,  beyond 
doubt,  is  the  reason  that,  while  no  one 
thinks  of  disputing  Goethe's  indebtedness 
to  Rousseau,  it  is  to-day  less  easy  to  per- 
ceive the  extent  to  which  Rousseau  is  in- 
debted to  Richardson. — Texte,  Joseph, 
1895-99,  Jean-Jaeques  Rousseau  and  the 
Cosmopolitan  Spirit  in  lAterature,  tr.  Mat- 
thews, p,  208. 

If  the  story  of  Clarissa  still  lives,  it  is 
not  by  virtue  of  any  of  the  subordinate 
characters,  but  by  reason  of  the  one 
matchless  central  figure,  who  stands  un- 
rivalled among  the  other  inventions  of  her 
creator.  And,  as  long  as  the  English 
language  is  spoken  or  its  literature  read, 
the  "divine  Clarissa"  will  hold  her  own 
among  the  noblest  of  its  ideal  women, 
with  Imogen,  and  Portia,  and  Cordelia. 
Tom  from  the  proud  pedestal  of  maiden- 
hood, dragged  in  an  unclean  company 
through  foul  and  miry  ways,  a  sacrifice 
to  vanity  rather  than  to  lust,  she  loses 
none  of  her  charm  or  potency.  For  through 
her  there  speaks  the  authentic  voice  of 
the  best  women  of  all  ages,  who  refuse  to 


disassociate  love  and  respect  from  the 
most  sacred  of  human  relationships,  or  to 
subject  themselves  to  the  humiliation  of  a 
union  unsanctioned  by  these  motives. — 
Thomson,  Clara  Linklater,  1900,  Sam- 
uel  Richardson,  A  Biographical  and  Crit^ 
ical  Study,  p.  207. 

SIR  CHARLES  GRANDISON 

1754 

Will  you  permit  me  to  take  this  oppor- 
tunity, in  sending  a  letter  to  Dr.  Young, 
to  address  myself  to  you  ?  It  is  very  long 
ago  that  I  wished  to  do  it.  Having  fin- 
ished your  "Clarissa"  (oh,  the  heavenly 
book !)  I  could  have  prayed  you  to  write 
the  history  of  a  manly  Clarissa,  but  I  had 
not  courage  enough  at  that  time.  I 
should  have  it  no  more  to-day,  as  this  ia 
only  my  first  English  letter — but  I  have 
it !  It  may  be  because  I  am  now  Klop- 
stock's  wife  (I  believe  you  know  my  hus- 
band by  Mr.  Honorst),  and  then  I  was 
only  the  single  young  girl.  You  have 
since  written  the  manly  Clarissa  without 
my  prayer.  Oh,  you  have  done  it  to  the 
great  joy  and  thanks  of  all  your  happy 
readers !  Now  you  can  write  no  more, 
you  must  write  the  history  of  an  angel. — 
Klopstock,  Madame  Priedrich  Gott- 
lieb, 1757,  Letter  to  Richardson,  Nov.  29. 

Richardson  has  sent  me  his  "History 
of  Sir  Charles  Grandison, ' '  in  four  volumes 
octavo,  which  amuses  me.  It  is  too  long, 
and  there  is  too  much  mere  talk  in  it. 
Whenever  he  goes  vUra  crepidam,  into 
high  life,  he  grossly  mistakes  the  modes ; 
but,  to  do  him  justice,  he  never  mistakes 
nature,  and  he  has  surely  great  knowledge 
and  skill  both  in  painting  and  in  interest- 
ing the  heart. —Chesterfield,  Phiuf 
Dormer  Stanhope  Lord,  1753,  Letter  to 
David  Mallett,  Nov.  5. 

I  have  now  read  over  Richardson — he 
sinks  horribly  in  his  third  volume  (he 
does  so  in  his  story  of  Clarissa).  When 
he  talks  of  Italy,  it  is  plain  he  is  no  better 
acquainted  with  it  than  he  is  with  the 
kingdom  of  Mancomugi.  He  might  have 
made  his  Sir  Charles's  amour  with  Clem- 
entina begin  in  a  convent,  where  the  pen- 
sioners sometimes  take  great  liberties; 
but  that  such  familiarity  should  be  per- 
mitted in  her  father's  house,  is  as  repug- 
nant to  custom,  as  it  would  be  in  London 
for  a  young  lady  of  quality  to  dance  on 
the  ropes  at  Bartholomew  fair :  Neither 
does  his  hero  behave  to  her  in  a  manner 
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suitable  to  his  nice  notions.  It  was  im- 
possible a  discerning  man  should  not  see 
her  passion  early  enough  to  check  it,  if 
he  had  really  designed  it.  His  conduct 
puts  me  in  mind  of  some  ladies  I  have 
known,  who  could  never  find  out  a  man 
to  be  in  love  with  them,  let  him  do  or  say 
what  he  would,  till  he  made  a  direct  at- 
tempt, and  then  they  were  so  surprised, 
I  warrant  you !— Montagu,  Lady  Mary 
WoRTLEY,  1755,  Letter  to  the  Countess  of 
Bute,  Oct.  20. 

Do  you  never  read  now?  I  am  a  little 
piqued  that  you  say  nothing  of  Sir  Charles 
Grandison ;  if  you  have  not  read  it  yet, 
read  it  for  my  sake.  Perhaps  Clarissa 
does  not  encourage  you ;  but  in  my  opin- 
ion it  is  much  superior  to  Clarissa. — 
Gibbon,  Edward,  1756,  Letter  to  Mrs. 
Porten,  Miscellaneous  Works,  p.  227. 

A  masterpiece  of  the  most  healthy 
philosophy.  .  .  .  Antiquity,  can  show 
nothing  more  exquisite. —  Marmontel, 
Jean  Pransois.  1758,  Mercure  de  Prance, 
August. 

You  admire  Richardson,  monsieur  le 
marquis;  how  much  greater  would  be 
your  admiration,  if,  like  me,  you  were  in 
a  position  to  compare  the  pictures  of  this 
great  artist  with  nature ;  to  see  how  nat- 
ural his  situations  are,  however  seemingly 
romantic,  and  how  true  his  portraits,  for 
all  their  apparent  exaggeration ! — Rous- 
seau, Jean-Jacques,  1767,  Letter  to 
Marquis  de  Mirabeau. 

I  don't  like  those  long  and  intolerable 
novels  '  *  Pamela"  and  *  *  Clarissa. ' '  They 
have  been  successful  because  they  excite 
the  reader's  curiosity  even  amidst  a  med- 
ley of  trifles ;  but  if  the  author  had  been 
imprudent  enough  to  inform  us  at  the 
very  beginning  that  "Clarissa"  and 
^'Pamela"  were  in  love  with  their  perse- 
cutors, everything  would  have  been 
spoiled,  and  the  reader  would  have  thrown 
the  book  aside. — Voltaire,  Fransois 
Marie  Arouet,  1767,  Letter,  May  16. 

Who  will  not  one  of  them  submit 
To  be  Sir  Oharles'  devoted  slave ; 
•    And,  blindlings  still,  will  not  admit 
All  the  Dictator's  teachings  brave. 
Bat  sneer  and  jeer,  and  ran  away, 
And  hear  no  more  he  has  to  say. 

—Goethe,  Johann  Wolfgang,  1768, 
Epistle  to  Prederika  Oeser;  Grimm's  Life 
qf  Goethe,  tr.  Adam^s,  p.  152. 

M.de  Voltaire,  in  his  numerous  writings. 


which  I  have  read  and  re-read,  has 
avoided,  so  far  as  I  know,  all  mention  of 
Richardson,  whether  favourable  or  other- 
wise, though  he  has  treated  of  every  other 
writer,  however  obscure.  ...  It  is 
impossible  that  the  author  of  "Nanine" 
should  fail  to  appreciate  '^ Pamela;"  he 
has  certainly  read  ''Clarissa"  and  ^^Grandi- 
son," poems  to  which  antiquity  can  pro- 
duce no  worthy  rival.  He  must  know  that 
these  masterpieces  of  feeling,  truth,  and 
moral  teaching  have  found  readers  of  both 
sexes,  in  every  country  and  of  every  age.  I 
suppose  that,  since  M.  de  Voltaire's  man- 
ner of  writing  is  diametrically  oppcfied  to 
Richardson's,  the  silence  he  has  preserved 
in  regard  to  this  author  of  genius  is 
founded  on  principle. — Mercier,  S^as- 
TiEN,  1773,  Essai  sur  Fart  dramatique, 
p.  326. 

Clarissa !  with  Heaven  itself  radiant  in 
your  saintly  beauty ;  free,  in  all  your  pain, 
alike  from  hatred  and  from  bitterness, 
suffering  without  a  groan,  and  perishing 
without  a  murmur;  beloved  Clementina! 
pure,  and  heavenly  soul,  who,  amidst  the 
harsh  treatment  of  an  unjust  household, 
never  lost  your  innocence  with  the  loss  of 
your  reason; — your  eyes,  bright  souls, 
hold  me  with  their  charm ;  your  sweet  like- 
ness hastens  to  fill  my  fairest  dreams!— 
ChInier,  MARife-ANDRfe,  1794  ?  £%ie,  xiv. 

Throughout  the  entire  composition,  the 
author  exhibits  great  powers  of  mind ;  but 
especially  in  describing  the  agitations 
caused  by  the  passion  of  love  in  the  bosom 
of  the  amiable  and  enthusiastic  Clemen- 
tina; whosid  madness  is  so  finely  drawn, 
that  Doctor  Warton  thought  it  superior 
to  that  of  Orestes  in  Euripides;  and 
heightened  by  more  exquisite  touches  of 
nature  even  than  that  of  Shakspear e's  Lear. 
Amongst  other  beauties  in  this  work  may 
be  counted,  the  truth  and  delicacy  with 
which  the  author  has  sketched  the  num- 
berless portraits  it  contains,  the  innocent 
love  of  Emily  Jervois,  the  imposing  effect 
with  which  Sir  Charles  is  introduced,  and 
the  great  art  shewn  in  keeping  him  con- 
stantly in  view.— Mangin,  Edward,  1810, 
ed..  The  Works  of  Samuel  Richardson, 
Sketch,  vol.  i,  p.  xxii. 

Sir  Charles  Grandison,  whom  I  look  upon 
as  the  prince  of  coxcombs ;  and  so  much 
the  more  impertinent  as  he  is  a  moral  one. 
His  character  appears  to  me  ''ugly  all 
over  with  affectation."    There  is  not  a 
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single  thing  that  Sir  Charles  Grandison 
does  or  says  all  through  the  book  from 
liking  to  any  person  or  object  but  himself, 
and  with  a  view  to  answer  to  a  certain 
standard  of  perfection  for  which  he  prag- 
matically sets  up.  He  is  always  thinking 
of  himself,  and  trying  to  show  that  he  is 
the  wisest,  happiest,  and  most  virtuous 
person  in  the  whole  world.  He  is  (or 
would  be  thought)  a  code  of  Christian 
ethics :  a  compilation  and  abstract  of  all 
gentlemanly  accomplishments.  There  is 
nothing  I  conceive,  that  excites  so  little 
sympathy  as  this  inordinate  egotism; 
or  so  much  disgust  as  this  everlasting  self- 
complacency.  Yet  his  self-admiration, 
brought  forward  on  every  occasion  as  the 
incentive  to  every  action  and  reflected 
from  all  around  him,  is  the  burden  and 
pivot  of  the  story.— Hazutt,  Wiluam, 
1830?  Men  and  Manners. 

But  as  my  friend,  Sir  Charles  Grandison, 
has  no  other  sin  to  answer  for  than  that 
of  being  very  long,  very  tedious,  very  old- 
fashioned,  and  a  prig,  T  cannot  help  con- 
fessing that,  in  spite  of  these  faults,  and 
perhaps  because  of  them,  I  think  there  are 
worse  books  printed,  now-a-days  and  hailed 
with  delight  among  critics  feminine,  than 
the  seven  volumes  that  gave  such  infinite 
delight  to  the  beauties  of  the  court  of 
George  the  Second. —  Mitford,  Mary 
Russell,  1851,  RecoUections  of  a  Literary 
Life,  p.  412. 

Of  fiction,  read  Sir  Charles  Grandison. 
— RusKiN,  John,  1857,  The  Elements  of 
Drawing,  Appendix. 

Other  works,  of  a  very  different  char- 
acter, fell  into  my  hands  about  this  time. 
Sir  Charles  Grandison,  despite  its  stately 
formality,  did  me  good.  I  think  its  tone 
of  old-fashioned,  homely  chivalry  has  a 
healthy  influence  on  young  people. — 
Owen,  Robert  Dale,  1873,  A  Chapter  of 
Autobiography,  Atlantic  Monthly,  vol.  31, 
p.  450. 

In  this  novel  is  one  of  the  most  powerful 
of  all  our  author's  delineations — the 
madness  of  Clementina.  Shakspeare  him- 
self has  scarcely  drawn  a  more  affecting 
or  harrowing  picture  of  high-souled  suffer- 
ing and  blighting  calamity.  The  same 
accumulation  of  details  as  in  ''Clarissa," 
all  tending  to  heighten  the  effect  and  pro- 
duce the  catastrophe,  hurry  on  the  reader 
with  breathless  anxiety,  till  he  has  learned 


the  last  sad  event,  and  is  plunged  in  una- 
vailing grief.  This  is  no  exaggerated 
account  of  the  sensations  produced  by 
Richardson's  pathetic  scenes.  He  is  one  of 
the  most  powerful  and  tragic  of  novelists ; 
and  that  he  is  so,  in  spite  of  much  tedious- 
ness  of  description,  much  repetition  and 
prolixity  of  narrative,  is  the  best  testi- 
mony to  his  art  and  genius. — Chambers, 
Robert,  1876,  Cyclopoedia  qf  English 
Literature,  ed.  Carruthers. 

**Sir  Charles  Grandison,"  published,  in 
1753,  was  Richardson's  most  celebrated 
romance.  The  hero  is  a  huge  compendium 
of  noble  qualities,  in  whose  possible  exist- 
ence every  one  firmly  believed.  My  uncle 
Jacob  used  to  tell  me  of  having,  as  a  child, 
seen  his  mother  absorbed  in  reading  ''Sir 
Charles  Grandison."  And  such  reading 
was  no  trifling  matter ;  it  required  much 
time  and  thought.  These  romances  came 
like  great  events  into  our  life,  which  at 
that  time  had  little  to  do  with  political 
agitations.  The  translations  spread  in 
every  direction  among  us.  The  marvel- 
lously broad  and  plain  treatment  of  uni- 
versally-useful and  well-understood  moral 
problems  made  a  thorough  knowledge  of 
these  romances  almost  a  duty  as  well  as 
an  enjoyment.  There  seemed  to  be  no 
more  agreeable  way  of  appropriating  to 
oneself  a  life  experience  of  the  noblest  kind 
than  this  convenient  and  most  innocent 
one.  Romances  of  this  kind  proved  the 
best  form  in  which  to  comprise  all  that 
might  be  conducive  to  genuine  moral 
training.  They  came  in  as  a  supplement 
when  the  sermon  from  the  pulpit  had  not 
fulfilled  its  task;  and  for  this  reason  a 
great  number  of  the  romance  writers  be- 
longed to  the  clerical  profession. — Grimm, 
Herman,  1877-80,  The  Life  and  Times 
qf  Goethe,  tr.  Adam^,  p.  152. 

It  would  be  allowing  too  much,  however, 
to  the  third  of  Richardson's  romances, 
"Sir  Charles  Grandison,"  to  say  that  it 
reaches  the  same  level  of  ideal  portraiture 
as  "Clarissa  Harlowe."  In  delineating, 
at  the  request  of  his  friends,  as  he  tells 
us,  "the  man  of  true  honour,"  in  the  per- 
son of  this  irreproachable  baronet,  Rich- 
ardson had  no  such  dramatic  contrast  to 
inspire  him  as  in  his  second  and  greatest 
romance.  Sir  Hargrave  Pollexfen  is  but 
a  commonplace  and  vulgar  foil  to  the 
virtues  of  the  hero,  and  there  is  no  thread 
of  pathos  or  of  tragedy  running  through 
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the  story,  or  indeed  appearing  in  it, 
except  episodically,  to  give  play  to  the 
author's  strongest  powers.  Sir  Charles 
Grandison  shows  himself  a  man  of  true 
honours,  in  eight  volumes;  and  that  is 
about  all  that  can  be  said  of  the  romance. 
Unlike,  "Clarissa,'*  its  narrative  can 
not  be  said  to  hang  fire  through  the  diffuse- 
ness  of  the  narrator's  method;  for  in 
strictness  of  language  it  contains  no  nar- 
rative at  all. — Traill,  Henry  Duff, 
1883-97,  Samuel  Richardson,  The  New 
Fiction,  p.  134. 

With  Sir  Charles  Grandison  I  am  unac- 
quainted— there  are  many  impediments  in 
this  brief  life  of  man ;  I  have  more  than 
once,  indeed,  reconnoitred  the  first  vol- 
ume with  a  flying  party,  but  always  decided 
not  to  break  ground  before  the  place  till 
my  seige  guns  came  up ;  and  it's  an  odd 
thing — I  have  been  all  these  years  in  the 
field,  and  that  powerful  artillery  is  still 
miles  in  the  rear.  ...  As  to  Sir 
Charles  at  least,  I  have  the  report  of  spies ; 
and  by  the  papers  in  the  office  of  my  Intel- 
ligence Department,  it  would  seem  he  was 
a  most  accomplished  baronet.  I  am  the 
more  ready  to  credit  these  reports,  because 
the  spies  are  persons  thoroughly  accus- 
tomed to  the  business;  and  because  my 
own  investigations  of  a  kindred  quarter 
of  the  globe  (''Clarissa  Harlowe")  has  led 
me  to  set  a  high  value  on  the  Richardson- 
ians. — Stevenson,  Robert  Louis,  1888, 
Some  Gentlemen  in  Fiction,  Scribnefs 
Magazine,  vol.  3,  p.  766. 

In  '*Sir  Charles  Grandison"  the  story 
is  arrested  while  the  characters  are  dis- 
played, contrasting  their  thoughts,  plans, 
and  sentiments.  And  there  is  an  incessant 
doubling  back  on  what  has  gone  before ; 
first  a  letter  is  written  describing  what 
^'Has  passed, "  this  letter  is  communicated 
by  its  recipient  to  a  third  character,  who 
comments  on  it,  while  the  story  waits. 
This  constant  repercussion  of  a  theme  or 
event  between  one  or  more  pairs  of  cor- 
respondents produces  a  structure  of  story 
very  like  "The  House  that  Jack  Built." 
Each  writer  is  narrating  not  events  alone, 
but  his  or  her  reflections  on  previous  nar- 
rations of  the  same  events.  And  so,  on 
the  next-to-nothing  that  happened  there 
is  superimposed  the  young  lady  that  wrote 
to  her  friend  describing  it,  the  friend  that 
approved  her  for  the  decorum  of  the 
manner  in  which  she  described  it,  the 


admirable  baronet  that  chanced  to  find  the 
letter  approving  the  decorum  of  the  young 
lady,  the  punctilio  of  honour  that  pre- 
vented the  admirable  baronet  from  reading 
the  letter  he  found,  and  so  on.  It  is  very 
lifelike,  but  life  can  become  at  times  a 
slow  affair,  and  one  of  the  privileges  of 
the  novel-writer  is  to  quicken  it.  This 
privilege  Richardson  foregoes. — Raleigh, 
Walter,  1894,  The  English  Novel,  p.  151. 

GENERAL 

This  author  never  deluges  the  pavement 
with  blood ;  he  does  not  transport  you  into 
distant  lands ;  he  does  not  expose  you  to 
the  cannibalism  of  savages ;  he  never  loses 
himself    in    magic    realms.     The  world 
where  we  live  is  the  scene  of  his  action ; 
the  basis  of  his  drama  is  reality ;  his  per- 
sons possess  all  possible  actuality;  his 
characters  are  taken  from  the  midst  of 
society;  his  incidents  from  the  manners 
of  all  polite  nations ;  the  passions  that  he 
paints  are  such  as  I  have  myself  felt ;  the 
same  objects  inspire  them,  and  they  have 
the  energy  which  I  know  them  to  possess. 
The  misfortunes  and   afilictions  of    his 
heroes  are  of  the  same  kind  as  continually 
threaten  me;  he  illustrates  the  ordinary 
progress  of  things  around  me.     Without 
this  art  my  mind,  yielding  with  difllculty 
to    imaginary   descriptions,  the  illusion 
would  be  but  momentary,  and  the  impres- 
sion weak  and  transitory.     .     .     .     I  still 
remember  the  first  time  that  I  chanced 
upon  the  works  of  Richardson.     I  was  in 
the  country.     How  deliciously  did  their 
perusal  affect  me.     With  every  passing 
minute  I  saw  my  happiness  diminish  by  a 
page.     Very  soon  I  experienced  the  same 
sensation  as  men  feel  who  have  lived  to- 
gether in  intimate  friendship  and  are  on 
the  point  of  separation.     At  the  end  I  felt 
as  if  I  were  left  all  alone.  ...  He  be- 
queathed to  me  a  lasting  and  pleasing 
melancholy;  sometimes  my  friends  per- 
ceive it  and  ask  me.  What  is  the  matter 
with  you  ?    You  are  not  the  same  as  usual ; 
what  has  happened  to  you?    They  ques- 
tion me  about  my  health,  my  fortune,  mf 
relations,   my  friends.     0    my   friends, 
^'Pamela,"  ^'Clarissa,"  and '' Grandison,*' 
are  three  great  dramas !    Tom  from  read- 
ing them  by  important  business,  I  felt  an 
overwhelming  distaste  for  it ;  I  neglected 
my  work   and  returned   to  Richardson. 
Beware  of  opening  these  enchanting  books 
when  you  have  any  important  duties  to 
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perform.  ...  0  Richardson,  Rich- 
ardson, first  of  men  in  my  eyes,  you  shall 
be  my  reading  at  all  times !  Pursued  by 
pressing  need;  if  my  friend  should  fall 
into  poverty ;  if  the  limitations  of  my  for- 
tunes should  prevent  me  from  giving  fit 
attention  to  the  education  of  my  children, 
I  will  sell  my  books ;  but  you  shall  remain 
on  the  same  shelf  as  Moses,  Euripides  and 
Sophocles,  and  1  will  read  you  by  turns. — 
Diderot,  Denis,  1761,  Eloge  de  Richard- 
souy  Works,  vol.  v,  pp.  212,  227. 

Those  deplorably  tedious  lamentations, 
'^Clarissa"  and  "Sir  Charles  Grandison," 
which  are  pictures  of  high  life  as  conceived 
by  a  bookseller,  and  romances  as  they 
would  be  spiritualized  by  a  Methodist 
teacher.  .  .  .  Many  English  books, 
I  conclude,  are  to  be  bought  at  Paris.  I 
am  sure  Richardson's  Works  are,  for  they 
have  stupified  the  whole  French  nation: 
I  will  not  answer  for  our  best  authors. 
— Walpole,  Horace,  1764-65,  Letters, 
ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  iv,  pp.  305,  396. 

Erskine.  **  Surely,  Sir,  Richardson  is 
very  tedious."  Johnson.  *'Why,  Sir,  if 
you  were  to  read  Richardson  for  the  story, 
your  impatience  would  be  so  much  fretted 
that  you  would  hang  yourself.  But  you 
must  read  him  for  the  sentiment,  and  con- 
sider the  story  as  only  giving  occasion  to 
the  sentiment. " — Johnson,  Samuel,  1772, 
Life  by  Boswell,  April  6,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  ii, 
p.  200. 

The  most  moral  of  all  our  novel  writers 
is  Richardson,  the  author  of  Clarissa,  a 
writer  of  excellent  intentions,  and  of  very 
considerable  capacity  and  genius ;  did  he 
not  possess  the  unfortunate  talent  of 
spinning  out  pieces  of  amusement  into 
an  immeasurable  length. — Blair,  Hugh, 
1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and  Belles- 
Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xxxvii. 

He  was  a  man  of  no  learning  nor  read- 
ing, but  had  a  vivid  imagination,  which  he 
let  loose  in  reflections  on  human  life  and 
manners,  till  it  became  so  distended  with 
sentiments,  that  for  his  own  ease,  he  was 
necessitated  to  vent  them  on  paper.  In 
the  original  plan  of  his' 'Clarissa,''  it  was 
his  design,  as  his  bookseller  once  told  me, 
to  continue  it  to  the  extent  of  twenty-four 
volumes,  but  he  was,  with  great  difficulty, 
prevailed  on  to  comprise  it  in  six.  The 
character  of  Richardson  as  a  writer  is  to 
this  day  undecided,  otherwise  than  by  the 
avidity  with  which  his  publications  are  by 


som0  readers  perused,  and  the  sale  of 
numerous  editions.  He  has  been  cele- 
brated as  a  writer  similar  in  genius  to 
Shakespeare,  as  being  acquainted  with  the 
inmost  recesses  of  the  human  heart,  and 
having  an  absolute  command  of  the  pas- 
sions, so  as  to  be  able  to  affect  his  read- 
ers as  himself  is  affected,  and  to  interest 
them  in  the  successes  and  disappointments, 
the  joys  and  sorrows  of  his  characters. 
Others  there  are  who  think  that  neither 
his  "Pamela,"  his  ''Clarissa,"  nor  his 
"Sir  Charles  Grandison"  are  to  be  num- 
bered among  the  books  of  rational  and 
instructive  amusement,  that  they  are  not 
to  be  compared  to  the  novels  of  Cervantes, 
or  the  more  simple  and  chaste  narrations 
of  Le  Sage,  that  they  are  not  just  repre- 
sentations of  human  manners,  that  in  them 
the  turpitude  of  vice  is  not  strongly 
enough  marked,  and  that  the  allurements 
to  it  are  represented  in  the  gayest  col- 
ours ;  that  the  texture  of  all  his  writings 
is  flimsy  and  thin,  and  his  style  mean  and 
feeble ;  that  they  have  a  general  tendency 
to  inflame  the  passions  of  young  people, 
and  to  teach  them  that  which  they  need 
not  to  be  taught ;  and  that  though  they 
pretend  to  a  moral,  it  often  turns  out  a 
bad  one.  The  cant  terms  of  him  and  his 
admirers  are  sentiment  and  sentimentality. 
—Hawkins,  Sir  John,  1787,  Ljfe  nf  Sam- 
uel Johnson,  p.  216. 

The  Shakspeare  of  novelists. — Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1791-1824,  Richardson,  Curiosities 
qf  Literature. 

He  has  drawn  in  Lovelace  and  Grandi- 
Bon  models  of  a  debauched  and  of  an  ele- 
vated character.  Neither  of  them  is  emi- 
nently calculated  to  produce  imitation; 
but  it  would  not  perhaps  be  adventurous 
to  affirm  that  more  readers  have  wished 
to  resemble  Lovelace,  than  have  wished  to 
resemble  Grandison. — Godwin,  William, 
1797,  Of  Choice  in  Reading,  The  Enquirer, 
p.  134. 

Richardson's  good  people  in  short  are 
too  wise  and  too  formal,  ever  to  appear  in 
the  light  of  desirable  companions,  or  to  ex- 
cite in  a  youthful  mind  any  wish  to  resem- 
ble them.  The  gaiety  of  all  his  characters 
is  extremely  girlish  and  silly,  and  is  much 
more  like  the  prattle  of  spoiled  children, 
than  the  wit  and  pleasantry  of  persons 
acquainted  with  the  world.  The  diction 
throughout,  is  heavy,  vulgar,  and  embar- 
rassed;  though  the  interest  of  the  tragical 
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scenes  is  too  powerful  to  allow  us  to 
attend  to  any  inferior  consideration. — 
Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord,  1804,  Richard- 
son's  Life  and  Correspondence^  Edinburgh 
Review,  vol,  5,  p.  44. 

Richadson  has  perhaps  lost,  though  un- 
justly, a  part  of  his  popularity  at  home ; 
but  he  still  contributes  to  support  the 
fame  of  his  country  abroad.  The  small 
blemishes  of  his  diction  are  lost  in  trans- 
lation. The  changes  of  English  manners, 
and  the  occasional  homeliness  of  some  of 
his  representations,  are  unf elt  by  foreign- 
ers.—Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  1815, 
Godwin's  Lives  of  Milton's  Nephews,  Edin- 
burgh Review,  vol,  25,  p,  485. 

Voltaire,  Rousseau,  and  Diderot  made 
a  frequent  and  arbitrary  use  of  romance, 
as  being  a  form  eminently  adapted  to  the 
conveyance  of  certain  peculiar  ideas  of 
their  own.  But  if  this  form  be  regarded 
as  a  distinct  poetic  species,  as  regular 
narrative  in  prose,  sketching  the  tran- 
sient features  of  society,  it  will  be  found 
that,  in  this  respect,  too,  French  writers 
have  frequently  copied  from  English 
models,  but  have  seldom,  if  ever,  equalled 
them.  In  point  of  originality  and  power 
of  representation  Richardson  perhaps  oc- 
cupies the  highest  place  in  this  peculiar 
style  of  composition.  If  he,  liicewise, 
has  become  antiquated,  if  his  striving 
after  the  ideal  was  not  attended  with 
special  success  owing  to  exactness  of 
details  occasionally  tedious,  we  have  a 
proof  of  the  incompatibility  of  direct 
poetic  connexion  with  the  hard  realities 
of  life,  though  disguised  in  prosaic  garb. 
If  his  genius  availed  not  to  solve  the  prob- 
lem, it  was  because  its  solution  was  little 
short  of  impracticable. — Schlegel,  Fred- 
erick, 1815-59,  Lectures  on  the  History 
of  Literature,  p.  311. 

The  loaded  sensibility,  the  minute  detail, 
the  morbid  consciousness  of  every  thought 
and  feeling  in  the  whole  flux  and  reflux 
of  the  mind,  in  short,  the  self-involution 
and  dream-like  continuity  of  Richardson. 
—Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1817, 
Biographiu  Literaria,  ch.  xxiii. 

Richardson's  nature  is  always  the  nature 
of  sentiment  and  reflection,  not  of  impulse 
or  situation.  He  furnishes  his  characters, 
on  every  occasion,  with  the  presence  of 
mind  of  the  author.  He  makes  them  act, 
not  as  they  would  from  the  impulse  of  the 
moment,  but  as  they  might  upon  reflection 


and  upon  a  careful  review  of  every  motive 
and  circumstance  in  their  situation.  They 
regularly  sit  down  to  write  letters ;  and 
if  the  business  of  life  consisted  in  letter- 
writing,  and  was  carried  on  by  the  post 
(like  a  Spanish  game  at  chess),  human 
nature  would  be  what  Richardson  repre- 
sents it.  All  actual  objects  and  feelings 
are  blunted  and  deadened  by  being  repre- 
sented through  a  medium  which  may  be 
true  to  reason,  but  is  false  in  nature.  He 
confounds  his  own  point  of  view  with  that 
of  the  immediate  actors  in  the  scene ;  and 
hence  presents  you  with  a  conventional 
and  factitious  nature,  instead  of  that 
which  is  real.  .  .  .  Richardson's  wit 
was  unlike  that  of  any  other  writer— his 
humour  was  so  too.  Both  were  the  eflfect 
of  intense  activity  of  mind — laboured,  and 
yet  completely  effectual. — Hazlttt,  Wil- 
UAM,  1818,  On  the  Ehiglish  Novelists,  Lec- 
tures on  the  English  Comic  Writers,  Lec- 
ture vi. 

The  power  of  Richardson's  painting  in 
his  deeper  scenes  of  tragedy,  never  has 
been,  and  probably  never  will  be,  excelled. 
Those  of  distressed  innocence,  as  in  the 
history  of  Clarissa  and  Clementina,  rend 
the  very  heart ;  and  few,  jealous  of  manly 
equanimity,  should  read  them  for  the  first 
time  in  presence  of  society.  In  others, 
where  the  same  heroines,  and  particularly 
Clarissa,  display  a  noble  elevation  of  soul, 
rising  above  earthly  considerations  and 
earthly  oppression,  the  reader  is  perhaps 
as  much  elevated  towards  a  pure  sympathy 
with  virtue  and  religion,  as  uninspired 
composition  can  raise  him.  His  scenes  of 
unmixed  horror,  as  the  deaths  of  Belton 
and  of  the  infamous  Sinclair,  are  as  dread- 
ful as  the  former  are  elevating ;  and  they 
are  directed  to  the  same  noble  purpose, 
increasing  our  fear  and  hatred  of  vice,  as 
the  former  are  qualified  to  augment  oar 
love  and  veneration  of  virtue. — Scott, 
Sir  Walter,  1821,  Samuel  Richardson. 

If  Richardson's  style  is  not  good— and 
of  this  we  foreigners  are  no  judges,— he 
will  not  live,  for  it  is  only  by  style  that  a 
writer  lives.  .  .  .  But  if  Richardson 
has  been  forsaken  only  for  vulgar  expres- 
sions, unendurable  by  elegant  society,  he 
may  revive ;  the  revolution  which  is  tak- 
ing place,  by  lowering  the  aristocracy  and 
raising  the  middling  classes,  will  render 
less  perceptible,  or  remove  altogether,  the 
traces  of  lowly  habits  and  of  an  inferior 
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age.  —  Chateaubriand,    Pranqois 
Viscount  de,    1837,   Sketches  of 
jA  Literature^  vol.  ii,  p.  296,  297. 

3  work  of  Richardson's,  and  his 
ela"  were  written  purposely  to  guide 
Drals  of  the  young,  and  of  the  latter 
I  said,  Pamela  is  like  snow ;  she  cov- 
1  things  with  her  whiteness.  Snow, 
much  trodden  under  a  warm  sun,  is 
lonverted  into  slop — which  coalesces 
Qg  into  mud  and  mire ;  in  this  respect 
oral  lessons  of  Pamela  and  Clarissa 
[eed  resemble  snow ;  they  seem  fitted 
Ir  up  the  mud  of  the  soul — **the 
y  mire'*  of  its  nature — than  per- 
itly  to  cleanse  and  whiten  it. — 
iiDGE,  Sara,  1847,  ed.  Coleridge^s 
xphia  LUerariay  ch.  xxiii,  note. 

customed  as  we  are  to  a  more  fiery, 
highly-coloured,  and  wide-awake 
of  narration,  we  have  in  some  meas- 
)8t  our  relish  for  the  manner  of  this 
iplished  artist,  who  produces  his 
by  an  uninterrupted  accumulation 
iches  individually  imperceptible,  by 
glomerative,  not  a  generative  pro- 
If  our  great  modern  works  of  crea- 
ction  may  be  compared  to  the  rapid 
olossal  agency  of  volcanic  fire,  the 
ctions  of  Richardson  may  resemble 
low  and  gradual  formation  of  an 
al  continent,  the  secular  accumula- 
f  minute  particles  deposited  by  the 
)  yet  irresistible  current  of  a  river, 
volcanic  tract — the  offspring  of  fire 
sublimely  broken  into  thunder-shat- 
mountain-peak  and  smiling  valley, 
le  level  delta  is  not  less  fertile  or 
lomed  by  its  own  mild  and  luxuriant 
y. — Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847,  Out- 
if  English  Literature,  p,  258. 

hardson  too  often  paints  the  impos- 
in  character,  but  he  is  unrivalled  in 
ilaborateness  of  representation. — 
)RD,  Sir  Daniel  Keyte,  1848,  On 
'M  and  Progress  of  Literature. 

)  greatest  and  perhaps  the  most  un- 
ions of  Shakespeare's  imitators. — 
MAIN,  Abel  Franqois,  c1858  ?  Eight- 
Century,  Lesson  xxvii. 

do  not  read  Richardson's  novels 
now ;  and  it  cannot  be  helped  that 
not.  There  are  the  novels  of  a  hun- 
years  between  us  and  him ;  time  is 
;  and  novels  of  eight  or  ten  volumes, 
m  in  the  tedious  form  of  letters,  and 


recording  conversiations  and  meditations 
in  which  the  story  creeps  on  inch  by  inch, 
without  so  much  as  an  unexpected  pistol- 
shot  or  a  trick  of  Harlequin  and  Pantaloon 
to  relieve  the  attention,  have  little  chance 
against  the  brisker  and  broader  fictions  to 
which  we  have  been  accustomed.  We 
have  to  remember,  however,  not  only  that, 
a  hundred  years  ago,  Richardson's  novels 
were  read  everywhere,  both  in  Britain  and 
on  the  continent,  with  a  protracted  sense 
of  fascination,  a  leisurely  intensity  of  in- 
terest, such  as  no  British  author  of  prose 
stories  had  ever  commanded  before,  but 
also  that  almost  every  thoughtful  critic 
who  has  read  Richardson  since  has  spoken 
of  him  as,  all  in  all,  one  of  the  masters  of 
our  literature.  Johnson  would  not  allow 
Fielding  to  be  put  in  comparison  with 
Richardson ;  and,  whenever  Lord  Macaulay 
names  Richardson,  it  is  as  a  kind  of  prose 
Shakespeare.  When  we  read  Richardson 
for  ourselves,  we  can  see  the  reasons 
which  have  led  to  so  high  an  opinion. 
His  style  of  prose  fiction  is  perhaps  more 
original  than  that  of  any  other  novelist 
we  have  had.  ...  He  writes  on  and 
on  in  a  plain,  full,  somewhat  wordy  style, 
not  always  grammatically  perfect;  but 
every  page  is  a  series  of  minute  touches, 
and  each  touch  is  from  a  thorough  concep- 
tion of  the  case  which  he  is  representing. 
In  minute  inquisition  into  the  human  heart, 
and  especially  the  female  heart,  and  in 
the  exhibition  of  conduct  as  affected  from 
day  to  day  by  growing  complications  of 
feeling  and  circumstance,  Richardson  is  a 
master. — Masson,  David,  1859,  British 
Novelists  and  Their  Styles,  pp.  107,  115. 

The  conceptions  of  character  in  Love- 
lace, Clarissa,  Clementina,  are  founded  in 
the  preference  of  generals  to  particulars ; 
that  is,  they  are  enduring  types  of  great 
subdivisions  in  the  human  family,  wholly 
irrespective  of  mutations  in  scene  and 
manners.  The  knowledge  of  the  world 
manifested  in  the  creation  and  completion 
of  such  characters  is  subtler  and  deeper 
than  Smollett  or  even  Fielding  exhibits  in 
his  lusty  heroes  and  buxom  heroines.  Des- 
pite the  weary  tediousness  of  Richardson's 
style,  the  beauties  which  relieve  it  are 
of  a  kind  that  bear  translation  or  para- 
phrase into  foreign  languages  with  a  facil- 
ity, which  is  perhaps  the  surest  test  of  the 
inherent  substance  and  cosmopolitan  spirit 
of  imaginative    writings.    The  wit  and 
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hardihood  of  Lovelace,  the  simplicity  and 
naiveti  of  Clarissa,  the  lofty  passion  of 
Clementina,  find  an  utterance  in  every 
language,  and  similitudes  in  every  civilized 
race.— Lytton,  Edward  Bulwer  Lord, 
1863-68,  Caxtoniana,  Misedlaneous  Prose 
Works,  vol.  ui,  p.  453. 

Her  [Jane  Austen's]  knowledge  of  Rich- 
ardson's works  was  such  as  no  one  is  likely 
again  to  acquire.  .  .  .  Every  circum- 
stance narrated  in  ''Sir  Charles  Grandi- 
son, "  all  that  was  ever  said  or  done  in  the 
cedar  parlour,  was  familiar  to  her ;  and  the 
wedding  days  of  Lady  L.  and  Lady  G.  were 
as  well  remembered  as  if  they  had  been 
living  friends.— Leigh,  James  Edward 
Austen,  1869,  A  Memoir  of  Jane  Austen, 
;>.  84. 

1  am  working  at  Richardson  now,  and 
will  send  you  the  paper  by  the  end  of  the 
week.  I  suppose  I  ought  to  be  ashamed 
to  confess  that,  tedious  as  he  often  is,  I 
feel  less  difficulty  in  getting  through  him 
than  in  reading  Fielding,  and  that  as  a 
matter  of  taste  I  actually  prefer  Lovelace 
to  Tom  Jones !  I  suppose  that  is  one  of 
the  differences  between  men  and  women 
which  even  Ladies'  Colleges  will  not  set 
to  rights.— OuPH ANT,  Margaret  0.  W., 
1869,  Letters,  p.  221. 

He  combines  whilst  he  observes;  his 
meditation  develops  the  ideas  of  the  mor- 
alist. No  one  in  this  age  has  equalled 
him  in  these  detailed  and  comprehensive 
conceptions,  which,  grouping  to  a  single 
end  the  passions  of  thirty  characters, 
twine  and  colour  the  innumerable  threads 
of  the  whole  canvas,  to  bring  out  a  figure, 
an  action,  or  a  lesson. — Taine,  H.  A., 
1871,  History  of  English  Literature,  tr. 
Van  Laun,  vol.  ii,  bk.  iii,  ch,  vi,  p.  160. 

That  Richardson  (with  all  his  twaddle) 
is  better  than  Fielding,  I  am  quite  certain. 
There  is  nothing  at  all  comparable  to 
Lovelace  in  all  Fielding,  whose  characters 
are  common  and  vulgar  types ;  of  Squires, 
Ostlers,  Lady's  maids,  etc.,  very  easily 
drawn.  —  Fitzgerald,  Edward,  1871, 
Letters,  vol.  i,  p.  335. 

It  is  not  unpleasant  to  think  that  the 
ladies  of  that  time,  by  the  way  in  which 
they  petted,  coaxed,  and  humoured  him, 
conferred  an  innocent  pleasure  upon  the 
truest  of  all  the  delineators  of  their  sex, 
except  perhaps  Balzac,  who,  if  he  knows 
it    better,  is   more  unfortunate    in  his 


knowledge.— Cur  wen,  Henry,  1873,  A 
History  of  Booksellers,  p.  56. 

He  started  from  a  didactic  point  of  view, 
and  represented  men  as  they  ought  to  be 
within  the  social  circumstances  of  the 
England  of  his  time.  His  fluency  is  ex- 
traordinary, but  his  composition  is  monot- 
onous.—Scherr,  J.,  1874,  A  History  <f 
English  Literature,  tr.  M.  V.,  p.  152. 

Here  is  a  man,  we  might  say,  whose 
special  characteristic  it  was  to  be  a  milk- 
sop— who  provoked  Fielding  to  a  coarse 
hearty  burst  of  ridicule — who  was  steeped 
in  the  incense  of  useless  adulation  from  a 
throng  of  middle-aged  lady  worshippers— 
who  wrote  his  novels  expressly  to  recom- 
mend little  unimpeachable  moral  maxims, 
as  that  evil  courses  lead  to  unhappy 
deaths,  that  ladies  ought  to  observe  the 
laws  of  propriety,  and  generally  that  it 
is  an  excellent  thing  to  be  thoroughly 
respectable ;  who  lived  an  obscure  life  in 
a  petty  coterie  in  fourth-rate  London 
society,  and  was  in  no  respect  at  a  point 
of  view  more  exalted  than  that  of  his  com- 
panions. What  greater  contrast  can  be 
imagined  in  its  way  than  that  between 
Richardson,  with  his  second-rate  eight- 
eenth century  priggishness  and  his  two- 
penny-tract morality,  and  the  modem 
school  of  French  novelists,  who  are  cer- 
tainly not  prigs,  and  whose  morality  is  by 
no  means  that  of  tracts  ?  We  might  have 
expected  d  priori  that  they  would  have 
summarily  put  him  down,  as,  a  hope- 
less Philistine.  Yet  Richardson  is  idol- 
ised by  some  of  their  best  writers, 
Balzac,  for  example,  and  (George  Sand, 
speak  of  him  with  reverence ;  and  a  writer 
who  is,  perhaps,  as  odd  a  contrast  to 
Richardson  as  could  well  be  imagined— 
Alfred  de  Musset— calls  Clarissa  le  premier 
roman  du  monde.  What  is  the  secret 
which  enables  the  steady  old  printer,  with 
his  singular  limitation  to  his  own  career 
of  time  and  space,  to  impose  upon  the 
Byronic  Parisian  of  the  next  century? 
Amongst  his  contemporaries  Diderot,  the 
atheistic  author  of  one  of  the  filthiest 
novels  extant  expresses  an  almost  fan- 
atical admiration  for  his  purity  and 
power,  and  declares  characteristically 
that  he  will  place  Richardson's  works 
on  the  same  shelf  with  those  of  Moses, 
Homer,  Euripides,  and  other  favourite 
writers;  he  even  goes  so  far  as  to 
excuse  Clarissa's  belief  in  Christianity  on 
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the  ground  of  her  youthful  innocence. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1874-92,  Hours  in  a 
Library^  vol.  i,  p.  48. 

But  the  fact  that  Richardson  com- 
menced to  write  at  fifty  years  of  age,  pre- 
cludes the  idea  of  his  having  possessed 
lofty  creative  genius :  talent  may  slumber, 
as  in  his  case,  but  genius  never. — Smith, 
George  Barnett,  1875,  Henry  Fielding, 
Poets  and  Novelists,  p.  276. 

While  he  was  in  Zurich,  Wieland  had 
been  a  rapturous  admirer  of  Richardson's 
novels ;  he  joined  with  Gillert  and  many 
others  in  admiring  the  faultless  heroes  set 
before  the  world  by  this  novelist,  Pamela 
and  Clarissa  and  Grandison,  and  he  even 
took  the  materials  for  a  drama  from  one 
of  these  stories. — Scherer,  Wilhelm, 
1883-86,  A  History  of  German  Literature, 
tr.  Conybeare,  vol.  ii,  p.  44. 

Richardson  has  a  certain  standard,  the 
standard  of  the  respectability  of  the  day, 
and  he  tries  to  raise  his  readers  to  it  both 
by  showing  them  what  a  fine  thing  his 
ideal  looks  when  it  is  endowed  with  life, 
and  by  pointing  out  that  the  path  of  vir- 
tue is  the  path  of  safety,  which  cannot  be 
forsaken  without  peril  of  imminent  disas- 
ter. Unfortunately  Richardson  spoils  by 
his  eargemess  the  moral  as  well  as  the 
artistic  effect  of  his  books.  He  is  so  bent 
on  showing  us  that  virtue  is  intrinsically 
admirable  and  a  good  investment  into  the 
bargain  that  he  becomes  absolutely  incred- 
ible, and  we  laugh  instead  of  being  con- 
vinced. His  most  morally  impressive 
book  is  that  which  is  also  artistically  the 
greatest — the  book  which  telling  of  the 
heroic  virtue  of  Clarissa  shows  us  how  it 
found  its  reward  not  in  the  cheap  splen- 
dours amidst  which  we  bid  farewell  to  his 
earliest  heroine,  but  in  the  solemn  quiet 
of  the  grave,  where  the  wicked  Lovelace 
can  no  more  trouble  her,  and  she,  the 
weary  one,  may  lie  at  rest. — Noble, 
James  Ashcroft,  1886,  MoralUiy  in  Eng- 
lish Fiction,  p.  16. 

The  fashion  of  this  world  passeth  away. 
Only  a  hundred  and  forty  years  ago,  a 
group  of  ladies,  chiefly  young  girls  just 
grown  up,  might  have  been  found  seated 
in  a  summer-house  of  a  large  garden  of 
North  End,  Hammersmith,  working  or 
drawing,  and  listening  eagerly  to  a  stout 
old  gentleman  who  was  reading  to  them 
from  a  manuscript.  The  ladies  were  Miss 
Mulso   (afterwards  Mrs.  Chapone),  Miss 


Highmore,  Miss  Fielding,  and  several 
others ;  the  old  gentleman  was  Richardson, 
the  book  was  *  *  Clarissa. ' '  No  one  will  dis- 
pute the  severe  propriety  of  any  of  these 
ladies,  yet  the  far  laxer  standard  which 
regulates  the  conduct  of  their  great- 
granddaughters  forbids  "Clarissa"  even 
to  be  taken  by  them  from  the  library 
bookshelf,  much  less  to  be  positively  read 
aloud,  unexpurgated,  in  full  family  con- 
clave. .  .  .  Yet  the  books  that  formed 
the  interest  and  delight  of  our  grand- 
mothers cannot  be  wholly  improper  food 
for  such  of  their  descendants  as  have 
reached  years  of  discretion.  Therefore 
I,  whose  teens  have  long  been  a  matter  of 
history,  may  sit  down  to  record  the  impres- 
sions made  on  me  by  Richardson's  novels. 
—Lang,  Mrs.  Andrew,  1889,  Mcyrals  and 
Manners  in  Richardson,  The  National 
Review,  vol.  14,  p.  321. 

Richardson  has  to  be  not  skimmed  but 
studied;  not  sucked  like  an  orange,  nor 
swallowed  like  a  lollipop,  but  attacked 
secundum  artem  like  a  dinner  of  many 
courses  and  wines.  Once  inside  the  vast 
and  solid  labyrinth  of  his  intrigue,  you 
must  hold  fast  to  the  clue  which  you  have 
caught  upon  entering,  or  the  adventure 
proves  impossible,  and  you  emerge  from 
his  precincts  defeated  and  disgraced. 
And  by  us  children  of  Mudie,  to  whom  a 
novel  must  be  either  a  solemn  brandy-and- 
soda  or  as  it  were  a  garrulous  and  vapid 
afternoon  t^a,  adventures  of  that  moment 
are  not  often  attempted. — Henley,  Wil- 
UAM  Ernest,  1890,  Views  and  Reviews, 
p.  216. 

Richardson's  great  forte  consists  in  the 
art  of  making  his  characters  live ;  in  this 
particular  he  has  rarely  been  rivalled, 
never,  I  think,  excelled,  by  other  authors. 
He  employs  not  the  mental  dissecting-knif  e 
of  modem  writers.  He  affects  not  to 
analyze  with  a  pretence  of  profoundity  the 
implexicable  workings  of  the  mind.  His 
method,  on  the  contrary,  is  that  of  nature 
herself.  The  characters  of  his  creations 
are  revealed  to  us,  like  those  of  our 
friends,  in  what  they  say  and  do ;  and  with 
so  much  of  nature,  so  much  of  consistency, 
in  the  representation,  that  they  grow  into 
our  intimacy  as  our  friends  themselves; 
they  excite  our  love,  our  esteem,  our 
compassion,  or  it  may  be  our  scorn,  our 
detestation,  as  if  they  were  veritably 
sentient  and  sensible  beings.     In  a  word. 
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the  persons  of  Richardson's  novels  are  no 
mere  problems  in  psychology,  but,  rela- 
tively to  the  reader's  affections,  real  crea- 
tures of  flesh  and  blood,  a  consummation 
far  more  difficult  of  attainment. — Ward, 
WiLUAM  C,  1890,  Samuel  Richardson, 
GentlemarCs  Magazine^  N.  &,  voL  44,  p.  78. 

The  position,  therefore,  of  Richardson 
in  our  literature  is  that  of  a  great  Non- 
conformist. He  was  not  manufactured 
according  to  any  established  process.  If 
I  may  employ  a  metaphor  borrowed  from 
his  own  most  honourable  craft,  he  was  set 
np  in  a  new  kind  of  type.  —Birrell, 
Augustine,  1892,  Res  Judieatce,  p.  7. 

No  men  were  ever  more  absolutely 
antipathetic — more  fundamentally  and 
radically  antagonistic  than  Richardson 
with  his  shrinking,  prudish,  careful,  self- 
searching  nature,  and  Fielding  with  his 
large,  reckless,  generous,  exut^rant  tem- 
perament. Their  literary  methods  were 
no  less  opposed.  The  one,  with  the 
schooling  of  a  tradesman,  was  mainly  a 
spectator  ab  intra;  the  other,  with  the 
education  of  a  gentleman,  mainly  a  specta- 
tor  ab  extra.  One  had  an  unrivalled  knowl- 
edge of  Woman ;  the  other  an  unrivalled 
experience  of  Man.  To  Richardson's 
subjective  gifts  were  added  an  extraor- 
dinary persistence  of  mental  application, 
and  a  merciless  power  of  cumulative 
details;  to  Fielding's  objective  faculty, 
the  keen  perceptions  of  a  humorist,  and  a 
matchless  vein  of  irony.  Both  were 
reputed  to  have  written  "fe  premier 
romnn  du  mx)nde"  Each  has  been  called 
by  his  admirers  the  Father  of  the  English 
Novel.  It  would  be  more  exact  to  divide 
the  paternity : — to  speak  of  Richardson  as 
the  Father  of  the  Novel  of  Sentiment,  and 
Fielding  as  the  Father  of  the  Novel  of 
Manners.— DoBSON,  Austin,  1893,  Rich- 
ardson at  Home,  Scribnefs  Magazine,  voL 
14.  p.  383. 

It  is  true  that  the  novel  was  developed, 
and  not  created ,  but  it  is  not  more  true 
of  Richardson's  novel  than  of  any  other 
new  species  of  composition,  such  as  Mar- 
lowe's tragedy,  or  Scott's  romantic  tale, 
or  Byron's  personal  epic.  All  alike  are 
developed,  not  created,  in  the  sense  of 
having  many  affinities  with  the  kind  of  lit- 
erature immediately  anterior  to  them. 
Thus  in  the  novel  of  manners  there  are  two 
elements — there  is  a  description  of  ordi- 
nary character,  and  there  is  a  plot-interest 


i.  6.,  there  is  a  story.  Both  of  these 
elements  are  found  in  the  generation 
before  Richardson,  but  not  in  combination. 
It  was  he  that  combined  them  in  his  novel 
of  manners,  and  therefore  is  he  entitled 
to  the  praise  of  having  invented  a  new 
species  of  composition. — Minto,  Wil- 
liam, 1894,  The  Literature  of  the  Georgian 
Era,  ed.  Knight,  p.  104. 

There  was  no  machinery,  no  plot,  no 
classicism,  no  style — but  sentiment  in 
abundance  and  vast  prolixity,  and  ever- 
recurring  villainies,  and '"pillows  bedew'd 
with  tears."  The  particularity  and  ful- 
ness of  his  descriptions  were  something 
wonderful ;  every  button  on  a  coat,  every 
ring  on  the  fingers,  every  tint  of  a  ribbon, 
every  ruffie  on  a  cap,  every  ruffle  of  emo- 
tion, every  dimple  in  a  cheek  is  pictured, 
and  then — the  **  pillows  bedew'd  with 
tears."— Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1895, 
English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  Queen 
Anne  and  the  Georges,  p.  64. 

Richardson  could  not  aspire  to  any  liter- 
ary graces;  his  resources  were  too  few 
and  his  methods  too  simple  for  such  an 
ambition.  But  in  his  delicate  and  discrim- 
inating character  drawing  he  inevitably 
developed  a  new  literary  appliance.  He 
was  bound  to  eschew  theory,  to  avoid 
any  cataloguing  of  characteristics,  to  lay 
aside  the  old  modes  of  the  seventeenth- 
century  Theophrastuses,  and  to  subordi- 
nate his  drawing  of  character  to  his  story. 
He  must  perforce  be  simple,  and  proceed 
step  by  step,  discarding  all  pedantry,  and^ 
allowing  the  character  to  reveal  itself 
with    the    inevitableness    of    reality. 


Craik,  Henry,  1895,  ed.,  English  Prose,^^ 
Introduction,  vol.  IV,  p.  9. 

His  style,  at  its  worst,  is  diflfuse,  clumsy"  ^ 
and  involved ;  and,  at  its  best,  is  no  mor  ^ 
than  blunt,  direct,  and  unaffected.  Whe*  X3 
his  characters  are  discussing  the  ''social/ 


problems"  of  their  day  the  diction  is  no 
better  than    the  average  contemporary 
pamphleteer's.     His  vocabulary  is  com- 
monplace, shows  no   trace  of  selection, 
and  is  disfigured  by  that  abuse  of  the  cur- 
rent poetical  phraseology  into  which  eveo 
a  Thomson  was  sometimes  betrayed,  and 
by  force  of  which  tears  are  transformed 
into  ** pearly  fugitives."     We  are  no«i 
indeed,  to  look  to  Richardson  for  th;i 
nameless  quality  of  style  which  is  tit 
property  of  a  scholar  and  a  gentlemaK 
such  as  Fielding  was;    for  Richards^t 
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gs  to  neither  category.   On  the  other 

it  would  be  grossly  unfair  to  be 

to  the  great  knack  of  extremely 

ind idiomatic  colloquial  English  which 

splays  in  his  dialogue ;  or  to  grudge 

the  merits  of   straightforwardness 

pirit ;  or  to  refuse  to  admit  that  at 

I  he  shows  complete  command  over 

instrument  of  modern    powers  and 

ass.     The  effects,  indeed,  which  he 

than  once  achieves  seem  out  of  all 

)rtion  to  the  poverty  of  his  means. 

LLAR,  J.  H.,  1895,  English  Prose,  ed. 

:,  vol.  IV,  p.  58. 

-day  the  works  of  Richardson  are 
9ly  forgotten.  Of  these  once  famous 
s  the  public  no  longer  knows  any- 
•  beyond  the  titles.  Even  the  critics 
ely  pay  any  attention  to  the  man  who 
onsidered  the  greatest  of  all  English 
rs  in  point  of  pathos,  and  if  "Tom 
J,"  the  "Vicar  of  Wakefield"  and 
anson  Crusoe''  are  still  read,  "Clar- 
larlowe"  is  read  no  more  than  "C16- 
)r  **Le  Grand  Cyrus."  This  neglect 
)e  explained,  but  it  cannot  be  justified, 
irdson's  work  must  alwaya  be  of  the 
>st  importance  in  the  history  of 
n,  by  reason  of  the  magnitude  of  the 
ution  he  effected.  His  very  faults 
obvious  as  they  are,  stamp  him  with 
aality.  —  Texte,  Joseph,  1895-99, 
Jacques  Rousseau  and  the  Cosmopol- 
Spirit  in  Literature,  tr,  Matthews, 
5. 

0  not  for  one  moment  believe  that  it 
the  blithe  and  brutal  coarseness  of 
ing's  novels  that  exiled  them  from 
emale  heart,  that  inconsistent  heart 

1  never  fluttered  over  the  more  repel- 
indecency  of  "Pamela."  Insidious 
mces  were  at  work  within  the  dove- 
.     The  eighteenth-century  woman, 

I  less  given  to  self -analysis  and  self- 
tion  than  her  successor  to-day,  was 
as  conscious  of  her  own  nature,  its 
:less  force,  its  inalienable  laws,  its 
anent  limitations ;  and  in  Richardson 
ecognized  the  artist  who  had  divined 
subtleties,  and  had  given  them  form 
color.  His  correspondence  with 
m  is  unlike  anything  else  the  period 
:o  show.  To  him  they  had  an  inde- 
3nce  of  thought  and  action  which 
the  rest  of  mankind  a  hundred  years 
^r  to  concede ;  and  it  is  not  surprising 
e  the  fervent  homage  this  stout  little 


tradesman  of  sixty  received  from  his 
female  flatterers,  when  we  remember  that 
he  and  he  alone  in  all  his  century  had 
looked  into  the  rebellious  secrets  of  their 
hearts  with  understanding  and  with  rev- 
erence.—Repplier,  Agnes,  1897,  Varia, 
p.  202. 

What  was  Richardson's  addition  to  lit- 
erature may  be  described  in  a  condensed 
form  as  a  combination  of  art  in  the  prog- 
ress of  a  narrative,  force  in  the  evolution 
of  pathos,  and  morality  founded  upon  a 
profound  study  of  conduct.  Of  the  group, 
he  was  the  one  who  wrote  least  correctly ; 
Richardson,  as  a  pure  man  of  letters,  is 
the  inferior,  not  merely  of  Fielding  and 
Sterne,  but  of  Smollett.  He  knows  no 
form  but  the  tedious  and  imperfect  arti- 
fice of  a  series  of  letters.  He  is  often 
without  distinction,  always  without  ele- 
gance and  wit;  he  is  pedantic,  careless, 
profuse ;  he  seems  to  write  for  hours  and 
hours,  his  wig  thrown  over  the  back  of  a 
chair,  his  stockings  down  at  heel.  But 
the  accidents  of  his  life  and  temperament 
had  inducted  him  into  an  extraordinary 
knowledge  of  the  female  heart ;  while  his 
imagination  permitted  him  to  clothe  the 
commonplace  reflections  of  very  ordinary 
people  in  fascinating  robes  of  simple 
fancy.  He  was  slow  of  speech  and 
lengthy,  but  he  had  a  magic  gift  which 
obliged  every  one  to  listen  to  him.  The 
minuteness  of  Richardson's  observations 
of  common  life  added  extremely  to  the 
pleasure  which  his  novels  gave  to  readers 
weary  of  the  vagueness,  the  empty  fustian 
of  the  heroic  romances.  His  pages  ap- 
pealed to  the  instinct  in  the  human  mind 
which  delights  to  be  told  over  again,  and 
told  in  scrupulous  detail,  that  which  it 
knows  already.  His  readers,  encouraged 
by  his  almost  oily  partiality  for  the  moral 
conventions,  gave  themselves  up  to  him 
without  suspicion,  and  enjoyed  each  little 
triviality,  each  coarse  touch  of  life,  each 
prosaic  circumstance,  with  perfect  gusto, 
sure  that,  however  vulgar  they  might  be, 
they  would  lead  up  to  the  triumph  of  vir- 
tue. What  these  readers  were  really 
assisting  at  was  the  triumph  of  anti- 
romantic  realism.— GossE,  Edmund,  1897, 
Short  History  of  Modem  English  Litera- 
ture, p.  242. 

Richardson's  expressed,  and  beyond  the 
slightest  doubt  his  sincere,  purpose  in  all 
was,  not  to  produce  works  of  art,  but 
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to  enforce  lessons  of  morality.  Yet  pos- 
terity, while  pronouncing  his  morals 
somewhat  musty  and  even  at  times  a  little 
rancid,  has  recognised  him  as  a  great, 
though  by  no  means  an  impeccable  artist. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A  Short 
History  qf  English  Literature^  p.  600. 

We  are  not  likely  to  overestimate  the 
historical  position  of  Richardson ;  we  are 
more  likely  to  underestimate  it.  More- 
over, in  the  logical  sequence  of  minor 
incident,  "Clarissa  Harlowe"  has  been 
excelled  only  by  the  maturest  work  of 
George  Eliot.  And  yet  the  weaknesses 
and  shortcomings  of  Richardson  are 
apparent,  and  were  apparent  in  his  own 
time.  His  ethical  system  was  based  upon 
no  wide  observation  or  sound  philosophy ; 
it  was  the  code  of  a  Protestant  casuist. 
He  was  a  sentimentalist,  creating  pathetic 
scenes  for  their  own  sake  and  degrading 
tears  and  hysterics  into  a  manner.  His 
language  was  not  free  from  the  affecta- 
tions of  the  romancers ;  even  his  friends 
dared  tell  him  with  caution  and  circumlo- 
cution that  he  was  fond  of  the  nursery 
phrase.  He  was  unacquainted,  as  he  said 
himself,  with  the  high  life  he  pretended 


to  describe.— Cross,  Wilbur  L.,  1899, 
The  Develqprfnent  qfthe  English  Novd^  p.  42. 

To  the  smaller  details  of  his  art,  it 
need  hardly  be  said,  Richardson  paid  no 
attention  whatever.  He  has  no  style  at 
all ;  he  wrote  just  as  he  talked,  and  as  he 
composed  those  innumerable  epistles  on 
which  we  have  drawn  so  largely.  His 
sentences  are  often  quite  invertebrate, 
and  innocent  of  anything  that  could  do 
duty  for  a  predicate,  the  finite  verb  being 
replaced  by  a  participle  or  adjective.  He 
never  troubles  about  the  symmetry  of  his 
paragraphs,  and  he  never  wastes  time  in 
compressing  into  ten  words  what  is  easier 
to  say  in  twenty.  There  is  no  nice  choice 
of  epithet,  nor  fastidious  rejection  of  the 
trite  or  homely ;  if  he  had  been  more  care- 
ful he  could  never  have  been  so  prolix. 
And  there  is  not  in  his  books  what  has 
often  redeemed  the  style  of  writers  no  less 
homely  in  their  way,  that  appeal  to,  and 
constant  illustration  by  means  of  natural 
beauty,  which  elevate  the  novels  of  a 
writer  so  much  inferior  to  him  as  Mrs. 
Radcliffe.— Thomson,  Clara  Linklater, 
1900,  Samuel  Richardson,  A  Biographical 
and  Critical  Study,  p,  263. 


Thomas  Sherlock 

1678-1761 

Thomas  Sherlock,  D.  D. :  bishop  and  author ;  soni  of  Dean  William  Sherlock :  b.  in 
London,  England,  in  1678;  educated  at  Eton;  graduated  at  Cambridge  1697;  was 
master  of  the  Temple  forty-nine  years  (1704-53) ;  was  made  a  prebendary  of  London 
1713,  vice-chancellor  of  Cambridge  1714,  dean  of  Chichester  Nov.,  1715,  prebendary 
of  Norwich,  1719,  Bishop  of  Bangor  Feb.  4,  1728,  of  Salisbury  1734,  and  of  London 
1748,  having  declined  in  1747  the  Archbishopric  of  Canterbury.  He  took  an  active 
part  in  the  Bangorian  controversy  in  opposition  to  Dr.  Hoadly  (1716),  wrote  several 
controversial  works  on  Christian  evidences,  of  which  the  most  celebrated  were  ''The 
Use  and  Intent  of  Prophecy"  (1725)  and  ''Tryal  of  the  Witnesses  of  the  Resurrection 
of  Jesus"  (1729),  and  published  four  volumes  of  his  "Discourses  at  the  Temple 
Church"  (1754-58),  which  gained  him  a  high  reputation  as  a  pulpit  orator.  D.  in 
London,  July  18,  1761.  His  Works  were  ^ited  by  T.  S.  Hughes,  D.  D.  (London,  5 
vols.,  1830).— Jackson,  Samuel  Macauley,  rev.,  1897,  Johnson's  Universal  Cydo- 
pcBdiOy  vol.  vn,  p.  473. 


PERSONAL 

Though  his  voice  was  not  melodious,  but 
accompanied  rather  with  a  thickness  of 
speech,  yet  were  his  words  uttered  with 
so  much  propriety,  and  with  such  strength 
and  vehemence,  that  he  never  failed  to 
take  possession  of  his  whole  audience  and 
secure  their  attention.  This  powerful 
delivery  of  words  so  weighty  and  impor- 
tant as  his  always  were,  made  a  strong 


impression  on  the  minds  of  his  hearers, 
and  was  not  soon  forgot. — Nicolls,  Rev., 
1762,  Funeral  Sermon,  Gentleman's  MagO' 
zine,  p.  23. 

In  the  Bangorian  controversy  Sherlock 
took  a  leading  part  against  Hoadly,  and 
was  often  considered  his  most  formidable 
antagonist.  He  was  not  only  a  principal 
contributor  to  its  voluminous  literature, 
but  was  prominent  in  the  committee  of 
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Dcation  which  drew  up  the  charge 
ist  the  bishop.  The  part  he  had  taken 
offence  at  court,  and  he  was  removed 
the  list  of  king's  chaplains.  Nich- 
ays  that  in  later  life  he  disapproved 
hat  he  had  written,  and  would  not 
it  reprinted.  Bishop  Newton,  how- 
says  he  had  been  assured  by  those 
lived  with  Sherlock  most,  and  knew 
)est,  that  this  assertion  was  wholly 
adless.  Sherlock  was  often  matched 
ist  Hoadly  in  less  serious  encounters, 
often  met  in  that  curious  palsestra 
leological  controversy.  Queen  Caro- 
j  drawing-room. — Abbey,  Charles 
.887,  The  English  Church  and  Its 
rps,  1700-1800,  vol.  ii,  p.  50. 

.  ambitious  and  popular  man,  Sher- 
was  an  industrious  and  efficient 
p.  He  cultivated  kindly  relations 
the  dissenters  and  was  in  favour  of 
rehension.  ...  He  pleaded  after 
45  for  justice  to  the  Scots  episco- 
Q  clergy.  His  works  were  "not  less 
med  among  catholics  than  among 
istants,''  and  several  were  translated 
French.— HuTTON,  W.  H.,  1897, 
onary  of  National  Biography^  vol. 
.94. 

GENERAL 

9rlock's  style  is  very  elegant,  though 
;s  not  made  it  his  principal  study. — 
SON,  Samuel,  1778,  Life  by  Boswell^ 
illy  vol.  III,  p.  281. 

e  genius  of  our  language  gives  us  an 
itage  in  the  use  of  this  figure.  .  .  . 
11  give  a  remarkably  fine  example, 

a  sermon  of  Bishop  Sherlock's, 
3  we  shall. see  natural  religion  beau- 
y  personified,  and  be  able  to  judge 
it,  of  the  spirit  and  grace  which  this 
3,  when  well  conducted,  bestows  on 
course.     I  must  take  notice,  at  the 

time,  that  it  is  an  instance  of  this 
),  carried  as  far  as  prose,  even  in  its 
st  elevation,  will  admit,  and  there- 
suited  only  to  compositions  where  the 

efforts  of  eloquence  are  allowed. 

.  This  is  more  than  elegant ;  it  is 
sublime.  The  whole  passage  is  ani- 
1 ;  and  the  figure  rises  at  the  conclu- 
when  natural  religion,  who,  before, 
only  a  spectator,  is  introduced  as 
ing  by  the  centurion's  voice.  It  has 
jtter  effect  too,  that  it  occurs  at  the 
flsion  of  a  discourse,  where  we  nat- 
'  look  for  most  warmth  and  dignity. 


Did  Bishop  Sherlock's  sermons,  or,  indeed, 
any  English  sermons  whatever,  afford 
us  many  passages  equal  to  this,  we  should 
oftener  have  recourse  to  them  for  instan- 
ces of  the  beauty  of  composition. — Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and 
Belles-Lettres,  ed.  MiMSy  Lecture  xvi. 

The  Sermons  of  Sherlock,  though  cen- 
sured by  Mr.  Church,  are  master-pieces 
of  argument  and  eloquence.  His  ''Dis- 
courses on  Prophecy"  and  the  "Trial  of 
the  Witnesses"  are  perhaps  the  best 
defences  of  Christianity  in  our  language. 
— Warton,  Joseph,  1797,  ed.  Pop^s  Works. 

The  elegance  of  Sherlock  is  rather  to  be 
found  in  his  ideas ;  and  it  is  chiefly  from 
a  confusion  of  mind  in  his  readers,  that 
it  has  been  transferred  from  its  proper 
seat,  and  ascribed  to  his  composition. 
His  manner  is  for  the  most  part  close  to 
his  subject,  and  he  disdains  everything 
impertinent  and  merely  ornamental;  but 
he  is  usually  hard,  scholastic  and  even 
somewhat  repellent  in  his  language.  His 
famous  parallel  between  Christ  and 
Mahomet,  which  is  perhaps  the  only  truly 
eloquent  passage  in  his  works,  is  indeed 
happily  expressed. — Godwin,  William^ 
1797,  Of  English  Style,  The  Enquirer, 
p.  460 

Without  departing  for  a  moment  from 
the  sobriety  of  an  accomplished  prose 
writer,  he  often  produces  the  effect  of  the 
sublimest  poetry. — Wayland,  D.  S.,  1824, 
Sherlock^s  Discourses,  Prtface. 

Having  already  laid  up  vast  stores  of 
knowledge,  having  his  judgment  ripe,  and 
an  ambition  equal  to  his  abilities,  he  soon 
surpassed  the  most  eminent  preachers  of 
the  day  in  true  pulpit  oratory.  For  his 
variety  of  matter  and  judicious  arrange- 
ment of  it,  for  the  strength  and  solidity 
of  his  reasoning,  for  his  force  of  language, 
for  his  flow  of  natural  and  manly  elo- 
quence, we  may  safely  appeal  to  those 
admirable  Discourses  which  have  long 
ministered  delight  and  consolation  to  the 
Christian:  they  hold  no  secondary  rank 
among  the  writings  of  our  Divines. — 
Hughes,  T.  S.,  1830,  ed.,  The  Works  (f 
Bishop  Sherlock,  vol.  i,  p.  xix. 

Thomas  Sherlock  was  superior  to  his 
father,  both  in  general  intellectual  ability 
and  in  special  literary  faculty ;  and  he  had 
the  advantages  of  an  almost  finished  style 
put  ready  into  his  hands.     But  he  paid  for 
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this  by  being  the  contemporary  of  more 
distinguished  writers  in  his  own  fields, 
and  by  the  fact  that  the  pulpit,  though 
still  powerful,  was  less  powerful  than  it 
had  been,  and  that  the  gradual  ''taming" 
process,  of  which  Tillotson  had  set  the 
example,  had  brought  its  exercises  close 
to  the  uninteresting.  As  a  mere  writer 
he  could  not  vie  with  Addison  or  Swift ; 


as  a  writer  in  controversial  divinity  be 
could  not  vie  with  Law  on  one  side  or 
Berkeley  on  another.  Nevertheless,  he 
exhibited  the  earlier  form  of  eighteenth- 
century  prose  in  a  very  good  measure,  and 
showed  it^  capacities  in  the  various  uses 
to  which  he  applied  it. — Saintsbuey, 
George,  1894,  English  Prose^  ed.  Craikf 
vol.  Ill,  p.  800. 


William  Oldys 

1696-1761 

William  Oldys,  (1696-1761),  bibliographer,  natural  son  of  Dr.  Oldys,  Chancellor 
of  Lincoln.  For  about  ten  years  Oldys  was  librarian  to  the  Earl  of  Oxford,  whose 
valuable  collection  of  books  and  MSS.  he  arranged  and  catalogued,  and  by  the  Duke 
of  Norfolk  he  was  appointed  Norroy  King-of-arms.  His  chief  works  are  a  "Life  of  Sir 
Walter  Raleigh,"  prefixed  to  Raleigh's  "History  of  the  World"  (1736) ;  "The  British 
Librarian"  (1737);  "The  Harleian  Miscellany"  (1753),  besides  many  miscellaneous 
literary  and  bibliographical  articles. — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.  1897,  Oiamber^s 
Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  704. 


PERSONAL 

Alas ! — Oldys  was  an  outcast  of  fortune, 
and  the  utter  simplicity  of  his  heart  was 
guileless  as  a  child's — ever  open  to  the 
designing.  The  noble  spirit  of  a  Duke  of 
Norfolk  once  rescued  the  long-lost  histo- 
rian of  Rawleigh  from  the  confinement  of 
the  Fleet,  where  he  had  existed,  probably 
forgotten  by  the  world,  for  six  years.  It 
was  by  an  act  of  grace  that  the  duke  safely 
placed  Oldys  in  the  Heralds'  College  as 
Norroy  King  of  Arms.  But  Oldys,  like  all 
shy  and  retired  men,  had  contracted  pecul- 
iar habits  and  close  attachments  for  a 
few ;  both  these  he  could  indulge  at  no  dis- 
tance. He  liked  his  old  associates  in  the 
purlieus  of  the  Fleet,  who  he  facetiously 
dignified  as  "his  Rulers,"  and  there,  as  I 
have  heard,  with  the  grotesque  whim  of  a 
herald,  established  "The  Dragon  Club." 
— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1791-1824,  Oldys  and 
His  Manuscripts^  Curiosities  of  Literature. 

Nothing,  I  firmly  believe,  would  ever 
have  biassed  him  to  insert  any  fact  in  his 
writings  he  did  not  believe,  or  to  supress 
any  he  did.  Of  this  delicacy  he  gave  an 
instance  at  a  time  when  he  was  in  great 
distress.  After  his  publication  of  the  life 
of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  some  booksellers, 
thinking  his  name  would  sell  a  piece  they 
were  publishing,  offered  him  a  considerable 
sum  to  father  it,  which  he  rejected  with 
the  greatest  indignation. — Grose,  Fran- 
cis, 1793,  The  Olio. 

Was  equally  noted  for  his  love  of  "old 


Ibooks"  and  regard  for  "old  wine,"  or 
rather  strong  ale.  "Old  friends"  he  too 
often  disgusted  by  his  deep  potations :  e.g. 
at  the  funeral  of  the  Princess  Caroline. 
He  made  large  literary  collections,  and 
aided  any  who  asked  his  assistance  in  their 
books,  but  published  little  himself. — Al- 
LIBONE,  S.  Austin,  1870,  A  Critical  Dic- 
tionary of  English  Literature^  vd.  n, 
p.  1453. 

Oldys  was  connected  with  the  College 
of  Arms  for  nearly  five  years.  His  library 
was  a  large  room  up  one  fiight  of  stairs  in 
Norroy's  apartments,  in  the  west  wing 
of  the  college.  His  notes  were  written  on 
slips  of  paper,  which  he  afterwards  clas- 
sified and  deposited  in  parchment  bags 
suspended  on  the  walls  of  his  room.  In 
this  way  he  covered  several  quires  of 
paper  with  laborious  collections  for  a 
complete  life  of  "Shakespeare."  and  from 
these  notes  Isaac  Reed  made  extracts 
which  are  included  among  the  "Additional 
Anecdotes"  appended  to  Rowe's  life  of 
the  poet.  At  this  period  Oldys  frequently 
passed  his  evenings  at  the  house  of  John 
Taylor  the  oculist  of  Hatton  Garden,  where 
he  always  preferred  the  fireside  in  the 
kitchen,  so  that  he  might  not  be  obliged 
to  mingle  with  the  other  visitors.  His 
last  literary  production  was  "The  Life  of 
Charles  Cotton,"  prefixed  to  Sir  John 
Hawkins's  edition  of  Walton's  "Complete 
Angler,"  1760.  He  died  at  his  apart- 
ments in  the  College  of  Arms  on  15  April 


WILLIAM  OLDYS 


457 


and  was  buried  on  the  19th  in  the 
aisle  of  the  church  of  St.  Benet, 
I  Wharf.  His  friend  John  Taylor  on 
ine  1761,  administered  as  principal 
;or,  defrayed  the  funeral  expenses, 
obtained  possession  of  his  official 
:a,  books,  and  valuable  manuscripts. 
)PER,  Thompson,  1895,  Dictionary 
tional  Biography,  vol,  XLII,  p,  122. 

GENERAL 

its  author  [''British  Librarian"], 
s  of  all  men  living  the  most  capable, 
.  pursue  and  perfect  this  plan,  he 
i  do  equal  justice  to  the  living  and 
e  dead.— Campbell,  John,  1754, 
nal  AmiLsemenL 

ys  lived  in  the  back  ages  of  England ; 
d  crept  among  the  dark  passages  of 

till,  like  an  old  gentleman-usher, 
jmed  to  be  reporting  the  secret  his- 
)f  the  courts  which  he  had  lived  in. 
d  been  charmed  among  their  masques 
evels,  had  eyed  with  astonishment 
cumbrous  magnificence,  when  knights 
adies  carried  on  their  mantles  and 
cloth  of  gold  ten  thousand  pounds' 
I  of  ropes  of  pearls,  and  buttons  of 
inds ;  or,  descending  to  the  gay  court 
B  second  Charles,  he  tattled  merry 

as  in  that  of  the  first  he  had  pain- 
watched,  like  a  patriot  or  a  loyalist, 
empered  era.  He  had  lived  so  con- 
y  with  these  people  of  another  age, 
lad  so  deeply  interested  himself  in 
affairs,  and  so  loved  the  wit  and  the 
ing  which  are  often  bright  under  the 
)f  antiquity,  that  his  own  uncourtly 
is  embrowned  with  the  tint  of  a  cen- 
)ld.  But  it  was  this  taste  and  curi- 
which  alone  could  have  produced  the 
ordinary  volume  of  Sir  Walter  Raw- 
s  life ;  a  work  richly  inlaid  with  the 
curious  facts  and  the  juxtaposition 
3  most  remote  knowledge ;  to  judge 
3  fulness  of  narrative,  it  would  seem 
r  to  have  been  the  work  of  a  contem- 
y.  ...  At  the  close  of  every 
ry,  in  this  growing  world  of  books, 
n  Oldys  be  the  reader  for  the  nation ! 
d  he  be  endowed  with  a  philosoph- 
pirit,  and  combine  the  genius  of  his 
imes  with  that  of  the  preceding,  he 
lold  in  his  hand  the  claim  of  human 
;hts,  and,  like  another  Bayle,  become 
istorian  of  the  human  mind ! — Dis- 
:,  Isaac,  1791-1824,  Oldys  and  His 
^scripts,  Curiosities  of  Literature. 


Well  versed  in  English  antiquities,  a 
correct  writer,  and  a  good  historian. 
— Brydges,  Sir  Samuel  Egerton,  1800, 
ed,  Phillip's  Theatrum  Poetarum  Anglir 
canorum,  p.  Ixvil. 

My  additions  to  the  notes  of  Oldys  in 
the  **Harleian  Miscellany"  will  not  be  very 
numerous,  for  no  editor  could  ever  have 
been  more  competent  to  the  undertaking 
than  he  was ;  but  a  successive  editor  must 
seem  at  least  to  have  done  something  more 
than  his  predecessor. — Park,  Thomas, 
1807,  Letter  to  Sir  Samuel  Egerton 
Brydges. 

Oldys's  interleaved  Langbaine  is  re- 
echoed in  almost  every  recent  work  con- 
nected with  the  belles-lettres  of  our  coun- 
try. Oldys  himself  was  unrivalled  in  this 
method  of  illustration;  if,  besides  his 
Langbaine,  his  copy  of  ''Fuller's  Worth- 
ies" .  .  .  be  alone  considered !  This 
Oldys  was  the  oddest  mortal  that  ever 
scribbled  for  bread.  Grose,  in  his  Olio, 
gives  an  amusing  account  of  his  having 
"a  number  of  small  parchment  bags  in- 
scribed with  the  names  of  the  persons 
whose  lives  he  intended  to  write;  into 
which  he  put  every  circumstance  and  anec- 
dote he  could  collect,  and  from  thence  drew 
up  his  history." — Dibdin,  Thomas  Frog- 
nall,  1809,  The  Bibliomania,  p.  64,  note. 

This  distinguished  writer  and  indefati- 
gable antiquary,  whose  extended  life  was 
entirely  devoted  to  literary  pursuits,  and 
whose  copious  and  characteristic  accounts 
of  men  and  books,  have  endeared  his  mem- 
ory to  every  lover  of  English  literature. 
If  Oldys  possessed  not  the  erudition  of 
Johnson  or  of  Mattaire,  he  had  at  least 
equal  patience  of  investigation,  soundness 
of  judgment,  and  accuracy  of  criticism, 
with  the  most  eminent  of  his  contempora- 
ries. One  remarkable  trait  in  his  charac- 
ter was  the  entire  absence  of  literary  and 
posthumous  fame,  whilst  he  never  be- 
grudged his  labour  or  considered  his  toil 
unproductive,  so  long  as  his  researches 
substantiated  Truth,  or  promoted  the 
study  of  the  History  of  Literature,  which 
in  other  words  is  the  history  of  the  mind 
of  man.  Hence  the  very  sweepings  of  his 
library  have  since  been  industriously  col- 
lected, and  enrich  the  works  of  Malone, 
Ritson,  Read,  Douce,  Brydges,  and  others, 
and  will  always  serve,  as  it  were,  for 
landmarks  to  those  following  in  his  wake. 
In    his   own    peculiar    departments    of 
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literature— history  and  biography — he  has 
literally  exhausted  all  the  ordinary  sources 
of  information ;  and  when  he  lacked  the 
opportunity  to  labour  himself,  or  to  fill  up 
the  circle  of  his  knowledge,  he  has  never- 
theless pointed  out  to  his  successors  new 


or  unexplored  mines,  whence  additional 
fads  may  be  gleaned,  and  the  object  of 
his  life— the  development  of  Truth — be 
secured.— Thobis,  W.  J.,  1862,  Memoir 
qf  WUliam  Oldys,  Nates  and  Queries.Third 
Series,  vol.  i,  p.  85. 


G-eorge  Bubb  Dodington 

Lord  Meloombe 
1691-1762 

George  Bubb  Dodington  (later  Baron  Melcombe).  Born  in  Dorset,  England,  1691 : 
died  at  Hammersmith,  July  28,  1762.  An  English  politician.  He  was  the  son  of 
George  Bubb,  but  adopted  the  name  of  Dodington  on  inheriting  an  estate  in  1720  from 
an  uncle  of  that  name.  In  1715  he  entered  Parliament,  where  he  acquired  the  repu- 
tation of  an  assiduous  place-hunter.  He  was  created  Baron  Melcombe  of  Melcombe 
Regis,  Dorsetshire,  in  1761.  He  patronized  men  of  letters,  and  was  complimented  by 
Edward  Young,  Fielding,  and  Richard  Bentley.  He  left  a  diary  covering  the  period 
from  1749  to  1761,  which  was  published  in  1784.— Sbuth,  Benjamin  E.,  ed.  1894-97, 
The  Century  Cyclopcedia  <f  Names,  p,  330. 

PERSONAL 
Though  Folly,  robed  in  purple,  shines, 
Though  Vice  exhausts  Pemyian  mines, 
Yet  shall  they  tremble,  and  torn  pale, 
When  Satire  wields  her  mighty  flail ; 
Or  should  they,  of  rebuke  afraid, 
With  Melcombe  seek  hell*s  deepest  shade, 
Satire,  still  mindful  of  her  aim. 
Shall  bring  the  cowards  back  to  shame. 

—Churchill,  Charles,  1762,  The  Ghost, 
bk.  iii,  V.  923-30. 

When  he  passed  from  Pall-Mall  to  La 
Trappe  it  was  always  in  a  coach,  which  I 
could  not  but  suspect  had  been  his  ambas- 
sadorial equipage  at  Madrid,  drawn  by  six 
fat  unwieldy  black  horses,  short-docked, 
and  of  colossal  dignity.  Neither  was  he 
less  characteristic  in  apparel  than  in  equi- 
page ;  he  had  a  wardrobe  loaded  with  rich 
and  flaring  suits,  each  in  itself  a  load  to 
the  wearer,  and  of  these  I  have  no  doubt 
but  many  were  coeval  with  his  embassy 
above  mentioned,  and  every  birth-day  had 
added  to  the  stock.  In  doing  this  he  so 
contrived  as  never  to  put  his  old  dresses 
out  of  countenance,  by  any  variations  in 
the  fashion  of  the  new ;  in  the  meantime, 
his  bulk  and  corpulency  gave  full  display 
to  a  vast  expanse  and  profusion  of  brocade 
and  embroidery,  and  this,  when  set  off 
with  an  enormous  tye-periwig  and  deep- 
laced  ruffles,  gave  the  picture  of  an  an- 
cient courtier  in  his  gala  habit,  or  Quin 
in  his  stage  dress.  Nevertheless,  it  must 
be  confessed  this  style,  though  out  of 
date,  was  not  out  of  character,  but  har- 
monized so  well  with  the  person  of  the 
wearer,  that  I  remember  when  he  made 


his  first  speech  in  the  House  of  Peers  as 
Lord  Melcombe,  all  the  flashes  of  his  wit, 
all  the  studied  phrases  and  well-turned 
periods  of  his  rhetoric  lost  their  effect, 
simply  because  the  orator  had  laid  aside 
his  magisterial  tye,  and  put  on  a  modern 
bag-wig,  which  was  as  much  out  of  cos- 
tume upon  the  broad  expanse  of  his  shoul- 
ders, as  a  cue  would  have  been  upon  the 
robes  of  the  Lord  Chief  Justice. — Cum- 
berland, Richard,  1806,  Memoirs  Writ- 
ten by  Himself,  vol.  i,  p.  185. 

Cumberland,  in  his  own  memoirs,  has 
introduced  a  humorous  sketch  of  lord 
Melcombe,  which  appears  to  be  drawn  from 
the  life.  His  passion  for  magnificence 
and  display  was  quite  puerile,  and  his 
eccentricities  were  scarcely  rational :  yet 
we  are  told  that  he  had  an  ornamented 
fancy,  and  a  brilliant  wit,  was  an  elegant 
Latin  classic,  well  versed  in  history  an- 
cient and  modern,  and  that  his  favourite, 
prose  writer  was  Tacitus.  But  upon  the 
whole,  his  character  appears  to  have  been 
concisely  summed  up  by  sir  E.  Brydges, 
that  he  was  a  heartless  man,  with  a  very 
powerful  capacity.— -Park,  Thomas,  1806, 
ed.  Walpole's  Royal  and  Noble  Authors,  vol. 
IV,  p.  282. 

He  is  a  character  typical  in  many  re- 
spects of  his  age ;  utterly  unconscientious 
and  cheerfully  blind  to  his  unconscien- 
tiousness ;  and  a  liberal  rather  than  dis- 
criminating patron  of  literary  men. — 
Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1869,  erf. 
Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope,  p.  279, 
note. 
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dington's  vanity  was  extreme.  He 
himself  upon  his  person,  manners, 
icestry,  though  he  was  ugly,  awk- 
and  the  son  of  an  obscure  father. 
.  This  concentration  of  self-esteem 
pressed  in  a  superb  bearing,  which, 
it  took  the  form  of  distant  civility, 
have  been  very  irritating  to  Pope. — 
,  Whitwell,  1871,  ed.,  The  Works 
lander  Pope,  vol.  vii,  p,  319,  note. 

DIARY 

iOugh  it  may  reflect  a  considerable 
of  honour  on  his  Lordship's  abili- 
)t,  in  my  opinion,  it  shews  his  politi- 
nduct  (however  palliated  by  the  in- 
^  of  his  own  pen),  to  have  been 
directed  by  the  base  motives  of 
3,  vanity,  and  selfishness.  .  .  . 
ware  that,  in  treating  the  charac- 
my  Author  thus  freely,  I  shall  ap- 
\  an  extraordinary  Editor,  the  prac- 
:  whom  has  generally  been,  to  pre- 
;tery  to  truth,  and  partiality  to  jus- 
But  it  may  be  worth  considering 
)r  my  method  or  the  common  one  is 
)s  injurious  to  the  character  of  an 
;  and  whether  the  reader  may  not 
re  inclined  to  overlook  or  pardon 
3rror8,  which  he  is  previously  in- 
jd  to  expect,  than  he  would  be,  if 
page  contradicted  the  favourable 
sions,  which  the  Editor  had  been 
'iously  labouring  to  fix  on  his  mind. 
JDHAM,  Henry  Penruddocke,  1784, 
I  Diary  of  George  Bvbh  Dodington, 

,  X. 

ad  been  well  for  lord  Melcombe's 
y,  if  his  fame  had  been  suffered  to 
I  the  tradition  of  his  wit,  and  the 


evidence  of  his  poetry.  The  posthumous 
publication  of  his  own  Diary  has  not  en- 
larged the  stock  of  his  reputation,  nor  re- 
flected more  credit  on  his  judgment  than 
on  his  steadiness.  Very  sparingly  strewed 
with  his  brightest  talent,  wit ;  the  book 
strangely  displays  a  complacency  in  his 
own  versatility,  and  seems  to  look  back 
with  triumph  on  the  scorn  and  derision 
with  which  his  political  levity  was  treated 
by  all  to  whom  he  attached  or  attempted 
to  attach  himself.  He  records  conversa- 
tions in  which  he  alone  did  not  perceive, 
what  every  reader  must  discover,  that  he 
was  always  a  dupe.  And  so  blind  was  his 
self-love,  that  he  appears  to  be  satisfied 
with  himself,  though  he  relates  little  but 
what  tended  to  his  disgrace:  as  if  he 
thought  the  world  would  forgive  his  in- 
consistencies as  easily  as  he  forgave  him- 
self. Had  he  adopted  the  French  title 
Coitfessions,  it  would  have  seemed  to  imply 
some  kind  of  penitence.  But  vain-glory 
engrossed  Lord  Melcombe.  He  was  de- 
termined to  raise  an  altar  to  himself ;  and 
for  want  of  burnt-offerings,  lighted  the 
pyre,  like  the  great  author  (Rousseau), 
with  his  own  character.  However,  with 
all  its  faults  and  curtailments,  the  book  is 
valuable.— Walpole,  Horace,  1796,  A 
Catalogue  of  the  Royal  and  Noble  Authors 
of  England,  Scotland  and  Ireland,  vol.  iv, 
p.  276. 

The  Diary  of  Dodington,  Lord  Mel- 
combe, must  by  no  means  be  neglected, 
for  by  its  means  we  are  allowed  a  slight 
glance  into  the  intrigues  and  cabals  of  the 
times.  It  is  generally  amusing,  and  some- 
times important.— Smyth,  Wiluam,  1840, 
Lectures  on  Modem  History, 


Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu 

1689-1762 

bagu  (Larfy  Mary  Wortley),  1689-1762.  Bom  [Mary  Pierrepont;  Lady  Mary 
3,  when  her  father  became  Earl  of  Kingston],  in  London,  1689 ;  baptized,  26 
Early  taste  for  literature.  Married  to  Edward  Wortley  Montagu,  12  Aug. 
In  favour  at  Court.  Ptiendship  with  Pope  begun.  In  Vienna  with  her  hus- 
ippointed  Ambassador  to  the  Porte),  Sept.  1716  to  Jan.  1717 ;  in  Constantino- 
ly  1717  to  June  1718.  Returned  to  England,  Oct.  1718.  Estrangement  from 
L722.  Lived  abroad,  apart  from  husband,  July  1739-1762.  Died,  in  England, 
y.  1762.  Works:  **Court  Poems"  (anon.;  surreptitiously  published),  1716 
ted   1706  on  title-page) ;  authorised  edn.,  as  **Six  Town  Eclogues"   (under 

:  Rt.  Hon.  L.  M.  W.  M.),  1747.     Posthumous:  ''Letters  of    Lady  M y 

— y  M e"  (3  vols.),    1763;    "Poetical  Works  of  the  Right  Hon.    Lady 

— y  W y  M e,"  1781.— Sharp,  R.  Parquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary 

ish  Authors,  p.  201. 
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personal 

Sacred  to  the  kemory  of 

the  right  honorable 

LADY  MARY  WORTLEY  MONTAGU, 

WHO  HAPPmY  INTRODUCED  PROM  TURKEY 
INTO  THIS  COUNTRY 
THE  SALUTARY  ART 
OF  INOCULATING  THE  SMALLPOX. 

CONVINCED  OF  ITS  EFFICACY 

SHE  FIRST  TRIED  IT  WITH  SUCCESS 

ON  HER  OWN  CHILDREN 

AND  THEN  RECOMMENDED  THE  PRACTICE 

OF  IT 
TO  HER  FELLOW-CITIZENS. 
THUS  BY  HER  EXAMPLE  AND  ADVICE 
WE   HAVE   SOFTENED   THE  VIRULENCE 
AND  ESCAPED  THE  DANGER  OF  THIS  MALIG- 
NANT DISEASE. 
TO  PERPETUATE  THE  MEMORY  OF  SUCH 
BENEVOLENCE 
AND  TO  EXPRESS  HER  GRATITUDE 
FOR  THE  BENEFIT  SHE  HERSELF  RECEIVED 
FROM  THIS  ALLEVIATING  ART, 
THIS  MONUBiENT  IS  ERECTED  BY 

HENRIETTA  INGE— 

REUCT  OF  THEODORE  WILLIAM  INGE,  ESQ., 
AND  DAUGHTER  OF  SIR  JOHN  WROTTELSEY, 

BART., 
IN  THE  YEAR  OF  OUR  LORD  1789. 

—Inscription  on  Cenotaph,    LUelifleld 
Cnthedral, 

The  boy  was  en^af  ted  last  Tuesday,  and 
is  at  this  time  singing  and  playing,  very 
impatient  for  his  supper,  I  pray  God  my 
next  may  give  as  good  an  account  of  him. 
I  cannot  engraft  the  girl,  her  nurse  has 
not  had  the  small-pox. — Montagu,  Lady 
Mary  Wortley,  1718,  Letter  to  Mr.  Mon- 

tajSfUy  March  23. 

The  playf  nl  smiles  around  the  dimpled  month, 
That  happy  air  of  majesty  and  truth ; 
So  would  I  draw  (but  oh  I  'tis  vain  to  try, 
My  narrow  genius  does  the  ix)wer  deny). 
The  equal  lustre  of  the  heavenly  mind, 
Where  every  grace  with  every  virtue's  joined ; 
Learning  not  vain,  and  wisdom  not  severe. 
With  greatness  easy,  and  with  wit  sincere. 
With  just  description  shew  the  soul  divine, 
And  the  whole  princess  in  my  work  should 
shine. 

—Pope,  Alexander,  1720,  On  the  Picture 

^Lddv  Mary  Wortley  MontagUy  by  KneUer. 

What  lady's  that  to  whom  he  gently  bends? 

Who  knows  not  her?  Ah,  those  are  Wort- 
ley's  eyes. 

How  art  thou  honoured,  numbered  with  her 
friends ; 

For  she  distinguishes  the  good  and  wise. 

—Gay,  John,  1727,  Mr.  Pope's  Welcome 
from  Greece. 


Thus  in  the  dame  each  nobler  grace  we  find, 
Fair  Wortley's  angel  accent,  eyes,  and  mind. 

—Savage,  Richard,  1729,  T%e  Wand- 
erer, C.  V. 

A  woman  of  as  fine  a  genius,  andendu'd 
with  as  great  a  strength  of  mind  as  any 
of  her  sex  in  the  British  kingdoms. — 
Voltaire,  FRANgois  Marie  Aroubt,  1732  ? 
Letters  Concerning  English  Naiion. 

Her  dress,  her  avarice,  and  her  impu- 
dence must  amaze  any  one  that  never 
heard  her  name.  She  wears  a  foul  mob 
that  does  not  cover  her  greasy  black 
locks,  that  hang  loose,  never  combed  or 
curled,  an  old  mazarine  blue  wrapper,  that 
gapes  open  and  discovers  a  canvas  petti- 
coat.    Her  face  swelled  violently  on  one 

side  with  the  remains  of  a ,  partly 

covered  with  a  plaister,  and  partly  with 
white  paint,  which  for  cheapness  she  has 
bought  so  coarse. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1740,  Letter  to  Conway,  Sept.  25 ;  Letters, 
ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  i,  p.  57. 

There  is  more  fire  and  wit  in  all  the 
writings  of  that  author  than  one  meets 
with  in  almost  any  other;  and  whether 
she  is  in  the  humour  of  an  infidel  or  a 
devotee,  she  expresses  herself  with  so 
much  strength  that  one  can  hardly  per- 
suade oneself  she  is  not  in  earnest  on 
either  side  of  the  question.  Nothing  can 
be  more  natural  than  her  complaint  of  the 
loss  of  her  beauty  [virfe  the  **  Saturday" 
in  her  '*Town  Eclogues"] ;  butas  that  was 
only  one  of  her  various  powers  to  charm, 
I  should  have  imagined  she  would  only 
have  felt  a  very  small  part  of  the  regret 
that  many  other  people  have  suffered  on  a 
like  misfortune ;  who  have  nothing  but  the 
loveliness  of  their  persons  to  claim  admi- 
ration ;  and  consequently,  by  the  loss  of 
that,  have  found  all  their  hopes  of  distinc- 
tion vanish  much  earlier  in  life  than  Lady 
Mary's ; — for  if  I  do  not  mistake,  she  was 
near  thirty  before  she  had  to  deplore 
the  loss  of  beauty  greater  than  I  ever  saw 
in  any  face  beside  her  own. — Hertford, 
Lady  (Duchess  op  Somerset),  1741, 
Letters :  Little  Memoirs  qf  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  by  Paston,  p.  33. 

Now  I  must  tell  ypu  a  story  of  Lady 
Mary.  As  she  was  on  her  travels,  she 
had  occasion  to  go  somewhere  by  sea,  and 
(to  save  charges)  got  a  passage  on  board 
a  man  of  war:  the  ship  was  (I  think) 
Commodore  Barnet's.  When  he  had 
landed  her,  she  told  him,  she  knew  she 
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was  not  to  offer  to  pay  for  her  passage, 
but  in  consideration  of  his  many  civilities 
intreated  him  to  wear  a  ring  for  her  sake, 
and  pressed  him  to  accept  it,  and  he  did. 
It  was  an  emerald  of  remarkable  size  and 
beauty.  Some  time  after,  as  he  wore  it, 
some  friend  was  admiring  it,  and  asked 
him  how  he  came  by  it.  When  he  heard 
from  whom  it  came,  he  laughed  and  desired 
him  to  shew  it  to  a  jeweller,  whom  he 
knew.  The  man  was  sent  for.  He  unset 
it ;  it  was  a  paste  not  worth  forty  shil- 
lings.—Gray,  Thomas,  1761,  Letter  to 
Thomas  Wharton,  Jan,  31. 

Lady  Mary  Wortley  is  arrived.  I  have 
seen  her.  I  think  her  avarice,  her  dirt, 
and  her  vivacity  are  all  increased.  Her 
dress,  like  her  language,  is  a  galimatias 
of  several  countries ;  the  groundwork  rags, 
and  the  embroidery  nastiness.  She  ne^s 
no  cap,  no  handkerchief,  no  gown,  no  pet- 
ticoat, no  shoes.  An  old  black  laced 
hood  represents  the  first;  the  fur  of  a 
horseman's  coat,  which  replaces  the  third, 
serves  for  the  second ;  a  dimity  petticoat 
is  deputy,  and  officiates  for  the  fourth; 
and  slippers  act  the  part  of  the  last. — 
Walpole,  Horace,  1762,  Letter  to  George 
MontagUy  Feb.  2 ;  Letters,  ed.  Ounningham, 
vol.  Ill,  p.  480. 

She  does  not  look  older  than  when  she 
went  abroad,  has  more  than  the  vivacity 
of  fifteen,  and  a  memory  which,  perhaps, 
is  unique.  Several  people  visited  her  out 
of  curiosity,  which  she  did  not  like.  I 
visited  her  because  her  husband  and  mine 
were  cousin-germans.  Though  she  had 
not  any  foolish  partiality  for  her  husband 
or  his  relations,  I  was  very  graciously 
received,  and  you  may  imagine  enter- 
tained, by  one  who  neither  thinks,  speaks, 
acts,  or  dresses,  like  anybody  else.  Her 
dom£stick  is  made  up  of  all  nations,  and 
when  you  get  into  her  drawing-room,  you 
imagine  you  are  in  the  first  story  of  the 
Tower  of  Babel.  An  Hungarian  servant 
takes  your  name  at  the  door ;  he  gives  it 
to  an  Italian,  who  delivers  it  to  a  French- 
man ;  the  Frenchman  to  a  Swiss,  and  the 
Swiss  to  a  Polander;  so  that,  by  the  time 
you  get  to  her  ladyship's  presence,  you 
have  changed  your  name  five  times,  with- 
out the  expense  of  an  act  of  parliament. 
—Montagu,  Elizabeth,  1762,  A  Lady  qf 
the  Last  Century,  p.  129. 

To  Congreve  she  was  all  brightness,  life 
and  spirit ;  her  silvery  laugh  sounded  like 


divinest  melody ;  but  when  I  stood  before 
her,  scarcely  daring  to  look  into  those 
eyes  for  that  sacred  love  after  which  I 
pined,  she  was  cold,  severe,  and  silent. 
When  Pope  was  near,  when  Wharton  was 
by  her  side,  gazing  at  her  with  his  large 
and  earnest  eyes,  how  beautiful  she 
appeared ;  all  her  genius  shone  out  of  her 
spirit  face;  her  features  glowed  with 
animation;  her  tongue  spake  in  softest 
accents,  and  she  seemed  a  something  more 
than  earthly.  But  when  the  visitor  de- 
parted, a  magic  change  came  over  her — 
she  froze,  as  it  were,  into  marble;  she 
grew  cold,  still,  selfish,  unfeeling,  capri- 
cious, and  exacting.  One  reads  in  old 
romances  of  a  beautiful  damsel  discovered 
in  a  forest  by  some  brave,  errant  knight ; 
she  weeps,  she  prays,  she  smiles,  she  fas- 
cinates. The  gallant  adventurer  vows  to 
devote  his  life  to  her  service ;  she  leads 
him  to  her  bower,  or  to  some  faerie  castle. 
Something  in  her  appearance  suddenly 
awakens  suspicion,  and  the  noble  knight 
clutches  his  good  sword  Excalibar  within 
his  mailed  hand,  and  mayhap  as  an  addi- 
tional precaution  lifts  up  a  prayer  to  God 
and  the  Virgin.  Scarcely  has  he  done  it, 
when  a  transformation  is  seen — a  mighty 
transformation  indeed ;  and  the  virgin  dis- 
appears, and  he  sees  only  a  venomous  ser- 
pent looking  at  him  with  deadly  eyes,  as 
Lucifer  looked  on  Eve,  and  hissing  forth 
cold  poison.  Such  was  the  difference  be- 
tween my  mother  before  her  visitors,  and 
my  mother  with  her  son. — Montagu,  Ed- 
ward Wortley,  1776  ?  An  Autobiography, 
vol.  I,  p.  97. 

Mr.  Horace  Walpole  remembers  Lady 
M.  W.  Montague  perfectly  well,  having 
passed  a  year  with  her  at  Florence.  He 
told  me  this  morning  that  she  was  not 
handsome,  had  a  wild,  staring  eye,  was 
much  marked  with  the  smallpox,  which 
she  endeavoured  to  conceal,  by  filling  up 
the  depressions  with  white  paint.  She 
was  a  great  mischief-maker,  and  had  not 
the  smallest  regard  for  truth.  Her  first 
gallant  after  her  marriage  was  Lord  Stair, 
our  ambassador  at  Paris.  Worsdale,  the 
painter,  told  Mr.  Walpole  that  the  first 
cause  of  quarrel  between  her  and  Pope 
was  her  borrowing  a  pair  of  sheets  from 
the  poet,  which,  after  keeping  them  a 
fortnight,  were  returned  to  him  unwashed. 
— Malone,  Edmond,  1789,  Maloniana^ 
ed.  Prior,  March  8,  p.  149. 
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Lady  Mary  had  Lord  Byron's  fate.  .  .  . 
Lord  Byron  was  a  moody,  fiery,  brooding 
child, — full  of  passion,  obstinacy,  and 
irregularity,  in  his  teens; — Lady  Mary 
was  a  single-thinking,  classical,  daring, 
inspired  girl  long  under  one-and-twenty. 
Lord  Byron  at  a  plunge  formed  his  own 
spreading  circles  on  the  glittering  still-life 
lake  of  fashionable  society :  Lady  Mary 
with  her  beauty  and  her  genius  effected 
the  same  result  by  the  same  impetuosity. 
Lady  Mary  made,  as  it  would  appear,  a 
cold  unsatisfactory  marriage,  but,  it  must 
be  admitted,  with  one  possessed  of  a 
patience  untainted  by  genius: — Lord 
Byron  iced  himself  into  the  connubial 
state,  but  shuddered  at  its  coldness.  The 
press,  and  the  poets,  and  the  prosers 
united  with  serene  ferocity  against  both. 
Both,  alas!  were 

*'Sonls  made  of  fire  and  children  of  the  siin, 
With  whom  revenge  was  virtue!'* 

Their  revenge  was  mutual-minded.  Mis- 
understood, calumniated,  they  quitted  the 
land  which  was  not  worthy  of  them. 
Genius-born,  they  both  passed  to  the  east ; 
and  to  them  we  owe  the  most  sensible, — 
the  most  passionate, — the  most  volup- 
tuous,— and  the  most  inspired  pictures  of 
** the  land  of  the  citron  and  myrtle,"  that 
have  ever  waked  the  wish  and  melted  the 
heart  of  us  southron  readers. — Reynolds, 
Hamilton,  1837,  A  Critical  Gossip  vrith 
Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu^  Bentlei/s 
Miscellany,  vol.  I,  p.  140. 

The  most  entertaining,  fascinating, 
witty  and  brilliant  of  her  sex;  learned, 
accomplished,  graceful  and  beautiful,  the 
irresistible  Lady  Mary  Pierrepont  gave 
from  her  earliest  years  promise  of  what 
she  afterwards  became.  At  eight  years 
old  she  was  a  toast,  and  the  fame  of  her 
beauty  and  talents  spread  from  that  time, 
every  fresh  year  adding  to  her  attractions, 
and  luring  new  admirers,  until  the  crowd 
of  those  who  followed  in  her  train  filled 
every  country  through  which  she  passed. 
She  was  the  very  impersonation  of  all  the 
beauties  and  enslavers  which  poets  and 
romancers  feign :  she  might  have  sat  for 
the  portrait  of  the  most  finished  fine  lady, 
the  most  enchanting  coquette;  and  she 
probably,  in  effect,  supplied  many  a  writer 
with  such  a  heroine  as  was  the  fashion  of 
her  day.  Yet,  with  the  admirers  innu- 
merable, and  all  appliances  and  means  to 
boot  that  should  have  enabled  her  to  make 


a  happy  marriage,  the  charming  Lady 
Mary  was  unhappy  in  the  choice  she  made. 
She  possessed  so  many  useful  virtues,  had 
so  much  philanthropy  and  feeling,  that  it 
is  impossible  but  that  she  would  have  made 
a  good  wife,  even  in  spite  of  the  danger 
she  had  run  of  being  spoilt  by  indulgence 
and  adulation,  if  she  had  met  with  a  man 
of  suitable  mind,  who  would  have  appre- 
ciated her  good  qualities ;  but  Mr.  Wort- 
ley  was  a  cold,  severe,  unimaginative  per- 
son, who,  marrying  her,  a  youthful  beauty 
and  coquette,  should  have  known  bow, 
judiciously,  to  correct  her  errors,  and 
brought  forth  the  excellencies  which  ex- 
isted in  her  mind ;  instead  of  treating  her 
with  the  sullen  neglect  to  which,  from  an 
early  period  of  her  marriage,  he  con- 
demned her.  .  .  .  It  is  to  be  regret- 
ted that  she  made  a  match  so  unsuitable 
to  her ;  for  had  she  fortunately  married 
a  man  of  a  different  character  from  the 
cold,  harsh,  severe  person,  for  whom  she 
gave  up  all  her  early  brilliant  prospects, 
no  doubt  she  would  have  been  as  valuable 
in  domestic  life,  as  she  was  admirable  in 
literary  attainments,  and  fascinating  in 
the  qualities  which  delight  the  world.— 
CJosTELLO,  Louisa  Stuart,  1844,  Mem- 
oirs  of  Eminent  Englishwomen^  vol.  rv, 
pp.  231,  400. 

And  so  farewell,  .poor,  flourishing,  dis- 
appointed, reconciled,  wise,  foolish,  en- 
chanting Lady  Mary !  Pair  English  vision 
in  Turkland ;  Turkish  vision  in  ours ;  the 
female  wit  of  the  days  of  Pope ;  benefac- 
tress of  the  species;  irritating  satirist 
of  the  circles.  Thou  didst  err  for  want 
of  a  little  more  heart, — perhaps  for  want 
of  finding  enough  in  others,  or  for  loss  of 
thy  mother  in  infancy, — but  thy  loss  was 
our  gain,  for  it  gained  us  thy  books,  and 
thy  inoculation.  Thy  poems  are  little, 
being  but  a  little  wit  in  rhyme,  vers  de 
societe ;  but  thy  prose  is  much,  — admirable, 
better  than  acute,  idiomatical,  off-hand, 
conversational  without  inelegance,  fresh 
as  the  lauerh  on  the  young  cheek,  and  full 
of  brain.  The  conventional  show  of  things 
could  not  deceive  thee :  pity  wks  it  that 
thou  didst  not  see  a  little  farther  into  the 
sweets  of  things  unconventional,  — of  faith 
in  the  heart,  as  well  as  in  the  blood  and 
good  sense !  Lovable,  indeed,  thou  wert 
not,  whatever  thou  mightst  have  been 
rendered;  but  admirable  thou  wert,  and 
ever  wilt  thou  be  thought  so,  as  long  as 
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eth  straight-forward,  and  sense 
la  hath  a  charm.  — Hunt,  Leigh, 
fen,  Women  and  Books,  vol,   ii, 

«ady  Mary  Wortley  lived  in  the 
heathen  Greece  or  Rome,  such 
B  she  performed  in  the  introduc- 
inoculation,  would  have  enrolled 
I  among  the  deities  who  have  ben- 
nkind.  But  in  Christian  England, 
^e  land,  on  which  she  bestowed 
ital  blessing,  and  through  it,  to 
3ople  of  the  West,  what  has  been 
mpense?  We  read  of  princely 
nts  bestowed  by  the  British  gov- 
upon  great  generals;  of  titles 
1  and  pensions  granted,  through 
generations,  to  those  who  have 
iheir  country;-  of  monuments 
by  the  British  people  to  states- 
warriors,  and  even  to  weak  and 
3  princes;  but  where  is  the 
nonument  to  Lady  Mary  Wortley 
?  Is  it  in  Westminster  Abbey? 
;  been  only  by  the  private  bounty 
an  that  her  good  deed  has  a  rec- 
n  the  pages  of  history,  and  in 
Is  of  medicine,  the  name  of  Lady 
must  find  its  place ;  but  should 
mi  be  proud  to  honor  her  noble 
,  whose  memory,  from  royal  pal- 
auper's  hut,  ought  to  be  held  in 
affection? — Hale,  Sarah  J., 
'.,  The  Letters  of  Lady  Mary 
Montagu,  Memoir,  p,  xvii. 

ibt  whether  at  any  moment  of  his 
Wortley  was  a  loving  and  aflfec- 
husband.  So  far  as  we  can 
is  character,  he  appears  to  have 
m  of  shrewd  good  sense,  upright 
irable,  but  of  a  mean  and  penuri- 
e,  which  after  his  father's  death, 
the  possible  million  of  which  he 
sessed  loomed  in  the  distance, 
n  all-absorbing  passion.  In  the 
;he  **wits,"  Lady  Mary  was  re- 
mean  ;  in  the  eyes  of  her  hus- 
i  was  extravagant.  —  Dilke, 
Went  WORTH,  1861-75,  Lady 
Hley  Montagu,  The  Papers  of  a 
1. 1,  p.  354. 

imbers  of  the  very  exclusive  Kit- 
assembled  in  council  at  the  com- 
it  of  the  London  Season,  1698, 
ite  the  lady  who  should  be  their 
boast  for  the  current  year — have 
iired  name  inscribed  upon  their 


drinking-glasses,  and  her  portrait  painted 
in  Kit-Kat  fashion, — were  considerably 
puzzled  for  a  choice;  when  the  Earl  of 
Dorchester,  afterwards  Duke  of  Kingston, 
suggested  the  eldest  of  his  three  daugh- 
ters, the  Lady  Mary  Pierrepont.  This 
proposition  being  demurred  to,  inasmuch 
as  the  said  Lady  Mary  Pierrepont  was  per- 
sonally unknown  to  the  members  of  the 
club,  the  Earl  volunteered  to  go  at  once 
and  bring  her  there  for  approval.  He 
soon  returned,  bringing  with  him  a  beau- 
tiful child  of  about  eight  years  of  age, 
the  Lady  Mary  in  question,  who  was  re- 
ceived with  acclamation,  declared  the 
toast  of  the  year,  and  remained  through- 
out the  banquet,  receiving  the  compliments 
and  caresses  of  the  members  with  a  de- 
lightful ease  far  more  womanly  than  child- 
like,— so  early  responsive  to  opportunity 
was  her  gay  coquetry  of  nature.  The 
emotions  of  gratified  vanity  excited  upon 
this  occasion  left  an  indelible  impression 
on  her  mind.  ''Pleasure  were  too  poor  a 
word,"  she  exclaims,  **to  express  my 
sensations:  never  again  throughout  my 
life  have  I  spent  so  happy  a  day. ' '  There 
is  an  unconscious  self-revelation  in  these 
few  words  rarely  observable  in  her  lady- 
ship's clever  and  elaborate  correspondence 
with  all  its  artistic  confidences,  and  here 
and  there  apparent  abandon. — Russell, 
William,  1864,  Extraordinary  Woftien, 
p.  143. 

Whatever  esteem  we  may  feel  for  the 
talents  and  merits,  whatever  toleration  we 
may  be  inclined  to  extend  over  the  eccen- 
tricities and  audacities,  of  such  women 
as  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague,  it  is  the 
rankest  and  most  nauseous  cant  of  hypo- 
critical chivalry  to  pretend  that  they  have 
aright  to  expect  the  same  tender  and  rev- 
erent forbearance  which  all  but  the  vilest 
of  men  and  subscribers  feel  for  "any 
woman,  womanly." — Swinburne,  Alger- 
non Charles,  1886,  Miscellanies,  p.  42. 

The  fact  seems  to  have  been  that  Lady 
Mary,  like  many  of  the  men  of  the  eight- 
eenth century,  had  developed  the  intellec- 
tual and  practical  side  of  her  nature  at  the 
expense  of  the  emotions.  There  is  no 
proof  that  she  was  ever  in  love  with  any- 
one but  her  husband ;  and  her  affection 
for  him  began  in  intellectual  companion- 
ship, and  consisted  to  a  considerable  extent 
in  respect,  with  a  touch  of  fear.  Her 
love-letters  are  full  of  business  details, 
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plain  speaking,  and  close  reasoning.  Her 
lover  gives  her  up  rather  than  violate  his 
principles  as  to  marriage  settlements,  and 
she  heartily  approves  him.  All  this  is 
very  sensible,  but  it  is  hardly  the  note  of 
passion,  even  allowing  for  the  undemon- 
strative character  of  the  age.  Family 
affection  was  not  strongly  developed  in 
Lady  Mary :  her  father's  death  leaves  little 
impression  on  her.  He  had  neglected  her ; 
why  should  she  mourn  for  him  ?  Her  re- 
ligion, again,  was  the  Whig  Christianity  of 
the  day,  the  moderately  rationalistic,  tol- 
erant half-deism  of  the  Georgian  Bishops ; 
she  never  speaks  but  with  contempt  of 
past  mystics  or  present  Methodists. 
Patriotism  had  little  hold  on  her— she  was 
cosmopolitan ;  and  though  English  defeats 
galled  her  a  little,  English  victories  left 
her  cold.  All  her  failings — coarseness 
of  phrase,  coldness  of  feeling,  want 
of  consideration  in  the  use  of  her  wit, 
even  the  slovenliness  of  dress  into  which 
she  fell — are  the  faults  of  a  nature  too 
merely  intellectual.  One  may  say  that 
she  was  all  her  days  a  traveller,  regarding 
the  world  of  life  as  she  did  the  lands 
through  which  she  journeyed.  The  joys 
of  existence  were  but  the  chance  of  a  fine 
day,  or  a  good  inn  on  the  road ;  its  griefs 
but  the  breaking  of  a  wheel,  the  discom- 
fort of  a  hovel — all  alike  to  be  borne 
with  quietly,  because  they  would  be  gone 
and  almost  forgotten  to-morrow.  Friends, 
relations  even,  were  but  travelling-com- 
panions— here  to-day,  gone  to-morrow. — 
Ropes,  Arthur  R.,  1892,  ed.,  Lady  Mary 
Worthy  Montagu^  Select  Passages  from 
Her  Letter Sy  Introduction,  p.  30. 

There  is  in  Litchfield  Cathedral  a  ceno- 
taph representing  Beauty  weeping  the  loss 
of  her  Preserver ;  it  was  placed  there  by 
some  grateful  person  to  perpetuate  the 
memory  of  the  Lady  Mary's  benevolence 
in  introducing  inoculation ;  and  I  think  it 
is  the  only  eulogy  to  be  found  on  any 
memorial  tablet  of  this  strange,  witty, 
beautiful,  indiscreet,  studious,  unhappy, 
disappointed  woman. — Mitchell,  Donald 
G.,  1895,  English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings. 

The  lady  who  bears  in  English  literature 
the  courtesy  title  of  '*Lady  Mary,"  with- 
out any  necessary  addition,  was,  oddly 
enough,  connected  with  Evelyn  by  blood 
and  with  Pepys  by  marriage. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  History  of 
English  LiteraiurCy  p.  642. 


POEMS 

The  letters  of  Gold,  and  the  curions 
illumining  of  the  Sonnets,  were  not  a 
greater  token  of  respect  than  what  I  have 
paid  to  your  Eclogues ;  they  lie  inclosed  in 
a  monument  of  red  Turkey,  written  in  my 
fairest  hand ;  the  gilded  leaves  are  opened 
with  no  less  veneration  than  the  pages  of 
the  Sibyls ;  like  them,  locked  up  and  con- 
cealed from  all  profane  eyes,  none  but  my 
own  have  beheld  these  sacred  remains  of 
yourself ;  and  I  should  think  it  as  great  a 
wickedness  to  divulge  them,  as  to  scatter 
abroad  the  ashes  of  my  ancestors. — Pope, 
Alexander,  1717,  Letter  to  Lady  Mary 
Worthy  Montagu, 

The  town  is  an  owl,  if  it  don*t  like  Lady 
Mary,  and  I  am  surprised  at  it ;  we  here 
are  owls  enough  to  think  her  eclogues 
very  bad ;  but  that  I  did  not  wonder  at, — 
Gray,  Thomas,  1751,  Letter  to  Horace 
Walpole;  Works,  ed.  Gosse,  vol.  il,  p.  222. 

Of  her  poetical  talents  it  may  be  ob- 
served, that  they  were  usually  commanded 
by  particular  occasions,  and  that  when 
she  had  composed  stanzas,  as  any  incident 
suggested  them,  little  care  was  taken 
afterwards ;  and  she  disdained  the  scrupu- 
lous labour,  by  which  Pope  acquired  a 
great  degree  of  his  peculiar  praise.  But 
it  should  be  remembered,  that  the  ore  is 
equally  sterling,  although  it  may  not  re- 
ceive the  highest  degree  of  polish  of  which 
it  is  capable.  She  attempted  no  poem  of 
much  regularity  or  extent.  In  the  *  'Tot^ti 
Eclogues,"  which  is  the  longest,  a  few 
illegitimate  rhymes  and  feeble  expletives 
will  not  escape  the  keen  eye  of  a  critic. 
The  epistle  of  Arthur  Gray  has  true 
Ovidian  tenderness,  the  ballads  are  elegant, 
and  the  satires  abound  in  poignant 
sarcasms,  and  just  refiections  on  the  folly 
and  vices  of  those  whom  she  sought  to 
stigmatize.  There  is  little  doubt,  but  that 
if  Lady  Mary  had  applied  herself  wholly 
to  poetry,  a  near  approximation  to  the 
rank  of  her  contemporary  bards  would 
have  been  adjudged  to  her,  by  impartial 
posterity.— Dalla WAY,  J.,  1803,  ed..  The 
Works  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu, 
Memoirs,  vol.  i,  p.  97. 

She  was  an  extraordinary  woman ;  she 
could  translate  Epictetus,  and  yet  write  a 
song  worthy  of  Aristippus. — BYRONyLoRD, 
1821,  A  Second  Letter  on  Bowlegs  Sri^ 
tures  on  Pope,  note. 

She   had  beauty  for  the   fashionable^ 
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satire  for  the  witty,  knowledge  for  the 
learned,  and  intelligence  for  the  politician. 
She  was  not  too  refined  to  shrink  from 
what  we  now  consider  the  coarseness  of 
that  time.  Many  of  her  verses  themselves 
are  scarcely  adapted  for  our  decorous 
pages.— Bagehot,  Walter,  1862,  Lady 
Mary  Wortley  Montagu^  Works^  ed.  Mor- 
gan^ vcl.  ly  p,  374. 

How  coarsely,  and  even  lewdly,  she 
herself  could  write  is  proved  in  the 
"Epistle  from  Arthur  Grey,  the  Foot- 
man ;"  a  composition  which  a  penny  street 
ballad-monger  would  now  blush  to  own ; 
and  added  to  its  offences  against  decency 
is  the  cruelty  of  holding  up  the  poor  lady, 
whose  notoriety  was  already  sufficiently 
dreadful,  to  further  ribaldry.  Nor  does 
this  poem  stand  alone;  the  "Town  Ec- 
logues" and  others  of  her  fugitive  pieces 
are  almost  equally  gross. —Baker,  H. 
Barton,  1877,  A  Representative  Lady  qf 
the  Last  Century,  The  GenUemarCs  Maga- 
zine, vol.  241,  p.  86. 

If  some  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Mon- 
tagu's "Town  Eclogues"  were  attributed 
to  Pope  and  Gay,  and  by  them  not  dis- 
claimed, the  circumstance  may  be  taken 
as  proof  that  her  verse  was  thought  very 
good,  in  its  day.  It  was  by  no  means 
equal  to  her  prose,  nevertheless  it  sparkled 
with  a  considerable  amount  of  satirical 
wit,  as  indeed  anything  from  her  pen  could 
hardly  fail  to  do.  .  .  .  Save  for 
certain  of  the  graces  which  adorn  our 
modem  vers  de  soeiiti,  her  poems  have  not 
much  about  them  to  please  the  modem 
taste.— Robertson,  Eric  S.,  1883,  Eng- 
lish Poetesses,  pp.  37,  47. 

In  many  respects,  though  hard  and 
mannish  in  temper,  Lady  Mary  was  eminent 
for  width  of  view  and  for  a  mind  open  to 
the  whole  intellectual  horizon.  Her 
"Town  Eclogues,"  printed  in  1716  in 
heroic  verse,  are  so  rich  and  sparkling 
that  they  almost  place  Lady  Mary  among 
the  poets,  but  they  are  of  astounding 
freedom  of  thought  and  language. — GossE, 
Edmund,  1888,  A  History  qf  Eighteenth 
Century  Literature,  p.  205. 

LETTERS 

The  publication  of  these  letters  will  be 
an  immortal  monument  to  the  memory  of 
Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu,  and  will 
shew,  as  long  as  the  English  language 
endures,  the  sprightliness  of  her  wit,  the 
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solidity  of  her  judgment,  the  elegance  of 
her  taste,  and  the  excellence  of  her  real 
character.  These  letters  are  so  bewitch- 
ingly  entertaining  that  we  defy  the  most 
phlegmatic  man  on  earth  to  read  one  with- 
out going  through  with  them,  or,  after 
finishing  the  third  volume,  not  to  wish 
there  was  twenty  more  of  them. — Smol- 
lett, Tobias  George,  1763,  Oritieal  Re- 
view. 

They  have  entertained  me  very  much. 
What  fire,  what  ease,  what  knowledge  of 
Europe  and  of  Asia !  Her  account  of  the 
manners  of  the  Turkish  women  is  indeed 
different  from  any  thing  we  have  yet  seen. 
— Gibbon,  Edward,  1764,  Private  Letters. 

The  letters  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Mon- 
tague are  not  unworthy  of  being  named 
after  those  of  Madame  de  Sevign6.  They 
have  much  of  the  French  ease  and 
vivacity ;  and  retain  more  the  character 
of  agreeable  epistolary  style,  than  perhaps 
any  letters  which  have  appeared  in  the 
English  language. — Blair,  Hugh,  1783, 
Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and  BeUes-Lettres,  ed. 
MiUs,  Lecture  xxxvii. 

Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague  is  a  re- 
markable instance  of  an  author  nearly  lost 
to  the  nation :  she  is  only  known  to  pos- 
terity by  a  chance  publication ;  for  such 
were  her  famous  Turkish  letters,  the 
manuscript  of  which  her  family  once  pur- 
chased with  an  intention  to  suppress,  but 
they  were  fmstrated  by  a  transcript.  The 
more  recent  letters  were  reluctantly  ex- 
tracted out  of  the  family  trunks,  and  sur- 
rendered in  exchange  for  certain  family 
documents,  which  had  fallen  into  the  hands 
of  a  bookseller.  Had  it  depended  on  her 
relatives,  the  name  of  Lady  Mary  had  only 
reached  us  in  the  satires  of  Pope.  The 
greater  part  of  her  epistolary  correspond- 
ence was  destroyed  by  her  mother  ( ?) ; 
and  what  that  good  and  Gothic  lady  spared, 
was  suppressed  by  the  hereditary  aus- 
terity of  rank,  of  which  her  family  was 
too  susceptible.  The  entire  correspond- 
ence of  this  admirable  writer  and  studious 
woman  (for  once,  in  pemsing  some  un- 
published letters  of  Lady  Mary's,  I 
discovered  that  ''she  had  been  in  the  habit 
of  reading  seven  hours  a  day  for  many 
years")  would  undoubtedly  have  exhibited 
a  fine  statue,  instead  of  the  torso  we  now 
possess ;  and  we  might  have  lived  with  her 
ladyship,  as  we  do  with  Madame  de 
S6vign6.— DiSRAEU,   Isaac,  1791-1824, 
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The  great  charm  of  her  letters  is  cer- 
tainly the  extreme  ease  and  facility  with 
which  every  thing  is  expressed,  the  brevity 
and  rapidity  of  her  representations,  and 
the  elegant  simplicity  of  her  diction. 
While  they  unite  almost  all  the  qualities 
of  a  good  style,  there  is  nothing  of  the 
professed  author  in  them:  nothing  that 
seems  to  have  been  composed,  or  to  have 
engaged  the  admiration  of  the  writer. 
She  appears  to  be  quite  unconscious  either 
of  merit  or  of  exertion  in  what  she  is 
doing;  and  never  stops  to  bring. out  a 
thought,  or  to  turn  an  expression,  with 
the  cunning  of  a  practised  rhetorician. — 
Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord,  1803-1844,  Lady 
Mary  Wortley  MarUagu,  Contributions  to 
the  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  iv,  p.  427. 

Are  lively  and  ingenious,  but  not  natural. 
— Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  1808,  Memoirs, 
ed.  MacHntoshy  Journal,  June  10,  p.  404. 

Her  letters  have  been  compared  with 
those  of  Madame  de  Sevign^,  but  they  do 
not  at  all  resemble  them.  The  latter  have 
a  calm,  quiet  interest,  a  sweetness,  an 
ingenuous  tenderness,  a  natural  simplicity, 
which  powerfully  recommend  them  to  us 
in  those  moments  when  we  ourselves  are 
calm  or  melancholy.  Lady  Montague's 
have  infinitely  more  nerve  and  vigour, 
excite  a  far  deeper  interest,  but  of  an 
equivocal  and  painful  cast,  and  while,  in 
a  certain  sense,  they  amuse  and  gratify, 
inspire  aversion  for  their  writer.  On 
the  other  hand,  Madame  de  SevignS  is  a 
person  whom  one  would  like  to  have 
known.  She  is  garrulous,  she  frequently 
repeats  herself;  but  it  is  maternal  love 
which  causes  the  error.  In  one  word,  we 
admire  the  talents  of  Lady  Montague,  but 
we  love  the  character  of  Madame  de 
SevignS.— St.  John,  James  Augustus, 
1830,  The  Lives  of  Celebrated  Travellers, 
vol.  II,  p.  100. 

Lady  Mary  wrote  admirable  letters; 
letters — not  dissertations,  nor  sentimental 
effusions,  nor  strings  of  witticisms,  but 
real  letters ;  such  as  any  person  of  plain 
sense  would  be  glad  to  receive.  Her 
style,  though  correct  and  perspicuous, 
was  unstudied,  natural,  flowing,  spirited ; 
she  never  used  an  unnecessary  word,  nor 
a  phrase  savouring  of  affectation;  but 
still  she  meant  to  write  well,  and  was 
conscious  of  having  succeeded. — Stuart, 


Lady  Louisa,  1837,  The  Letters  and 
Works  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montoffu, 
ed.  Lord  WTiarndiffe,  Introductory  Anec- 
dotes, vol.  I,  p.  109. 

We  cannot  but  suspect,  also,  that  every 
reperusal  of  Lady  Mary's  "Letters"  will 
tend  to  a  doubt  whether  her  merit  has  not 
been  somewhat  exaggerated.  When  they 
first  appeared,  a  traveller  and  an  author 
of  Lady  Mary's  rank  and  sex  was  a  double 
wonder — which  was  much  increased  by 
Lady  Mary's  personal  circumstances,  and 
by  the  vivacity,  spirit,  and  boldness  of 
her  pen.  But  now  that  the  extraneous 
sources  of  admiration  have  run  dry,  we 
confess  that  the  intrinsic  value  of  the  let- 
ters seems  less  striking ;  and  that  if  we 
were  to  deduct  from  Lady  Mary's 
pleasantry  and  wit,  those  passages  which 
a  respectable  woman  ought  not,  perhaps, 
to  have  written,  we  should  very  consider- 
ably reduce  her  claims  to  literary 
eminence.  The  additional  letters  now 
produced  will  add  little  to  L^dy  Mary's 
fame,  and  take  little  from  her  reputation. 
They  exhibit  her  neither  wittier  nor  looser 
than  she  was  already  known  to  be — on  the 
contrary,  the  pleasantry  and  the  coarse- 
ness being  diluted  as  it  were,  by  a  large 
addition  of  very  commonplace  matter,  the 
peculiarities  of  Lady  Mary  appear  on  the 
whole,  we  think,  less  pungent  than  in  the 
earlier  editions. — Crokbr,  John  Wil- 
son, 1837,  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu's 
Letters,  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  58,  p.  148. 

The  best  and  truest  type  of  English 
character  is  exhibited  in  the  letters  of 
Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu;  in  which 
are  found  united  practical  good  sense, 
candour,  honesty,  and  truth,  combined 
with  a  noble  self-sacrifice  for  the  object 
of  her  love.  The  best  love-letters  by  far 
are  those  written  by  women. — ^Martel, 
Charles,  1859,  ed.,  Love-Letters  rf  Emi- 
nent Persons,  Second  ed.,  p.  vi. 

One  great  charm  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley 
Montagu's  letters,  is  their  being  perfectly 
natural :  but  then,  it  is  a  shrewd,  think- 
ing, sensible  woman  who  is  natural,  not 
an  ordinary  being.  On  whatever  subject 
she  touches,  we  see  that  she  has  the 
grandeur  of  mind  to  rise  above  art.— 
Thomson,  Katharine  (Grace  Wharton), 
1862,  The  Literature  (f  Society,  vol.  n, 
p.  233. 

Lady  Mary  made  good  use  of  her  posi- 
tion in  the  front  of  the  herd  of  tourists; 


LADY  MARY  WORTLEY  MONTAGU 


467 


she  told  us  what  she  saw  in  Turkey, — all 
the  best  of  what  she  saw,  and  all  the  most 
remarkable  things, — and  told  it  very  well. 
— Bagbhot,  Walter,  1862,  Lady  Mary 
Wortley  Montagu,  Works,  ed.  Morgan, 
vol.  I,  p.  380. 


iCU". 


Keep  my  letters,"  she  writes  to  one 
of  her  correspondents,  "they  will  be  as 
good  as  Madame  de  S6vign6's  forty  years 
hence;"  and  her  prediction  has  been 
amply  fulfilled.  It  has  been  alleged 
that  the  essential  difference  between 
these  two  celebrated  letter-writers  is  this, 
that  "the  Frenchwoman  speaks  out  of  the 
abundance  of  her  heart,  and  the  English- 
woman out  of  the  clearness  of  her  head.** 
— Seton,  George,  1870,  Gossip  abovi 
Letters  and  Letter-Writers,  p.  48. 

It  is  impossible  to  admire  too  much  the 
grace,  ease,  and  liveliness  that  breathe 
through  these  charming  letters.  The 
idiomatic  purity  and  simplicity  of  the 
language  attests,  in  conjunction  with  these 
qualities,  the  fundamental  simplicity  of 
the  lady's  character.  A  thread  of  sound 
English  sense,  too,  seems  to  be  carried 
through  the  whole  literary  product,  and 
seems  to  be  the  principal  prop  whereby  it 
is  supported. — Keegan,  P.  Q.,  1877,  ilfr«. 
Luq^  Hutchinson  and  Ladg  Mary  Wort- 
ley  Montagu,  Victoria. 

Her  rank  as  the  best  letter-writer  of 
her  sex  in  English  is  undisputed. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1886,  Specimens  of  Eng- 
lish Prose  Style,  p.  174. 

If  one  looks  in  Lady  Mary's  letters  for 
scandal  and  coarseness,  for  occasional 
flippancy  and  an  affectation  of  cynicism, 
these  blemishes  are  easily  discovered: 
they  were  faults  of  her  time,  training,  and 
circumstances.  The  breadth  of  view, 
freedom  from  prejudice,  and  intelligent 
observation  also  to  be  found  there,  the 
touches  of  serious  thought  and  tenderness 
which  slip  out,  as  it  were,  almost  against 
the  writer's  will,  may  fairly  be  credited 
to  herself.  The  extracts  from  the  letters 
given  here  have  been  chosen  rather  to 
illustrate  her  disposition  than  her  intel- 
lect. Her  character  is  still  somewhat 
severely  judged,  but  no  one  calls  her  wit 
in  question  now. —  Mayer,  Gertrude 
TowNSHEND,  1894,  Women  of  Letters,  vol. 
I,  p.  161. 

Yet  the  last,  and  crowning  element  in 
her  own  genius,  and  therefore  in  her  own 


style,  was  her  truthfulness  to  herself,  to 
her  foibles  and  to  her  convictions.  She 
was  one  of  those  born  to  talk,  with 
tongue  or  with  pen;  and  never  did  her 
self-knowledge  boil  over  so  uncontrollably 
as  when  accident  led  her  to  study,  and  of 
course  to  comment  on,  the  system  of 
"LaTrappe."  She  had  seen  too  much, 
and  knew  too  much,  to  be  naive;  but 
though  she  could  philosophise  very  reason- 
ably and  very  effectively  on  the  training 
and  disciplining  of  the  mind,  she  was  not 
afraid  of  betraying  the  contradictions  in 
her  own  nature.  This  frankness  of  feel- 
ing, to  which  her  gay  but  not  dishevelled 
spontaneity  of  utterance  corresponded, 
makes  her  always  good  company;  it  is 
only  in  her  earliest  letters  that  there 
linger  traces  of  the  affectation  rarely 
absent  altogether  from  the  writings  of 
the  young.  The  humour  of  het  Turkish 
and  later  letters  has  a  true  ring.  And, 
although  few  women  (whether  literary  or 
other)  have  suffered  more  than  she 
suffered,  in  part,  may  be,  through  the 
vivacity  of  her  own  temper  and  the  free- 
dom of  her  own  pen, — she  had  a  brave 
heart ;  and  her  high  spirit,  like  all  quali- 
ties which  are  of  rarer  growth,  faithfully 
reflects  itself  in  the  current  of  her  style. 
—Ward,  Adolphus  William,  1894,  Eng- 
lish Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  in,  p.  601. 

She  lacks,  perhaps,  some  of  the  finer 
graces  of  style ;  but  her  letters  have  that 
one  supreme  charm,  beyond  all  other  let- 
ters ever  published,  or  ever  written  per- 
haps— they  are  herself.  Take  up  her 
volumes  and  you  see  not  only — or  chiefly 
—-the  chameleon  world  she  portray^,  but 
the  woman  who  portrays  it.  There  she 
is,  with  her  stout,  shrewd,  wise  old  face, 
looking  at  you  through  the  pages.  Are 
you  a  humbug  of  any  kind  ?  Be  sure  Mary 
has  found  you  out,  as  she  found  out  the 
little  weak  points  of  St.  John  Lord  Boling- 
broke,  Samuel  Richardson,  the  great  dean 
of  St '  Patrick's,  and  the  false  prudes  of 
society.  She  will  quarrel  with  you— for 
sixpence.  She  will  tell  you  a  jolly,  im- 
prudent, scandalous  story  before  she  has 
known  you  five  minutes;  and  laugh  that 
loud,  candid  laugh  of  hers  at  quite  a 
doubtful  joke.  Mention  the  immortal 
name  of  a  little  crooked  poet,  and  the  old 
eyes  will  flash  fire,  hate,  and  rage;  and 
the  name  of  his  Britannic  Majesty's 
Ambassador  to  the  Porte,  and  there  will 
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come  a  something  on  the  old  face  that  will 
warn  yon  that  Mary  knows  how  to  hold 
that  imprudent  tongue  of  hers  sometimes, 
and  on  one  subject  at  least  to  keep  the 
world  at  bay.  She  has  been  dead — is  it  a 
hundred  years? — with  a  fine  cenotaph  to 
her  memory  in  Litchfield  Cathedral ;  and  as 
she  stands  beside  you,  you  can  hear  her  old 
heart  still  beating  life,  fight  and  courage. 
You  can  see  the  human  sadness  underneath 
the  twinkle  in  the  eyes,  and  remember 
how  she  is  all  her  life  battling  the  demon 
Melancholy,  and  vanquishing  him,  and 
laughing  at  him  prostrate,  and  fighting 
and  vanquishing  him  again,  when  he  gets 
up,  newly  arm^  (as  he  always  does),  the 
next  day  or  the  day  after  that.  The  firm 
mouth  will  soften  into  a  rare  tenderness 
at  the  mention  of  her  Ladyship  of  Bute. 
Who  is  it  says  that  Mary  is  close-fisted 
about  money,  careless  about  person  and 
reputation,  malignant,  shameless,  vile? 
What  does  it  matter  who  says  it?  When 
you  read  the  letters  you  look  up  at  her, 
not  doubting,  and  lean  across  a  century 
to  take  her  hand. — Tallentyre,  S.  G., 
1899,  Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu,  Long- 
marCs  Magazine. 

GENERAL 

It  requires  but  small  familiarity  with 
the  originals  of  the  private  correspondence 
of  those  days,  to  perceive  that  Lady 
Mary's  standards  of  delicacy  and  propriety 
were  simply  those  of  her  time.  Even  in 
the  present  day  considerable  differences 
on  these  points  are  observable  among 
nations  equally  civilised ;  and  wonderment 
at  the  unconsciousness  betrayed  by  the 
one  of  the  feeling  of  the  other,  is  fre- 
quently to  be  found  on  both  sides.  In  the 
gradual  change  of  manners  the  English 
people  of  Lady  Mary's  time  have  become 
to  us,  in  some  degree,  as  aliens  and  ob- 
jects of  curious  observation,  whose  points 
of  divergence  from  our  standards  it  is  in 


like  manner  hard  to  forgive.  It  is  not 
of  course  pretended  that  good  morals  are 
dependent  upon  time  or  place;  but  we 
may  learn  at  least  from  these  analogies 
that  it  is  unwise  to  expect  that  any  men 
or  women  should  in  these  matters  be  far 
above  the  spirit  of  the  society  in  which  it 
is  their  lot  to  live.— Thomas,  W.  Moy, 
1861,  ed.,  Thd  Letters  and  Works  of  Lady 
Mary  Wortley  Montagu,  Prrfaee,  vol.  u  p.  vii. 

Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montague,  who  was 
in  her  time  "the  pink  of  fashion,"  and 
who  is  compared  to  Madame  de  S£vnig§, 
has  such  a  serious  mind,  such  a  decided 
style,  such  a  precise  judgment,  and  such 
a  harsh  sarcasm,  that  you  would  take  her 
for  a  man.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History 
(f  English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  voL 
II,  bk.  iii,  eh.  vii,  p.  203. 

There  is  little  to  be  said  about  Lady 
Mary  Wortley's  writings.  Her  life  and 
soul  and  curious  personality  live  in  her 
letters.  In  her  verses  there  is  only  the 
artificial  reflex  of  an  age  and  style  of  the 
highest  artificiality,  with  sparkles  of  wit, 
no  doubt,  and  full  of  the  wonderful  clear- 
ness of  a  keen-eyed,  quick,  observing 
woman  of  the  world.  But  she  too,  like 
most  other  persons  with  whom  one  comes 
in  contact  in  the  long  vistas  of  history,  is 
in  herself  more  interesting,  more  curious, 
a  thousand  times  closer  to  us,  than  any  of 
her  works.— OuPH ANT,  Margaret  O.W., 
1868,  Historical  Sketches  of  the  Reign  (( 
George  //.,  Blackwood^ s  Magazine,  vol. 
104,  p.  25. 

Her  intellect,  with  all  the  brightness  of 
steel,  had  also  its  hardness;  wit,  taste, 
and  breeding  she  possessed  in  abundance, 
but  she  had  little  heart,  and  wanting  nat- 
ural sensibility,  she  had  also  a  certain 
coarseness  of  moral  perception. — Court- 
hope,  WiLUAM  John,  1889,  The  Life  (f 
Alexander  Pope,  Pop€s  Wotrks,  eds.  Elvnn 
and  Courthqpe,  vol.  v,  p.  140. 


John  Byrom 

1692-1763 

John  Byrom  (1692-1763)  was  a  Manchester  man,  who  became  a  fellow  of  Trinity 
College,  Cambridge,  and  fell  in  love  with  the  daughter  of  the  great  Bentley.  A  melo- 
dious Pastoral,  celebrating  that  lady  under  the  name  of  Phebe,  was  printed  in  the 
605th  ''Spectator,"  and  is  the  best  known  of  Byrom's  writings.  He  became  a  physi- 
cian, and  then  a  professional  stenographer,  liking  to  describe  himself  as  ''Inventor 
of  the  Universal  English  Short-hand,"  and  a  votary  of  the  "Tachygraphic  Goddess." 
Late  in  life  he  became  deeply  impressed  by  the  views  of  the  religious  mystic.  Law, 
and  in  1751  he  versified  the  views  of  that  apostle  in  an  essay  in  heroic  rhyme,  entitled 
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lusiasm."  The  poems  of  Byrom  were  first  published  after  his  death,  in  two  vol- 
printed  at  Manchester  in  1773;  his  "Journals"  first  saw  the  light  in  1854-57. 
)rse  is  of  a  highly  miscellaneous  character ;  the  bulk  of  it  is  religious,  and  even 
ical ;  the  remainder  is  made  up  of  apologues,  epigrams,  epistles,  pastoral  songs, 
:ues  and  Lancashire  dialect,  tales  and  descriptions. — GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  A 
*y  of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature^  p.  214. 

a  fine.  As  Byrom  does  not  appear  to  have 
left  any  verses  to  justify  the  failure,  we 
may  perhaps  assume  that  the  omission  was 
not  due  to  any  final  whim  of  his  own.  He 
would  hardly  have  missed  such  a  chance 
for  a  poem.  Few  kindlier  men  have  been 
buried  either  in  woolen  or  linen. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1898,  Studies  of  a  Biog- 
rapher^  vol.  i,  p.  104. 


PERSONAL 

om's  is  a  figure  rather  curious  than 
le,  rather  amiable  than  striking, 
d  many  turns  and  accomplishments, 
any  holds  upon  life.  He  loved  learn- 
'or  instance,  and  had  scholarship 
:h  to  write  with  point  upon  scholarly 
3ts.  Again,  it  is  certain  that  he 
I  man  who  could  love ;  for  he  gave 
medicine  and  the  chance  of  medical 
irs  merely  to  follow  up  and  win  the 
he  was  wooing  to  wife.  Then,  as 
le  Weston's  successful  rival,  the 
er  who  had  improved  upon  Weston's 
jTstem,  and  had  Hoadley  and  Chester- 
for  his  pupils,  he  was  keenly  inter- 
in  stenography,  and  not  only  lectured 

to  his  classes  (his  lectures,  by  the 
are  said  to  have  been  full  of  matter 
f  wit),  but  read  papers  about  it  be- 
the  Royal  Society.  Also,  he  was 
isly  versed  in  theology  and  philosoph- 
[ivinity;  he  held  advanced  opinions 
e  dogmas  of  predestination  and  im- 

righteousness ;  he  is  known  for  a 
•le  of  William  Law,  a  student  of  Male- 
he  and   Madame  Bourignon,  a  fol- 

of  Jacob  Boehmen,  for  whose  sake 
arned  German,  and  some  of  whose 
irse  he  was  at  the  pains  of  running 
Inglish  verse.  And  above  all  was  he 
ted  to  letters  and  the  practice  of 

he  was  pleased  to  think  poetry. 
0  this,  that  he  was  a  good  and  cbeer- 
Iker,  whose  piety  was  not  always  pun- 

(**Hic  jacet  Doctor  Byfield,  volatilis 
tandem  fixus**),  but  who  was  cap- 
m  occasion  of  right  and  genuine  epi- 
,  and  the  picture  is  complete.  As 
led  in  it,  Byrom  is  the  very  type  and 
aation  of  the  ingenious  amateur. — 
EY,  William  Ernest,  1880,  English 
,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  Ill,  p.  230. 

facobite,  a  mystic,  a  shorthand  pun- 
i  physician,  and  a  very  interesting 
n.— Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  So- 
Tngland,  ed,  Traill,  vol.  v,  p.  80. 

died  a  few  years  later  (1763).  He 
lot  buried  as  the  law  directed,  in 
)n.     His  executors  had  to  pay  £5  as 


GENERAL 

Read  Dr.  Byrom's  poems.  He  has  all 
the  wit  and  humour  of  Dr.  Swift,  together 
with  much  more  learning,  a  deep  and 
strong  understanding,  and  above  all  a  seri- 
ous vein  of  piety.  A  few  things  in  the 
second  volume  are  taken  from  Jacob  Beh- 
men,  to  whom  I  object.  But  setting  these 
things  aside,  we  have  some  of  the  finest 
sentiments  that  ever  appeared  in  the  En^c- 
lish  tongue ;  some  of  the  noblest  truths 
expressed  with  the  utmost  energy  of  lan- 
guage, and  the  strongest  colours  of  poetry. 
— Wesley,  John,  1773,  Journal. 

He  is  certainly  a  man  of  genius,  plunged 
deep  into  the  rankest  fanaticism.  His  poet- 
ical epistles  show  him  both. — Warburton, 
William,  1751-52,  Letter  to  Bishop  Hurd. 

Their  oddity  indeed  well  entitles  them 
to  the  room  which  they  fill.  This  writer 
has  been  compared  of  late  to  the  Spanish 
Friar,  Luys  de  Escobar,  for  the  manner 
of  which  he  treated  of  all  subjects  in  easy 
verse,  pouring  forth  extempore  lines  upon 
any  thing  which  came  in  his  way;  his 
opinion  of  one  sermon,  his  abstract  of 
another,  the  Passive  Participle's  Petition 
to  the  Printer  of  the  Gentleman's  Maga- 
zine ;  remarks  on  any  book  or  pamphlet  of 
the  day ;  critical  remarks  on  several  pas- 
sages in  Horace,  in  which  various  readings 
are  proposed  in  rhyme,  versification  of 
collects,  and  of  passages  from  his  favour- 
ite divines  Law  and  Jacob  Behmen !  His 
head  seems  to  have  been  a  rhyming 
machine  which  fell  to  work  upon  whatever 
came  into  it.  One  poem  entitled ' '  Careless 
Content"  is  so  perfectly  in  the  manner  of 
Elizabeth's  age,  that  we  can  hardly  believe 
it  to  be  an  imitation,  but  are  almost  dis- 
posed to  think  that  Byrom  had  transcribed 
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it  from  some  old  author,  and  that  the 
transcript  being  found  among  his  papers, 
was  printed  among  his  works. — Southey, 
Robert,  1814,  CMlmers'B  English  PoetSy 
Quarterly  Review,  vol.  11,  p.  491. 

And  now  we  come  upon  a  strange  little 
well  in  the  desert.  Few  flowers  indeed 
shine  upon  its  brink,  and  it  flows  with  a 
somewhat  unmusical  ripple:  it  is  a  well 
of  the  water  of  life  notwithstanding,  for 
its  song  tells  of  the  love  and  truth  which 
are  the  grand  power  of  God.  .  .  . 
Here  we  have  yet  again  a  mystical  thread 
running  radiant  athwart  both  warp  and 
woof  of  our  poetic  web;  the  mystical 
thinker  will  ever  be  found  the  reviver  of 
religious  poetry;  and  although  some  of 
the  seed  had  come  from  afar  l^th  in  time 
and  space,  Byrom's  verse  is  of  indigenous 
growth.  Much  of  the  thought  of  the 
present  day  will  be  found  in  his  verses. 
— Macdonald,  George,  1868,  EnglancCs 
ArUiphon,  p.  287. 

Possessed  of  great  wit  and  rich  humor, 
he  is  the  author  of  some  of  our  best  epi- 
grams; and  his  poems  run  through  all 
styles  and  subjects,  ''from  grave  to  gay, 
from  lively  to  severe."  He  wrote  verse 
carelessly  and  with  great  fluency,  pub- 
lished next  to  nothing,  and  was  utterly 
indifferent  to  reputation ;  had  he  chosen, 
he  might  have  won  high  poetic  rank.  As 
it  is,  one  or  two  hymns  and  several  lighter 
pieces  from  his  pen  are  still  well  known : 
and  the  fortunate  possessor  of  his  some- 
what scarce  "Poems"  will  find  in  them 
much  to  amuse,  to  edify,  and  to  instruct. 
.  .  .  One-half  his  poems  are  distinc- 
tively religious :  the  thought  in  these  be- 
longs rather  to  our  time  than  to  that  in 
which  he  lived.  Often  free,  it  is  always 
reverent,  and  generally  sound ;  his  pages, 
besides  the  wholesome  flavor  of  a  genial 
personality,  are  informed  by  an  ardent 
and  yet  a  reasoning  faith.  Among  the 
English  authors  who  have  fallen  short  of 
absolute  greatness,  there  is  perhaps  none 
who  better  deserves,  or  is  likely  longer 
to  retain,  honorable  mention  and  kindly 
remembrance. —Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A 
Manual  qf  Bhglish  LiteraturCy  p,  311. 

John  Byrom  had  considerable  merits, 
both  as  a  man  and  an  author ;  but  there  is 
a  certain  absurdity  about  him  in  both 
capacities  which  rather  mars  them.  .  .  . 
At  the  early  age  of  twenty-three,  Byrom 
wrct*.   a  Dastoral    entitled    **Colin    and 


Phoebe,"  or,  as  he  generally  terms  it, 
from  its  first  line:  "My  time,  0  ye 
Muses,  &c.,"  which  had  the  honour  of 
being  inserted  in  the  eighth  volume  of  the 
"Spectator,"  with  the  complimentary 
remark  of  the  editor,  "It  is  so  original, 
that  I  do  not  much  doubt  it  will  divert  my 
readers."  It  is  a,  diverting  little  piece, 
prettily  conceived  and  smoothly  written, 
equal,  in  fact,  to  the  best  pastorals  of 
Shenstone  or  Philips,  and  nearly  equal  to 
those  of  Gay.  .  .  .  But,  after  all, 
Byrom's  lucid  intervals  are  rare  (that  is 
to  say  in  this  department ;  some  of  his 
hymns  are  good) ;  the  residuum  of  true 
poetry  in  his  metrical  essays  is  nearly 
drowned  amid  the  grotesque  and  prosaic 
doggerel  by  which  it  is  surrounded.  And 
the  admiration  in  which  his  verses  were 
held  by  men  of  undoubted  ability  can  only 
be  accounted  for  by  the  fact  that  Byrom 
wrote  in  an  age  singularly  barren  in  poetic 
genius.— Overton,  John  Henry,  1881, 
William  Law,  Nonjuror  and  MysHe,  pp. 
61,  363. 

One  Byrom,  born  in  1691,  has  left  sev- 
eral hymns,  which  are  more  remarkable 
for  their  metaphysics  than  their  melody. 
—Saunders,  Frederick,  1885,  Evenings 
vrith  the  Sacred  Poets,  p.  294. 

After  early  poverty,  he  lived  a  retired 
blameless  literary  life  on  his  property 
by  Manchester.  One  of  the  many  men  of 
strong  feeling  in  whom  faith  burned  like 
''a  hidden  flame"  through  the  eighteenth 
century. —  Palgrave,  Francis  Turner, 
1889,  ed.  The  Treasury  qf  Sacred  Song, 
p.  349,  Note. 

Byrom  wrote  rhyme  with  ease  and  on 
subjects  with  which  poetry  has  nothing 
to  do.— Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  ^ 
Pope,  p.  243. 

His  practice  of  throwing  every  possible 
subject  into  verse,  vety^-^^ft^a  of  the 
swinging  trisyllabic  kind,  of  whicE  he  was 
a  great  lover  and  a  very  clever  practi- 
tioner, has  not  improved  the  poetical  merit 
of  his  work ;  but  he  had  much  more  diffuse 
poetry  in  him  than  all  but  one  or  two  of 
his  contemporaries,  and  his  voluminous 
work,  which  has  had  the  good  fortune  to 
secure  two  admirable  editors,  is  singularly 
interesting  to  read,  and  furnishes  side- 
lights on  the  time  only  inferior  to  those 
of  the  greatest  memoir-writers. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  History  <f 
English  Literature,  p.  577. 
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1714-1763 

William  Shenstone  (1714-63),  born  at  the  Leasowes,  Hales  Owen,  Worcester- 
shire, studied  at  Pembroke  College,  Oxford,  in  1737  published  anonymously  **  Poems 
upon  various  Occasions,"  in  1741  **The  Judgment  of  Hercules,"  and  next  year  '*The 
Schoolmistress."  In  1745  he  succeeded  his  father  in  the  Leasowes.  His  success  in 
beautifying  his  little  domain  attracted  visitors  from  all  quarters,  and  brought  him 
more  fame  than  his  poetry,  but  involved  him  in  pecuniary  embarrassments.  ''The 
Schoolmistress"  has  secured  for  him  a  permanent  if  humble  place  among  English 
poets.  His  other  works  are  mostly  insignificant;  but  his  ''Pastoral  Ballad"  has 
touches  of  exquisite  tenderness.  See  Life  by  Dr.  Johnson  prefixed  to  Shenstone's 
"Essays  on  Men  and  Manners" (new  ed.  1868),  and  that  by  G.  GilfiUan  to  an  edition  of 
his  "Poems"  (1854).— Patrick  and  Gboome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical 
Dictionary^  p.  851. 


PERSONAL 

His  appearance  surprised  me,  for  he 
was  a  large,  heavy,  fat  man,  dressed  in 
white  clothes  and  silver  lace,  with  his 
gray  hairs  tied  behind  and  much  powdered, 
which,  added  to  his  shyness  and  reserve, 
was  not  at  first  prepossessing.  His  re- 
serve and  melancholy  (for  I  could  not  call 
it  pride)  abated  as  we  rode  along,  and  by 
the  time  we  left  him  at  the  Admiral's,  he 
became  good  company, — Garbett,  who 
knew  him  well,  having  whispered  him,  that 
though  we  had  no  great  name,  he  would 
find  us  not  common  men. — Carlyle, 
Alexander,  1758,  Autobiography,  ch.  ix. 

He  was  no  economist;  the  generosity 
of  his  temper  prevented  him  from  paying 
a  proper  regard  to  the  use  of  money :  he 
exceeded,  therefore,  the  bounds  of  his 
paternal  fortune,  which,  before  he  died, 
was  considerably  encumbered.  But  when 
one  recollects  the  perfect  paradise  he 
had  raised  around  him,  the  hospitality 
with  which  he  lived,  his  great  indulgence 
to  his  servants,  his  charities  to  the  indi- 
gent, and  all  done  with  an  estate  not  more 
than  three  hundred  pounds  a  year,  one 
should  rather  be  led  to  wonder  that  he 
left  anything  behind  him  than  to  blame 
his  want  of  economy.  He  left,  however, 
more  than  sufficient  to  pay  his  debts ;  and 
by  his  will  appropriated  his  whole  estate 
for  that  purpose.— DoDSLEY,  Richard, 
1764-69,  erf.  Shenston^s  WorJes,  Prrface. 

I  have  read  an  octave  volume  of 
Shenstone's  "Letters;"  poor  man!  He 
was  always  wishing  for  money,  for  fame, 
and  other  distinctions ;  and  his  whole  phi- 
losophy consisted  in  living  against  his  will 
in  retirement,  and  in  a  place  which  his 
taste  had  adorned,  but  which  he  only  en- 
joyed when  people  of  note  came  to  see 


and  commend  it.  His  correspondence  is 
about  nothing  else  but  this  place  and  his 
own  writings,  with  two  or  three  neigh- 
bouring clergymen,  who  wrote  verses  too. 
—Gray,  Thomas,  1769,  Letter  to  Mr. 
Nicholls,  June  24. 

The  pleasure  of  Shenstone  was  all  in 
his  eye ;  he  valued  what  he  valued  merely 
for  its  looks ;  nothing  raised  his  indigna- 
tion more  than  to  ask  if  there  were  any 
fishes  in  his  water.  ...  He  is  rep- 
resented by  his  friend  Dodsley  as  a  man 
of  great  tenderness  and  generosity,  kind 
to  all  who  were  within  his  infiuence,  but 
if  once  offended  not  easily  appeased ;  in- 
attentive to  economy,  and  careless  of  his 
expenses:  in  his  person  he  was  larger 
than  the  middle  size,  with  something: 
clumsy  in  his  form ;  very  negligent  of  his 
clothes,  and  remarkable  for  wearing  his 
grey  hair  in  a  particular  manner ;  for  he 
held  that  the  fashion  was  no  rule  of  dress, 
and  that  every  man  was  to  suit  his  appear- 
ance to  his  natural  form.  His  mind  was 
not  very  comprehensive,  nor  his  curiosity 
active ;  he  had  no  value  for  those  parts  of 
knowledge  which  he  had  not  himself  culti- 
vated.—Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Shen- 
stone, Lives  cfthe  English  Poets. 

Dr.  Warton,  in  his  "Essay  on  Pope," 
has  mentioned  that  three  of  our  cele- 
brated poets  died  singular  deaths.  He 
might  have  added  Shenstone  to  the  num- 
ber. He  had  a  housekeeper  who  lived 
with  him  in  the  double  capacity  of  maid 
and  mistress ;  and  being  offended  with  her 
on  some  occasion,  he  went  out  of  the 
house  and  set  all  night  in  his  post-chaise 
in  much  agitation,  in  consequence  of 
which  he  caught  a  cold  that  eventually 
caused  his  death. — M alone,  Edmond, 
1783,  Maloniana,  ed.  Prior,  p.  340- 
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Mr.  Shenstone  was  too  much  respected 
in  the  neighbourhood  to  be  treated  with 
rudeness :  and  though  his  works  (frugally 
as  they  were  managed),  added  to  his  man- 
ners of  living,  must  necessarily  have  made 
him  exceed  his  income,  and,  of  course,  he 
might  sometimes  be  distressed  for  money, 
yet  he  had  too  much  spirit  to  expose 
himself  to  insults  from  trifling  sums,  and 
guarded  against  any  great  distress  by 
anticipating  a  few  hundreds;  which  his 
estate  could  very  well  bear,  as  appeared 
by  what  remained  to  his  executors  after 
the  payment  of  his  debts  and  his  legacies 
to  his  friends,  and  annuities  of  thirty 
pounds  a  year  to  one  servant,  and  six 
pounds  to  another :  for  his  will  was  dic- 
tated with  equal  justice  and  generosity. 
—Graves,  Richard,  1788,  Recollections  qf 
Some  Particulars  cf  the  Life  qf  William 
Shenstone. 

He  was  not  formed  to  captivate;  his 
person  was  clumsy,  his  manners  disagree- 
able, and  his  temper  feeble  and  vacilla- 
ting. The  Delia  who  is  introduced  into 
his  elegies,  and  the  Phillis  of  his  pastoral 
ballad,  was  Charlotte  Graves,  sister  to 
the  Graves  who  wrote  the  *' Spiritual 
Quixotte."  There  was  nothing  warm  or 
earnest  in  his  admiration,  and  all  his  gal- 
lantry is  as  vapid  as  his  character.  He 
never  gave  the  lady  who  was  supposed, 
and  supposed  herself,  to  be  the  object  of 
his  serious  pursuit,  an  opportunity  of 
accepting  or  rejecting  him ;  and  his  con- 
duct has  been  blamed  as  ambiguous  and 
unmanly.  His  querulous  declamations 
against  women  in  general,  had  neither 
cause  nor  excuse ;  and  his  complaints  of 
infidelity  and  coldness  are  equally  with- 
out foundation.  He  died  unmarried. — 
Jameson,  Anna  Brownell,  1829,  TTit 
Loves  qf  the  Poets,  vol,  ii,  p.  311. 

The  I^easowes  now  belongs  to  the  Att- 
wood  family,  and  a  Miss  Attwood  resides 
there  occasionally;  but  the  whole  place 
bears  the  impress  of  desertion  and 
neglect.  The  house  has  a  dull  look ;  the 
same  heavy  spirit  broods  over  the  lawns 
and  glades ;  and  it  is  only  when  you  survey 
it  from  a  distance,  as  when  approaching 
Halesowen  from  Hagley,  that  the  whole 
presents  an  aspect  of  unusual  beauty.  It  is 
said  to  be  the  favorite  resort  of  the  mem- 
bers of  the  Society  of  Friends.  — Howitt, 
Wiluam,  1846,  Homes  and  Haunts  of  the 
Most  Eminent  British  Poets,  vol,  i. 


THE  S0HOOL1CI8TREB8 
1742 

The  ''Schoolmistress''  is  excellent  m 
its  kind  and  masterly. — Gray,  Thomas, 
1751,  Letter  to  Horace  Walpok,  Works,  td, 
Gosse,  vol.  ii,  p,  219. 

This  poem  is  one  of  those  happinesses  in 
which  a  poet  excels  himself,  as  there  is 
nothing  in  all  Shenstone  which  anyway 
approaches  it  in  merit ;  and,  though  I  dis- 
like the  imitations  of  our  English  poets 
in  general,  yet,  on  this  minute  subject, 
the  antiquity  of  the  style  produces  a  very 
ludicrous  solemnity. — GoLDSMrrH,  Oliver, 
1767,  The  Beauties  (f  English  Poetry. 

The  inimitable  ''School-Mistress"  of 
Shenstone  is  one  of  the  felicities  of  gen- 
ius ;  but  the  purpose  of  this  poem  has  been 
entirely  misconceived.  .  .  .  The 
''School-Mistress"  of  Shenstone  has  been 
admired  for  its  simplicity  and  tenderness, 
not  for  its  exquisitely  ludicrous  turn! 
This  discovery  I  owe  to  the  good  fortune 
of  possessing  the  original  edition  of 
"The  School-Mistress,"  which  the  author 
printed  under  his  own  directions,  and  to 
his  own  fancy.  To  this  piece  of  ludi- 
crous POETRY,  as  he  calls  it,  "lest  it 
should  be  mistaken,"  he  added  a  ludi- 
crous INDEX,  "purely  to  show  fools  that 
I  am  in  jest."  But  "the  fool,"  his 
subsequent  editor,  who,  I  regret  to  say, 
was  Robert  Dodsley,  thought  proper  to 
sur press  this  amusing  "ludicrous  index," 
and  the  consequence  is,  as  the  poet  fore- 
saw, that  his  aim  has  been  "mistaken." 
—Disraeli,  Isaac,  1791-1824,  Shenstone's 
School-Mistress,  Curiosities  of  Literature. 

Shenstone's  "Schoolmistress"  has  not 
indeed  the  point  and  condensation  of  Gold- 
smith's "Schoolmaster,"  but  its  spirit  is 
the  same ;  and  there  is  besides  about  it  a 
certain  soft,  warm,  slumberous  charm,  as 
if  reflected  from  the  good  dame's  kitchen 
fire.  The  very  stanza  seems  murmuring 
in  its  sleep.— Gilpillan,  George,  1854, 
ed..  The  Poetical  Works  qf  William  Shen- 
stone, p.  xxiii. 

Owes  much  of  its  attraction  to  its 
archaisms.— Marsh,  George  P.,  1860, 
Le^stures  on  the  Ekglish  Language,  p.  540. 

PASTORAL  BALLAD 
1743 

Mr.  Shenstone's  pastoral  ballad,  in  four 
parts,  may  justly  be  reckoned,  I  think, 
one  of  the  most  elegant  poems  of  this  kind 
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which  we  have  in  English. — Blair,  Hugh, 
1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and  Belles- 
Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xxxix. 

The  "Pastorals"  of  Shenstone  were 
singularly  popular  in  their  day,  and  are 
still  admired  by  the  young.  Whatever 
charm  they  possess  is  owing  to  their 
smooth  and  easy  language,  their  simple 
equable  fluency,  and  also  to  the  true  but 
slender  vein  of  natural  sentiment,  which 
makes  us  forget  their  intolerable  mawk- 
ishness  and  the  absurd  affectation  of  the 
persons  and  manners  of  their  shepherds 
and  shepherdesses.— Shaw,  Thomas  B., 
1847,  OvUines  of  English  Literature,  p, 
299. 

This  picture  of  the  old  dame  is  very 
real,  but  better  than  ''The  School- 
mistress" I  like  a  pastoral  by  Shenstone, 
which,  although  written  in  a  jingling, 
rather  common-place  measure  has  a  taste 
of  the  old  ballad  in  it  and  recalls  the  fresh 
days  of  poetry.  This  pastoral  is  in  four 
parts — Absence,  Hope,  Solicitude,  Disap- 
pointment, and  is  addressed  to  Phylis,  by 
the  Shepherd  Corydon.  —  Richardson, 
Abby  Sage,  1881,  Familiar  Talks  on  Eng- 
lish Literature,  p,  301. 

GENERAL 

Kor  can  the  Muse,  while  she  these  scenes 

surveys, 
Forget  her  Shenstone,  in  the  yonthfnl  toil 
Associate ;  whose  bright  dawn  of  genius  oft 
Smoothed  my  incondite  verse :  whose  friend- 
ly voice 
Gaird  me  from  giddy  sports  to  follow  him 
Intent  on  better  themes— called  me  to  taste 
The  charms  of  British  song,  the  pictured 

page 
Admire,  or  mark  his  imitative  skill. 

— Jagg,  Richard,  1767,  Edge  Hill,  bk.  iii. 

That  water-gruel  bard  Shenstone,  who 
never  wrote  anything  good  but  his 
*  *  Schoolmistress. ' '— Walpole,  Horace, 
1778,  To  Rev.  William  Mason,  Letters, 
ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  vii,  p.  54. 

His  diction  is  often  harsh,  improper  and 
affected ;  his  words  ill-coined  or  ill-chosen ; 
and  his  phrase  unskilfully  inverted. — 
Johnson;  Samuel,  1779-81,  Shenstone, 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Why  have  the  **  Elegies"  of  Shenstone, 
which  forty  years  ago  formed  for  many  of 
us  the  favourite  poems  of  our  youth, 
ceased  to  delight  us  in  mature  life?  It  is 
perhaps  that  these  Elegies,  planned  with 
peculiar    felicity,   have    little   in   their 


execution.  They  form  a  series  of  poet- 
ical truths,  devoid  of  poetical  expression ; 
truths, — for  notwithstanding  the  pastoral 
romance  in  which  the  poet  has  enveloped 
himself,  the  subjects  are  real,  and  the 
feelings  could  not,  therefore,  be  fictitious. 
.  .  .  These  Elegies,  with  some  other 
poems,  may  be  read  with  a  new  interest, 
when  we  discover  them  to  form  the  true 
Memoirs  of  Shenstone.  Records  of  queru- 
lous but  delightful  feelings !  whose  sub- 
jects spontaneously  offered  themselves 
from  passing  incidents;  they  still  per- 
petuate emotions,  which  will  interest 
the  young  poet,  and  the  young  lover 
of  taste.— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1791-1824, 
Shenstone  Vindicated,  Curiosities  of  Lit- 
erature. 

His  Letters  show  him  to  have  lived  in 
a  continual  fever  of  petty  vanity,  and  to 
have  been  a  finished  literary  coquet.  He 
seems  always  to  say,  ''You  will  find  noth- 
ing in  the  world  so  amiable  as  Nature  and 
me:  come,  and  admire  us." — Hazlitt, 
William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the  English 
Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

His  genius  is  not  forcible,  but  it  settles 
in  mediocrity  without  meanness.  His 
pieces  of  levity  correspond  not  disagree- 
ably with  their  title.  His  ''Ode  to  Mem- 
ory "is  worthy  of  protection  from  the 
power  which  it  invokes.  Some  of  the 
stanzas  of  his  "Ode  to  Rural  Elegance" 
seem  to  recall  to  us  the  country-loving 
spirit  of  Cowley,  subdued  in  wit,  but  har- 
monized in  expression.  From  the  com- 
mencement of  the  stanza  in  that  ode,  "0 
sweet  disposer  of  the  rural  hour,"  he  sus- 
tains an  agreeable  and  peculiarly  refined 
strain  of  poetical  feeling.  The  ballad  of 
"Jemmy  Dawson,"  and  the  elegy  on 
"Jessy,  'are  written  with  genuine  feeling. 
With  all  the  beauties  of  the  Leasowes  in 
our  minds,  it  may  be  still  regretted,  that 
instead  of  devoting  his  whole  soul  to 
clumping  beeches,  and  projecting  mottoes 
for  summer-houses,  he  had  not  gone  more 
into  living  nature  for  subjects,  and  de- 
scribed her  interesting  realities  with  the 
same  fond  and  naive  touches  which  give  so 
much  delightfulness  to  his  portrait  of  the 
' '  School-mistress. '  '—Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

Shenstone's  pathetic  and  affecting  bal- 
lad of  "Jemmy  Dawson"  has  drawn  tears 
from  every  person  of  sensibility,  or  pos- 
sessing the  feelings  of  humanity ;  and  it 
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will  continue  to  be  admired  as  long  as  the 
English  language  shall  exist. — Collet, 
Stephen,  1823,  Rdies  of  Literature,  p.  159. 

Surely  it  is  an  accomplishment  to  utter 
a  pretty  thought  so  simply  that  the  world 
is  forced  to  remember  it ;  and  that  gift 
was  Shenstone's,  and  he  the  most  poet- 
ical of  country  gentlemen.  May  every 
shrub  on  the  lawn  of  Leasowes  be  ever- 
green to  his  brow! — Browning,  Eliza- 
beth Barrett,  1842-^,  The  Book  of  the 
Poets. 

Shenstone  was  naturally  an  egotist,  and, 
like  Rousseau,  scarce  ever  contemplated 
a  landscape  without  some  tacit  reference 
to  the  space  occupied  in  it  by  himself. — 
Miller,  Hugh,  1847,  First  Impresswns 
(f  England  and  Its  People,  p.  129. 

Shenstone  was  deficient  in  animal 
spirits,  and  condescended  to  be  vexed 
when  people  did  not  come  to  see  his  retire- 
ment; but  few  men  had  anacuter  discern- 
ment of  the  weak  points  of  others  and  the 
general  mistakes  of  mankind,  as  anybody 
may  see  by  his ' '  Elssays ;' '  and  yet  in  those 
''li^ays"  he  tells  us,  that  he  never  passed 
a  town  or  village,  without  regretting  that 
he  could  not  make  the  acquaintance  of 
some  of  the  good  people  that  lived  there. 
— Hunt,  Leigh,  1848,  A  Jar  (f  Honey 
from  Mount  Hybla,  p.  173. 

Nothing  can  appear  more  flat  than  many 
of  Shenstone's  pathetic  verses.  They  are 
written  usually  in  that  sing-song,  die-away 
measure,  of  which  "Pity  the  sorrows  of 
a  poor  old  man"  is  the  everlasting  type. 
Here  and  there  a  happy  epithet  or  well- 
chosen  image  relieves  the  insipidity  of  the 
strain ;  but  in  general  a  thorough  Laura- 
Matildaish  tone,  so  admirably  satirised  in 
"Rejected  Addresses,"  palls  upon  the  ear 
with  a  dulcet  but  senseless  monotone. 
.  .  .  Some  of  his  essays  are  pleasing, 
but  devoted  to  quiet  moralising  or  some 
insignificant  theme.— Tuckerm an,  Henry 
T.,  1849,  Characteristics  of  Literature, 
p.  40. 

There  is  much  sweetness  and  grace  in 
the  verses  of  Shenstone ;  they  formed  part 
of  the  intellectual  food  which  nourishes 
the  strong  soul  of  Bums. —  Arnold, 
Thomas,  1878,  English  Literature,  Ency- 
elopcsdia  Britannica,  Ninth  Edition. 

Shenstone  is  our  principal  master  of 
what  may  perhaps  be  called  the  artificial- 
natural  style  in  poetry ;  and  the  somewhat 


lasting  hold  which  some  at  least  of  his 
poems  have  taken  on  the  popular  ear  is 
the  best  testimony  that  can  be  produced 
to  his  merit.  ...  It  is  difficult  to 
believe  that  Shenstone  ever  gave  much 
study  to  his  work,  or  that  he  possessed 
any  critical  faculty.  His  elegies,  though 
not  always  devoid  of  music,  are  but  dreary 
stuff,  and  his  more  ambitious  poems  still 
drearier.  His  attempts  at  the  style  of 
Prior  and  Gay  are  for  the  most  part  value- 
less. Yet  when  all  this  is  discarded,  "My 
banks  they  are  furnished  with  bees,"  and 
a  few  other  such  things,  obstinately  recur 
to  the  memory  and  assert  that  their  author 
after  all  was  a  poet.  ...  As  con- 
cerns the  formal  part  of  poetry,  his  man- 
agement of  the  anapaestic  trimeter  is 
unquestionably  his  chief  merit.  In  the 
Spenserian  stanza  he  is  commendable,  and 
dates  fortunately  prevent  the  charge  that 
if  "The  Castle  of  Indolence"  had  not  been 
written  neither  would  "The  Schoolmis- 
tress." His  anapaests  are  much  more 
original.  The  metre  is  so  incurably  asso- 
ciated with  sing-song  and  doggerel,  that 
poems  written  in  it  are  expos^  to  a  heavy 
disadvantage,  yet  in  the  first  two  pastoral 
ballads  at  any  rate  this  disadvantage  is 
not  much  felt.  Shenstone  taught  the 
metre  to  a  greater  poet  than  himself, 
Cowper,  and  these  two  between  them  have 
written  almost  everything  that  is  worth 
reading  in  it,  if  we  put  avowed  parody 
and  burlesque  out  of  the  question.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1880,  The  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  iii,  pp.  271,  272. 

Most  uf  his  verse  is  artificial  and  unreal, 
and  has  rightly  been  forgotten,  but  what 
remains  is  of  permanent  interest.  He  is 
best  known  by  the  "Schoolmistress,"  a 
burlesque  imitation  of  Spenser,  which  was 
highly  praised  by  Johnson  and  by  Gold- 
smith; but  many  will  value  equally,  in  its 
way,  the  neatly  turned  "Pastoral  Ballad, 
in  four  parts,"  written  in  1743,  which  is 
supposed  to  refer  to  the  author's  disap- 
pointment in  love,  or  the  gently  satirical 
*  *  Progress  of  Taste, ' '  showing  *  *  how  great 
a  misfortune  it  is  for  a  man  ^f  small 
estate  to  have  much  taste."  Bums 
warmly  eulogised  Shenstone's  elegies, 
which  are  also  to  some  extent  autobio- 
graphical, though  it  is  difficult  to  say  how 
far  they  are  sincere. — Aftken,  George 
A.,  1897,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog* 
raphy,  vol.  Lii,  p.  50. 
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Charles  Ghxircliill 

1731-1764 

Charles  Churchill,  1731-1764.  Born,  in  Westminster,  Feb.  1731.  Educated  at 
Westminster  School,  1739-49  (?).  Made  a  ''Fleet  marriage"  with  Miss  Scot,  1748. 
Entered  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  1749,  but  did  not  take  up  residence.  Ordained 
Curate  to  South  Cadbury,  Somersetshire,  1753.  Ordained  Priest,  1756 ;  took  curacy 
under  his  father  at  Rainham.  Succeeded  father  at  his  death  to  curacy  and  lecture- 
ship of  St.  John's  Westminster.  Added  to  small  income  by  tuition.  Separation  from 
his  wife,  Feb.  1761.  Contrib.  to  **The  Library,"  1761.  Resigned  lectureship  in 
consequence  of  protests  of  parishioners,  Jan.  1763.  Assisted  Wilkes  in  editing  "The 
North  Briton,"  1762-63.  Copious  publication  of  satires  and  poems.  At  Oxford  dur- 
ing Commemoration,  1763.  Died,  at  Boulogne,  4  Nov.  1764.  Buried  in  St.  Mar- 
tin's Churchyard,  Dover.  Works:  "The  Rosciad"  (anon.),  1761;  "The  Apology, 
addressed  to  the  Critical  Reviewers,"  1761;  "Night"  (anon.),  1761;  "The  Ghost," 
bks.  i.,  ii.  (anon.),  1762;  bk.  iii.,  1762;  bk.  iv.,  1763;  "The  Prophecy  of  Famine," 
1763;  "The  Conference,"  1763;  "An Epistle  to  W.  Hogarth,"  1763;  "The  Author," 
1763;  "Poems,"  1763;  "Gotham,"  1764;  "The  Duellist,"  1764  (2nd  edn.  same 
year) ;"  The  Candidate,"  1764;  "The  Times"  (anon.),  1764;  "Independence"  (anon.), 
1764;  "The  Farewell"  (anon.),  1764.  Posthumous:  "Sermons"  (possibly  by  his 
father),  1765.  Collected  Works:  in  4  vols.,  1765;  in 4  vols.,  1774;  in  2  vols.,  with 
life,  1804.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  54. 


PERSONAL 

No  more  he'll  sit  in  foremost  row 
before  the  astonish'd  pit ;  in  brawn  Old- 
mixon's  rival  as  in  wit ;  and  grin  dislike, 
and  kiss  the  spike ;  and  giggle,  and  wrig- 
gle; and  fiddle,  and  diddle;  and  fiddle- 
faddle,  and  diddle-daddle.— Murphy,  Ar- 
thur, 1761,  Ode  to  the  Naiads  of  Fleet 
Ditch. 

Whenever  I  am  happy  in  the  acquaint- 
ance of  a  man  of  genius  and  letters,  I 
never  let  any  mean  ill-grounded  suspi- 
cions creep  into  my  mind  to  disturb  that 
happine^ :  whatever  he  says,  I  am  inclined 
and  bound  to  believe,  and,  therefore,  I 
must  desire  you  not  to  vex  yourself  with 
unnecessary  delicacy  upon  my  account. 
I  see  and  read  so  much  of  Mr.  Churchill's 
spirit,  without  having  the  pleasure  of  his 
acquaintance,  that  I  am  persuaded  that 
his  genius  disdains  any  direction,  and 
that  resolutions  once  taken  by  him  will 
withstand  the  warmest  importunities  of 
his  friends.  At  the  first  reading  of  his 
"Apology,"  I  was  so  charmed  and  raised 
with  the  power  of  his  writing,  that  I  really 
forgot  that  I  was  delighted  when  I  ought 
to  have  been  alarmed;  this  puts  me  in 
mind  of  the  Highland  officer,  who  was  so 
warmed  and  elevated  by  the  heat  of  the 
battle  that  he  had  forgot,  till  he  was  re- 
minded by  the  smarting,  that  he  had  re- 
ceived no  less  than  eleven  wounds  in  differ- 
ent parts  of  his  body.— Garrick,  David, 
1761,  Letter  to  Robert  Lloyd. 


A  bear, whom,  from  the  moment  he  was  bom» 
His  dam  despised,  and  leftunliok'd  in  soom ; 
A  Babel,  whioh,  the  power  of  Art  outdone, 
She  could  not  finish  when  she  had  begun ; 
An  utter  Ohaos,  out  of  which  no  might. 
But  that  of  God,  could  strike  one  spark  of 

light. 
Broad  were  his  shoulders,  and  from  blade 

to  blade 

A  H might  at  full  length  have  laid ; 

Vast  were  his  bones,  his  muscles  twisted 

strong; 
His  face  was  short,  but  broader  than  'twas 

long; 
His  features,  though  by  Nature  they  were 

large, 
Oontentment  had  contriyed  to  oyercharge, 
And  bury  meaning,  save  that  we  might  spy 
Sense  lowering  on  the  penthouse  of  his  eye ; 
His  arms  were  two  twin  oaks;  his  legs  so  stout 
That  they  might  bear  a  Mansion-house  about ; 
Nor  were  thej,  look  but  at  his  body  there, 
Designed  by  Fate  a  much  less  weight  to  bear. 
O'er  a  brown  cassock,  which  had  once  been 

black, 
Which  hung  in  tatters  on  his  brawny  back, 
A  sight  most  strange,  and  awkward  to  behold , 
He  threw  a  covering  of  blue  and  gold. 
Just  at  that  time  of  life,  when  man,  by  rule. 
The  fop  laid  down,  takes  up  the  graver  fool. 
He  started  up  a  fop,  and,  fond  of  show, 
Look'd  like  another  Hercules  tum'd  beau. 

— Churchill,  Charles,  1764.  Independ- 
ence,  v.  149t174. 

Chnrchill  the  poet  is  dead, — to  the 
great  joy  of  the  Ministry  and  the  Scotch, 
and  to  the  grief  of  very  few  indeed,  1  be- 
lieve; for  snch  a  friend  is  not  only  a 
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dangerous  but  a  ticklish  possession 

Churchill  had  great  powers ;  but,  besides 
the  facility  of  outrageous  satire,  almost 
all  his  compositions  were  wild  and  extrav- 
agant, executed  on  no  plan,  and  void  of 
the  least  correction. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1764,  To  Sir  Horace  Mann,  Nov.  15 ;  Let- 
terSy  ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  iv,  p.  291. 

Your  Lordship  knows  that  .  .  . 
owed  the  greatest  share  of  his  renown  to 
the  most  incompetent  of  all  judges,  the 
mob ;  actuated  by  the  most  unworthy  of 
all  principles,  a  spirit  of  insolence;  and 
inflamed  by  the  vilest  of  all  human  pas- 
sions, hatred  to  their  fellow  citizens. 
Those  who  joined  the  cry  in  his  favour 
seemed  to  me  to  be  swayed  rather  by 
fashion  than  by  real  sentiment.  He  there- 
fore might  have  lived  and  died  unmolested 
by  me ;  confident  as  I  am,  that  posterity, 
when  the  present  unhappy  dissensions  are 
forgotten,  will  do  ample  justice  to  his 
real  character.  But  when  I  saw  the  ex- 
travagant honours  that  were  paid  to  his 
memory,  and  heard  that  a  monument  in 
Westminster  Abbey  was  intended  for  one, 
whom  even  his  admirers  acknowledge  to 
have  been  an  incendiary  and  a  debauchee, 
I  could  not  help  wishing  that  my  country- 
men would  reflect  a  little  on  what  they 
were  doing,  before  they  consecrated,  by 
what  posterity  would  think  the  public 
voice,  a  character  which  no  friend  to  vir- 
tue  or  to  true  taste  can  approve. — Beat- 
tie,  James,  1765,  On  ike  Report  cf  a 
Monument  to  he  Eh'eeted  in  Westminster 
Abbey  to  the  Memory  of  a  Late  Author. 

Had  he  not  been  himself  so  severe  a 
censor,  his  private  irregularities  would 
have  been  softened  down  to  the  eccentric- 
ities of  genius,  and  his  midnight  parties 
would  have  been  dignified  with  the. amia- 
ble attributes  of  social  enjoyment,  "the 
feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul ;''  in- 
stead of  which,  they  were  blazoned  abroad 
as  the  orgies  of  brutal  intemperance,  and 
the  scenes  of  vulgar  and  depraved  grati- 
fication.—Tooke,  William,  1804^14,  ed., 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Chnrhs  Churchill. 

I  stood  beside  the  grave  of  him  who  blazed 
The  oomet  of  a  season,  and  I  saw 
The  humblest  of  all  sepnlchres,  and  gazed 
With  not  the  less  of  sorrow  and  of  awe 
On  tliat  neglected  turf  and  quiet  stone, 
With  name  no  clearer  than  the  names  un- 
known, 
Which  lay  unread  around  it. 

— Byron,  Lord,  1816,  ChurchiWs  Grave. 


The  unexpected  death  of  a  man  in  the 
flower  of  his  age,  who  during  four  years  had 
been  one  of  the  most  conspicuous  persons 
in  England,  and  certainly  the  most  popular 
poet,  occasioned  a  strong  feeling  among  the 
part  of  the  public  to  whose  political  pre- 
possessions and  passions  he  had  addressed 
himself.  Some  of  his  admirers  were  in- 
considerate enough  to  talk  of  erecting  a 
monument  to  him  in  Westminster  Abbey; 
but  if  permission  had  been  asked  it  must 
necessarily  have  been  refused;  it  would 
indeed  have  been  not  less  indecent  to 
grant,  than  to  solicit  such  an  honour  for 
a  clergyman  who  had  thrown  off  his  gown, 
and  renounced,  as  there  appeared  too  much 
reason  to  apprehend,  his  hope  in  Christ. 
His  associates  undoubtedly  wished  to  have 
it  believed  that  he  had  shown  as  little 
regard  to  religion  in  the  last  hours,  as  in 
the  latter  years  of  his  life;  and  though 
they  obtained  Christian  burial  for  him,  by 
bringing  the  body  from  Boulogne  to  Dover, 
where  it  was  interred  in  the  old  cemetery 
which  once  belonged  to  the  collegiate 
church  of  St.  Martin,  they  inscribed  upon 
his  tombstone,  instead  of  any  consolatory 
or  monitory  text,  this  epicurean  line  from 
one  of  his  own  poems. 
Life  to  the  last  enjoyed,  here  Ohurchill  lies. 
Wilkes  erected  a  monument  to  his  friend's 
memory,  in  the  grounds  of  his  cottage  at 
Sandham,  in  the  Isle  of  Wight.  It  was  a 
broken  pillar,  fluted,  and  of  the  Doric 
order,  nine  feet  high,  five  feet  in  diame- 
ter, placed  in  a  grove,  with  weeping  wil- 
lows, cypresses,  and  yews  behind,  laurels 
beside  it,  and  bays,  myrtles,  and  other 
shrubs  in  the  foreground.  A  tablet,  on 
the  pillar,  bore  this  inscription : 

OAROLO  CHURCHILL, 
AMICO  JUCUNDO, 

POET^  ACRI, 

OIVI  OPTTMK  DE  PARTRIA  MERITO 

P. 

JOHANNES  WILKES. 

M  DOC  LXV. 

The  same  words  he  inscribed  upon  a 
sepulchral  alabaster  urn,  sent  him  from 
Rome  by  the  Abbe  Winckelman,  who  was 
then  the  superintendent  of  the  antiquities 
in  that  city.— Southey,  Robert,  1835, 
Life  of  Cowper,  vol.  i,  p.  325. 

Pope  had  a  tall  Irishman  to  attend  him 
when  he  published  the  "Dunciad,"  but 
Churchill  was  tall  enough  to  attend  him- 
self. One  of  Pope's  victims,  by  way  of 
delicate  reminder,  hung  up  a  birch  rod  at 
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3n's;  but  Churchill's  victims  might 
:heir  satirist  any  day  walking  Ck)- 
•Garden  unconcernedly,  provided  with 
adgeon  by  himself.  .  .  .  The 
aint  he  had  so  long  submitted  to, 
thrown  aside,  and  the  compromise 
1,  he  thought  he  could  not  too 
ly  exhibit  his  new  existence  to  the 
1.  He  had  declared  war  against 
crisy  in  all  stations,  and  in  his  own 
d  set  it  no  example.  The  pulpit  had 
ed  him  on  forty  pounds  a-year ;  the 
c  had  given  him  a  thousand  pounds 

0  months ;  and  he  proclaimed  himself, 
little  regard  to  the  decencies  in  doing 
)tter  satisfied  with  the  last  service 

the  first.  This  was  carrying  a  ha- 
3f  hypocrisy  beyond  the  verge  of  pru- 
3 ;  indulging  it  indeed,  with  the  satire 
und  vent  in,  to  the  very  borders  of 
tiousness.  He  stripped  off  his  cler- 
iress  by  way  of  parting  with  his  last 
lise,  and  appeared  in  a  blue  coat  with 

1  buttons,  a  gold-laced  waistcoat,  a 
laced  hat,  and  ruffles. — Forster, 
,  1845-55,  Charks  Churehm^  pp. 
4. 

ssessed  of  powers  and  natural  endow- 
3  which  might  have  made  him,  under 
irable  circumstances,  a  poet,  a  hero, 
m,  and  a  saint,  he  became,  partly 
igh  his  own  fault,  and  partly  through 
Dree  of  destiny,  a  satirist,  an  unfor- 
e  politician,  a  profiigate,  died  early ; 
ire  must  approach  his  corpse,  as  men 
lose  of  Burns  and  Byron,  with  sor- 

wonder,  admiration,  and  blame, 
ed  into  one  strange,  complex,  and 
lot  unnatural  emotion.  Like  them, 
:e  was  short  and  unhappy — his  career 
iphant,  yet  checquered — his  powers 
tivated — his  passions  unchecked — 
)etry  only  a  partial  discovery  of  his 
s — his  end  sudden  and  melancholy — 
lis  reputation,  and  future  place  in 
istory  of  letters,  hitherto  somewhat 
tain.  And  yet,  like  them,  his  very 
\  and  errors,  both  as  a  man  and  a 

have  acted,  with  many,  as  nails, 
ling  to  a  **sure  place"  his  reputa- 
ind  the  effect  of  his  genius.  .  .  . 
ihe  errors  of  Churchill,  as  a  man, 

does  not  seem  to  exist  any  plea  of 
tion,  except  what  may  be  found  in 
overty  of  his  early  circumstances, 
n  the  strength  of  his  later  passions, 
rorst  is,  that  he  never  seems  to  have 


been  seduced  into  sin  through  the  bewil- 
dering and  bewitching  mist  of  imagi- 
nation. It  was  naked  sensuality  that  he 
appeared  to  worship,  and  he  always 
sinned  with  his  eyes  open.  Yet  his  moral 
sense,  though  blunted,  was  never  obliter- 
ated ;  and  many  traits  of  generosity  and 
good  feeling  mingled  with  his  excesses. — 
GiLPiLLAN,  George,  1855,  erf..  The  Poet- 
ical Works  qf  Charles  Churchill,  pp.  iii,  xv. 

The  details  of  his  life  and  conversation 
perished  with  his  contemporaries ;  and  at 
this  moment  we  know  him  less  familiarly 
than  almost  any  man  of  equal  celebrity  in 
his  whole  century.  ...  We  need 
only  say  that  his  person  had  the  rough 
vigour  of  his  mind.  There  were  incidents 
in  his  life  which  cannot  be  defended,  and 
which  he  did  not  attempt  to  defend.  His 
passions  were  strong,  and  his  morals  too 
often  loose.  But  if  there  was  much  to 
blame  in  Churchill,  there  was  also  a  great 
deal  to  admire  and  respect.  He  was  an 
honest  man,  a  brave  man,  and  a  generous 
man;  and  many  far  inferior  characters, 
with  less  excuse  from  circumstances,  have 
gone  through  life  in  the  enjoyment  of  per- 
fectly respectable  reputations. — Hannay, 
Jambs,  1866,  erf..  The  Poetical  Works  qf 
Charles  Churchill^  Memoir,  pp.  xxix,  xxxi. 

After  Hogarth  had  made  a  caricature 
of  Wilkes  with  his  squint,  Churchill  wrote 
a  savage  ''Epistle  to  William  Hogarth," 
who,  in  return,  impaled  him  with  almost 
the  only  fame  he  now  has :  he  represented 
Churchill  as  a  bear  in  torn  clerical  bands, 
and  paws  in  ruffles,  holding  a  pot  of  porter 
in  one  hand,  and  a  club,  inscribed  with 
"Lyes"  and  "North  Briton, "  in  the  other, 
and  a  pug-dog  using  his  poems  as  a  bone. 
Beneath  was  written:  "The  Bruiser  C. 
Churchill  (once  the  Rev.),  in  the  charac- 
ter of  a  Russian  Hercules,  regaling  him- 
self after  having  killed  the  monster  Car- 
icature, that  so  sorely  galled  his  virtuous 
friend,  the  heaven-bom  Wilkes." — Con- 
way, M.  D.,  1870,  SotUh-coast  Saunterings 
in  England,  Harper^s  Magazine,  vol.  40, 
p.  375. 

Churchill  had  been  a  c]erg3rman 
"through  need,  not  choice"  (Dedication 
to  Sermons).  Conscientious  biographers 
alone  have  read  the  published  sermons 
attributed  to  him,  and  they  pronounce 
them  to  be  unreadable.  Churchill  himself 
says  that  "sleep  at  his  bidding,  crept 
from  pew  to  pew. ' '    His  first  biographers 
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say  that  he  discharged  his  duties  well, 
which  probably  means  that  he  had  as  yet 
caused  no  scandal.  His  marriage  was  now 
coming  to  the  usual  end  of  such  alliances. 
His  wife  was  as  "imprudent"  as  himself, 
if  nothing  worse ;  and  in  February  1761 
a  formal  separation  took  place.  Church- 
ill's references  to  her  imply  that  he  was 
heartily  tired  of  her. — Stephen,  Leslie, 
1887,  Dictionary  cf  National  Biography, 

vol.  X,  p.  SOS- 
GENERAL 

He  talked  very  contemptuously  of 
Churchill's  poetry,  observing,  that  **it 
had  a  temporary  currency,  only  from  its 
audacity  of  abuse,  and  being  filled  with 
living  names,  and  that  it  would  sink  into 
oblivion."  I  ventured  to  hint  that  he 
was  not  quite  a  fair  judge,  as  Churchill 
had  attacked  him  violently.  Johnson. 
**Nay,  Sir,  I  am  a  very  fair  judge.  He 
did  not  attack  me  violently  until  he  found 
I  did  not  like  his  poetry ;  and  his  attack 
on  me  shall  not  prevent  me  from  continu- 
ing to  say  what  I  think  of  him,  from  an 
apprehension  that  it  may  be  ascribed  to 
resentment.  No,  Sir,  I  called  the  fellow 
a  blockhead  at  first,  and  I  will  call  him  a 
blockhead  still.  However,  I  will  acknowl- 
edge that  I  have  a  better  opinion  of  him 
now,  than  I  once  had ;  for  he  has  shewn 
more  fertility  than  I  expected.  To  be 
sure,  he  is  a  tree  that  cannot  produce 
good  fruit:  he  only  bears  crabs.  But, 
Sir,  a  tree  that  produces  a  great  many 
crabs  is  better  than  a  tree  which  produces 
only  a  few."— Johnson,  Samuel,  1763, 
Life  by  Boswell,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  I,  p.  485. 

The  loss  of  Churchill  I  shall  always 
reckon  the  most  cruel  of  all  afflictions  I 
have  suffered.  I  will  soon  convince  man- 
kind that  I  knew  how  to  value  such  supe- 
rior genius  and  merit.  I  have  more  than 
half  finished  the  projected  edition  of 
Churchill,  and  my  thoughts  now  turn 
towards  printing  it,  which  I  find  cannot 
be  done  here.  —  Wilkes,  John,  1765, 
Letter  to  Miss  Wilkes,  May  21,  from 
Naples. 

He  was  a  great  admirer  of  Dryden,  in 
preference  to  Pope ;  and  indeed  the  quick 
turns  of  thought,  strength  of  expression, 
with  the  variety  of  versification  in  his  own 
works,  are  no  mean  proofs  that  he  studied 
and  copied  Dryden 's  manner.  He  held 
Pope  so  cheap,  that  one  of  his  most  inti- 
mate friends  assured  me,  that  he  had 


some  thoughts  of  attacking  his  poetry; 
and  another  gentleman  informed  roe,  that 
in  a  convivial  hour  he  wished  the  bard  of 
Twickenham  was  alive,  that  he  might  have 
an  opportunity  to  make  him  bring  forth 
all  his  art  of  poetry,  for  he  would  cer- 
tainly have  a  struggle  with  him  for  pre- 
eminence. Of  Churchill  we  may  say  with- 
out hesitation,  that  he  was  a  man  of 
genius,  and  of  a  temper  firm  and  un- 
daunted ;  often  led  away  by  pleasure,  but 
at  times  strenuously  active.  His  thoughts 
issued  from  him  with  ease,  rapidity,  and 
vigour. — Da  VIES,  Thomas,  1780,  Liferf 
David  Garrick,  vol.  i.  p.  317. 

Surly  and  slovenly,  and  bold  and  ooarse, 
Too  proud  for  art,  and  trusting  in  mere  force, 
Spendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  wit, 
Always  at  speed,  and  never  drawing  bit, 
He  struck  the  lyre  in  such  a  careless  mood, 
And  so  disdained  the  rules  he  understood, 
The  laurel  seem'd  to  wait  on  his  command; 
He  snatch'd  it  rudely  from  the  Muses'  hand. 

— CowPER,  William,  1782,  Table  Talk. 

I  have  read  him  twice,  and  some  of  his 
pieces  three  times  over,  and  the  last  time 
with  more  pleasure  than  the  first.  .  .  . 
He  is  indeed  a  careless  writer  for  the  most 
part ;  but  where  shall  we  find  in  any  of 
those  authors  who  finish  their  works  with 
the  exactness  of  a  Flemish  pencil,  those 
bold  and  daring  strokes  of  fancy,  those 
numbers  so  hazardously  ventured  upon  and 
so  happily  finished,  the  matter  so  com- 
pressed and  yet  so  clear,  and  the  colour- 
ing so  sparingly  laid  on,  and  yet  with  such 
a  beautiful  effect  ?  In  short,  it  is  not  his 
least  praise,  that  he  is  never  guilty  of 
those  faults  as  a  writer  which  he  lays  to 
the  charge  of  others.  A  proof  that  he  did 
not  judge  by  a  borrowed  standard,  or  from 
rules  laid  down  by  critics,  but  that  he 
was  qualified  to  do  it  by  his  own  native 
powers,  and  his  great  superiority  of 
genius.  For  he  that  wrote  so  much,  and  so 
fast  would,  through  inadvertence  hurry  un- 
avoidably, have  departed  from  rules  which 
he  might  have  founded  in  books,  but  his 
own  truly  poetical  talent  was  a  guide  which 
could  not  suffer  him  to  err. — Cowper, 
WiLUAM,  1786,  Letter  to  Mr.  Unwin. 

Blotting  and  correcting  was  so  much 
Churchill's  abhorrence,  that  I  have  heard 
from  his  publisher  he  once  energetically 
expressed  himself,  that  it  was  like  cutting 
away  one's  own  flesh.  This  strong  figure 
sufiiciently  shows  his  repugnance  to  an 
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author's  duty.  Churchill  now  lies  neg- 
lectedy  for  posterity  will  only  respect 
those  who 

** ^File  oflP  the  mortal  part 

Of  glowing  thought  with  Attio  art." 

Young. 

I  have  heard  that  this  careless  bard,  after 
a  successful  work,  usually  precipitated  the 
publication  of  another,  relying  on  its 
crudeness  being  passed  over  by  the  public 
curiosity  excited  by  its  better  brother. 
He  called  this  getting  double  pay,  for  thus 
he  secured  the  sale  of  a  hurried  work. 
But  Churchill  was  a  spendthrift  of  fame, 
and  enjoyed  all  his  revenue  while  he  lived ; 
posterity  owes  him  little,  and  pays  him 
nothing! — Disraeli,  Isaac,  1791-1824, 
Literary  Composition,  Curiosities  cf  Liter- 
ature. 

A  certain  simplicity  of  style — and  easy 
unaffected  English — which  disclaims  the 
correction  of  minute  blemishes,  immin- 
gles  much  of  the  idiomatic  dialect  of  con- 
versation— which  avoids  the  set  of  phrases 
and  dancing  master  steps  of  practised  ver- 
sifiers— these  constitute  Churchiirs  high- 
est merit,  and  confer  on  his  writings  the 
atticism  which  preserves  them. — Taylor, 
WiLUAM,  1804,  Critical  Review,  May. 

The  powers  of  Churchill  have  been  un- 
able to  protect  him  from  the  oblivion  into 
which  his  poems  are  daily  sinking,  owing 
to  the  ephemeral  interest  of  political  sub- 
jects, and  his  indolent  negligence  of 
severe  study  and  regularity. — Scott,  Sir 
Walter,  1805,  The  Life  of  John  Dryden. 

Churchill's  Satires  on  the  Scotch,  and 
Characters  of  the  Players,  are  as  good  as 
the  subjects  deserved :  they  are  strong, 
coarse,  and  full  of  an  air  of  hardened 
assurance.— Hazutt,Wiijjam,  1818,  Lec- 
tures on  the  Bkglish  Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

Churchill  may  be  ranked  as  a  satirist 
immediately  after  Pope  and  Dryden,  with 
perhaps  a  greater  share  of  humour  than 
either.  He  has  the  bitterness  of  Pope, 
with  less  wit  to  atone  for  it ;  but  no  mean 
share  of  the  free  manner  and  energetic 
plainness  of  Dryden. — Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

That  many  of  the  objects  of  ChurchiU's 
satire  were  morally  and  politically  obnox- 
ious to  it,  few  will  have  the  hardihood  to 
deny.  That  some  of  them  were  too 
severely  treated,  we  may  admit;  but 
where  is  the  proof  that  Churchill  did  not, 


however  erroneously,  imagine  that  he  was 
justified  in  the  language  which  he  used  ? 
Who  is  there  that  believes  the  stupidity 
and  worthlessness  of  every  individual  who 
suffered  under  the  lash  of  Dryden  and 
Pope ;  yet  who  ever  thought  that  Dryden 
and  Pope  ought  to  be  accused  of  wilful 
falsehood?  With  respect  to  Churchill, 
there  is  this  powerful  fact  on  his  side,  that 
bribes  and  preferments  were  vainly  offered 
to  purchase  his  silence ;  and  he  who  re- 
sists such  inducements  is  not  likely  to  be 
a  man  who  has  'Mittle  veneration  for 
truth!"  He  may  be  a  mistaken  fanatic, 
but  he  must  be  an  honest  one. — Daven- 
port, R.  A.,  1822,  The  British  Poets, 
Chiswick,  ed.,  vol.  LXi,  Life,  p.  25. 

Of  him  it  was  said  by  one  greater  far, 
that  he'* blazed  the  meteor  of  a  season." 
For  four  years — during  life — his  popular- 
ity— in  London  and  the  suburbs — was 
prodigious ;  for  forty — and  that  is  a  long 
time  after  death — he  was  a  choice  classic 
in  the  libraries  of  aging  or  aged  men  of 
wit  upon  town;  and  now,  that  nearly  a 
century  has  elapsed  since  he  ''from  his 
horrid  hair  shook  pestilence  and  war"  o'er 
slaves  and  Scotsmen,  tools  and  tyrants, 
peers,  poetasters,  priests,  pimps,  and 
players,  his  name  is  still  something  more 
than  a  mere  dissyllable,  and  seems  the 
shadow  of  the  sound  that  Mother  dullness 
was  wont  to  whisper  in  her  children's  ears 
when  fretting  wakefully  on  her  neglected 
breasts.  .  .  .  There  is  an  air  of 
power  in  his  way  of  attacking  any  and 
every  subject.  He  goes  to  work  without 
embarrassment,  with  spirit  and  ease,  and 
is  presently  in  his  matter,  or  in  some 
matter,  rarely  inane.  It  is  a  part,  and  a 
high  part  of  genius,  to  design;  but  he  . 
was  destitute  of  invention.  The  self- 
dubbed  champion  of  liberty  and  letters, 
he  labours  ostentatiously  and  energetically 
in  that  vocation;  and  in  the  midst  of 
tumultuous  applause,  ringing  round  a 
career  of  almost  uninterrupted  success, 
he  seldom  or  never  seems  aware  that  the 
duties  he  had  engaged  himself  to  perform 
— to  his  country  and  his  kind — were  far 
beyond  his  endowments — above  his  con- 
ception. His  knowledge  either  of  books 
or  men  was  narrow  and  superficial.  In 
no  sense  had  he  ever  been  a  student.  His 
best  thoughts  are  all  essentially  common- 
place; but,  in  uttering  them,  there  is 
almost  always  a  determined  plainness  of 
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words,  a  free  step  in  verse,  a  certain  bold- 
ness and  skill  in  evading  the  trammel  of 
the  rhyme,  deserving  high  praise ;  while 
often,  as  if  spuming  the  style  which  yet 
does  not  desert  him,  he  wears  it  clinging 
about  him  with  a  sort  of  disregarded 
grace. — Wilson,  John,  1845,  Supplement 
to  MaC'Flecnoe  and  the  Dunciadf  Black- 
woocTs  Magazine f  vol,  58,  pp.  372,  373. 

It  is  not  by  the  indifferent  qualities  in 
his  works  that  Charles  Churchill  should  be, 
as  he  has  too  frequently  been,  condemned. 
Judge  him  at  his  best ;  judge  him  by  the 
men  he  followed  in  this  kind  of  composi- 
tion ;  and  his  claim  to  the  respectful  and 
enduring  attention  of  the  students  of 
English  poetry  and  literature,  becomes 
manifest  indeed.  Of  the  gross  indecen- 
cies of  Sir  Charles  Hanbury  Williams,  he 
has  none.  He  never,  in  any  one  instance, 
that  he  might  fawn  upon  power  or  trample 
upon  weakness,  wrote  licentious  lampoons. 
There  was  not  a  form  of  mean  pretence, 
or  servile  assumption,  which  he  did  not 
denounce.  Low,  pimping  politics,  he 
abhorred:  and  that  their  vile  abettors, 
to  whose  exposure  his  works  are  so  inces- 
santly devoted,  have  not  carried  him  into 
utter  oblivion  with  themselves,  sufficiently 
argues  for  the  sound  morality  and  per- 
manent truth  expressed  in  his  manly  verse. 
He  indulged  too  much  in  personal  invec- 
tive, as  we  have  said;  and  invective  is 
too  apt  to  pick  up,  for  instant  use 
against  its  adversaries,  the  first  heavy 
stone  that  lies  by  the  wayside,  without 
regard  to  its  form  or  fitness.  — Forster, 
John,  1845-55,  Charles  ChurehiH,  p.  54. 

Churchill's  opinions  are  worth  attending 
to,  though  he  expresses  them  with  vehe- 
mence, and  by  wholesale. — Hunt,  Leigh, 
1848,  The  Town,  p.  294. 
Churchill,  by  want  and  rage   impeU'd   to 

write, 
Whose  muse  was  anger,  and  whose  genius 

spite, 
With  satire  meant  to  stab,  and  not  to  heal, 
The  morbid,  bloated,  feverish  commonweal; 
Too  proud  to  yield  to  humble  virtue's  rule, 
Smote  half  the  world  with  reckless  ridicule. 
Wit,  honour,  sense,  to  him  did  Heaven  im- 
part. 
But  not  the  last,  best  gift,  a  pious  heart. 
He  blazed  awhile  in  fortune,  fame,  and  pride, 
But  unrespected  lived,  untimely  died. 

—Coleridge,  Hartley,  1849,  Sketches 
of  Ikglish  Poets,  Poems,  vol.  ii,  p.  303. 

Perhaps  the  writer  who,  if  not  by  what 


he  did  himself,  yet  by  the  effects  of  his 
example,  gave  the  greatest  impulse  to  our 
poetiy  at  this  time,  was  Churchill.  .  .  . 
If  we  put  aside  Thomson,  Churchill,  after 
all  deductions,  may  be  pronounced,  look- 
ing to  the  quantity  as  well  as  the  quality 
of  his  productions,  to  be  the  most  consid- 
erable figure  that  appears  in  our  poetry 
in  the  half-century  from  Pope  to  Cowper. 
But  that  is,  perhaps,  rather  to  say  little 
for  the  said  half -century  than  much  for 
Churchill.— Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  of  English  Literature 
and  of  the  Bkglish  Language,  vol.  n,  p.  305. 

Was  of  the  blood  of  the  Juvenais  and 
Drydens,  though  a  poor  relation  as  it 
were;  and  with  all  his  carelessness, 
roughness,  and  even  common-place,  has 
those  brilliant  flashes  of  insight,  and  spon- 
taneous felicities  of  expression,  by  which 
every  true  critic  at  once  distinguishes  the 
man  of  natural  power  from  the  man  of 
mere  cultivation.  He  rarely  gives  per- 
fect satisfaction  to  the  student,  and  never 
long-continued  satisfaction ;  but  the  kind 
of  pleasure  he  gives  in  his  best  moments 
is  akin  to  that  given  by  the  greatest  writ- 
ers of  his  kind.  There  are  some  who, 
with  less  dross,  turn  out  worse  metal. 
Churchill  is  frequently  dull,  but  never 
mediocre ;  and  if  he  is  wearisome  in  one 
paragraph,  is  as  likely  as  not  to  make  up 
for  it  by  being  wonderful  in  the  next. 
All  satirists,  it  has  been  said,  take  with 
more  or  less  directness  either  after  Hor- 
ace or  Juvenal.  Churchill  is  a  Juvenalian ; 
a  suckling  of  the  Roman  wolf ;  fierce  but 
jolly;  savage  yet  not  unkindly.  Of 
course,  too,  he  has  points  in  common  with 
all  the  great  satirists,  for  they  have  the 
distant  likenesses  of  a  clan  as  well  as  the 
nearer  likenesses  of  a  family.  He  has  the 
Aristophanic  heartiness,  though  not  the 
Aristophanic  poetry ;  the  good-fellowship 
of  Horace,  with  far  less  subtlety  and 
familiar  grace ;  a  good  deal  of  Dryden's 
vigour  and  eye  for  the  points  of  a  satir- 
ical portrait,  but  inferior  penetration  of 
glance,  and  far  less  comprehensive  sweep, 
whether  of  reasoning  power,  poetic 
humour,  or  fancy. — Hannay,  James, 
1866,  ed..  The  Poetical  W&rks  of  Charks 
Churchill,  Memoir,  p.  xxx. 

He  had  a  surprising  extemporary  vigour 
of  mind ;  his  praise  carries  great  weight 
of  blow;  he  undoubtedly  surpassed  all 
contemporaries,  as  Cowper  says  of  him,  in 
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a  certain  rude  and  earth-bom  vi^or ;  but 
his  verse  is  dust  and  ashes  now,  solemnly 
inumed,  of  course,  in  the  Chalmers  col- 
umbarium, and  without  danger  of  viola- 
tion. His  brawn  and  muscle  are  fading 
traditions,  while  the  fragile,  shivering 
genius  of  Cowper  is  still  a  good  life  on  the 
books  of  the  Critical  Insurance  Office. 
''It  is  not,  then,  loftiness  of  mind  that 
puts  one  by  the  side  of  Virgil?"  cries 
poor  old  Cavalcanti  at  his  wit's  end. 
Certainly  not  altogether  that.  There 
must  be  also  the  great  Mantuan's  art,  his 
power,  not  only  of  being  strong  in  parts, 
but  of  making  these  parts  coherent  in  an 
harmonious  whole,  and  tributary  to  it. — 
Lowell,  James  Russell,  1866-90,  Car- 
lyle;  Prose  Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol.  ii, 
p.  80. 

Churchill  was  a  man  of  much  generous 
impulse;  and  the  reader  can  still  enjoy 
the  vigour  of  many  passages  in  his 
poems,  although  their  absolute  subject- 
matter,  combined  with  their  length,  is  a 
bar  to  general  perusal  now-a-days. — 
Rossetti,  Wiluam  Michael,  1872,  cd., 
Humourous  Poems,  p.  226, 

Churchill  was  inspired  by  both  the 
motives  which,  according  to  the  two  great 
Latin  satirists,  are  the  parents  of  satire ; 
but  his  indignation  did  not  bum  with  the 
pure  flame  of  Juvenal,  and  his  impecuni- 
osity,  unlike  the  honorable  poverty  of 
Horace,  was  the  child  of  his  vices.  Writ- 
ing to  live,  he  did  not  write  so  that  his 
works  should  live  after  him.  Dashing  off 
a  poem  a  month,  in  order  to  catch  a  peren- 
nial stream  of  half-crowns  from  his  eager 
and  insatiable  readers,  he  vehemently  de- 
clared that  to  blot,  pmne,  or  correct  was 
like  the  cutting-away  of  his  own  flesh. 
''Little  of  books,  and  little  known  of  men, 
When  the  mad  fit  comes  on,  I  seize  the  pen ; 
Bough  as  they  run,  the  ready  thoughts  set 

down; 
Bough  as  they  run,  discharge  them  on  the 
town.'* 

With  his  quiver  of  darts  so  unpolished 
that  they  could  not  escape  the  rust, 
tipped  with  venom  that  long  ago  had  lost 
its  sting,  Churchill,  ''the  scourge  of  bad 
men,  and  hardly  better  than  the  very 
worst,"  easily  and  rapidly  stormed  in  his 
lifetime  the  citadel  of  Fame,  but  he  was 
not  of  those  whose  names  are  engraved 
upon  its  bulwarks.— -Tbevelyan,  George 
Otto,  1880,  Uie  Early  History  qf  Charles 
James  Fox,  p.  149. 
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The  celebrity  of  the  smart  verse  mak- 
ing of  Churchill  marks  a  low  point  in  Eng- 
lish taste.  It  nearly  secured  him  a  poet's 
monument  in  Westminster  Abbey ;  and  it 
actually  secured  a  poet's  rank  for  a  petu- 
lant rhymer  without  a  spark  of  the  poet's 
imagination,  of  cold  heart,  natural  bad 
taste,  and  very  little  knowledge  of  that 
narrow  world  which  he  so  impudently  lam- 
pooned. Nothing  in  Churchill  reveals  a 
gleam  of  genial  feeling,  or  justifies  the 
suspicion  that  he  could  take  any  pleasure 
in  what  refines  or  elevates.  If  we  may 
believe  his  own  account  of  himself,  nature 
had  given  him  little  enough,  beyond  an 
ugly  face,  a  sour  temperament  and  a  bit- 
ter tongue.  Yet  he  was  not  dissatisfied. 
He  was  very  willing  to  be  taken  for  what 
he  was:  and  if  he  could  not  win  liking 
and  respect,  he  was  content  to  be  feared. 
In  all  this  there  must  have  been  something 
of  affectation.  Yet  it  is  only  too  clear 
that  the  coarse  texture  of  his  mind  was 
impermeable  to  the  kindlier  and  worthier 
influences  of  his  time.  .  .  .  Cowper, 
we  know,  had  a  real  admiration  for  him. 
His  earliest  work  the  ''Rosciad,"  is  his 
best,  because  in  it  he  most  adhered  to 
good  models.  His  later  works  will  serve 
the  student  as  a  rich  mine  of  all  sorts  of 
errors  in  taste  and  judgment.  In  propor- 
tion as  he  abandoned  himself  to  his  own 
guidance,  his  work  degenerated,  and  the 
poverty  of  his  thought  appeared ;  and  in 
three  years  he  had  literally  written  him- 
self out.  But  in  all  that  he  wrote  there 
is  a  certain  fierce  manliness  which  wins 
attention,  and  even  sympathy  for  his  un- 
tutored brain  and  unsoftened  heart,  and 
this  effect  is  heightened  by  the  story  of 
his  life  and  death.  —Payne,  E.  J.,  1880, 
The  Bkglish  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  Ill,  pp. 
389,  391. 

The  satirist  who  towered  for  a  moment 
so  high  above  his  contemporaries,  and 
who  leaves  upon  us  the  same  impression 
of  greatness  as  a  knock-kneed  giant  at  a 
country  fair  may  leave.  The  Rev.  Charles 
Churchill  (1731-1764)  has  faded  to  the 
merest  shadow  of  himself,  and  the  writer 
who  of  all  others  aimed  at  being  virile, 
robust,  and  weighty,  has  come  to  be  re- 
garded as  the  ideal  of  a  pasteboard  hero. 
.  .  .  Feared  and  admired  for  his  force,  with 
his  tempest  of  uncouth  and  vituperative 
verse,  his  rattling  facility,  and  his  reck- 
less swaggering  courage  to  support  him. 
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Churchill  exercised  a  genuine  power  so 
long  as  he  lasted,  and  to  some  of  his  con- 
temporaries he  appeared  another  Dryden. 
But  he  was  really  scarcely  an  Oldham. 
His  work  is  crude  and  unfinished  to  excess, 
he  has  no  ear  and  no  heart,  and  he  fails 
to  please  us  the  moment  that  our  surprise 
at  his  violence  is  over.  His  latest  works 
are  positively  execrable,  whether  in  morals 
or  in  style,  and  he  alternates  in  them 
between  the  universal  attribution  of 
hypocrisy  to  others,  and  the  cynical  con- 
fession of  vice  in  himself.  He  is  a  very 
Caligula  among  men  of  letters ;  when  he 
stings  his  Muse  to  the  murder  of  a  repu- 
tation, he  seems  to  cry  '4ta  feri,  ut  se 
mo^i  sentiat."  The  happiness  of  others 
is  a  calamity  to  him ;  and  his  work  would 


excite  in  us  the  extremity  of  aversion,  if 
it  were  not  that  its  very  violence  betrays 
the  exasperation  and  wretchedness  of  its 
unfortunate  author.  Even  more  than 
Goldsmith,  Churchill  exemplifies  the  res- 
olute return  to  the  forms  of  poetic  art  in 
vogue  before  the  age  of  Thomson  and  Gray. 
—  GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  A  Hidary  cf 
Eighieerdh  Century  Literature^ pp.S22,32A. 
The  trifling  subject  and  the  venomous 
personalities  of  '*The  Rosciad"  cannot 
hide  its  vigour,  the  occasional  acuteness 
of  its  criticisms,  and  above  all  the  return, 
in  the  management  of  the  couplet,  from 
the  exquisite  but  rather  shrilling  treble 
of  Pope  to  the  manly  range  of  Dryden. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A  Siwrt  Hu- 
tory  cf  English  Literaturey  p.  584. 


Robert  Dodsley 

1703-1764 

Robert  Dodsley,  1703-1764,  is  noted  both  as  an  author  and  a  publisher.  He  began 
life  as  apprentice  to  a  tradesman,  and  afterwards  he  was  a  footman.  His  first  publi- 
cation, made  when  he  was  twenty-nine  years  old,  was  a  collection  of  poems,  called 
'*The  Muse  in  Livery,  or  The  Footman's  Miscellany."  His  next  essay  was  a  drama, 
''The  Toy  Shop.''  The  manuscript  being  sent  to  Pope  for  examination, he  pronounced  a 
warm  verdict  of  approval,  which  led  to  its  being  played  at  Covent  Garden  Theatre. 
Dodsley  then  opened  a  bookstore,  and  was  successful  in  the  business.  He  combined  it, 
however,  with  authorship  and  with  the  patronage  of  authors.  He  wrote  several  other 
plays.  ''The  King  and  the  Miller  of  Mansfield;"  "The  Blind  Beggar  of  Bethnal 
Green;"  ''Cleone,  aTragedy,"  besides  numerous  poems.  He  published  a  ''Collection 
of  Old  Plays,"  12  vols.,  and  wrote  **The  Economy  of  Human  Life,"  etc.  But  the 
greatest  service  he  did  to  literature  was  his  establishment  of  the  Annual  Register, 
begun  in  1758  at  the  suggestion  of  Edmund  Burke  (who  had  the  charge  of  it  for  some 
time)  and  continued  to  the  present  time. — Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  qf  English 
Literature,  p,  228. 

PERSONAL 

"Cleone"  was  well  acted  by  all  the 
characters,  but  Bellamy  left  nothing  to 
be  desired.  I  went  the  first  night,  and 
supported  it,  as  well  as  I  might;  for 
Doddy,  you  know,  is  my  patron,  and  I 
would  not  desert  him.  The  play  was  very 
well  received.  Doddy,  after  the  danger 
was  over,  went  out  every  night  to  the 
stage-side,  and  cried  at  the  distress  of 
poor  Cleone. — Johnson,  Samuel,  1759, 
Letter  to  Bennet  Langton, 

He  was  a  generous  friend,  an  encour- 
ager  of  men  of  genius ;  and  acquired  the 
esteem  and  respect  of  all  who  were 
acquainted  with  him.  It  was  his  happi- 
ness to  pass  the  greater  part  of  his  life 
with  those  whose  names  will  be  revered 
by  posterity,  by  most  of  whom  he  was 
loved  as  much  for  the  virtues  of  his  heart 


as  he  was  admired  on  account  of  his  ex- 
cellent writings. — Reed,  Isaac,  1780,  ed., 
Select  Collection  of  Old  Plays. 

Robert  Dodsley  died  in  1764,  when  on 
a  visit  to  Mr.  Spence,  who  was  a  preben- 
dary of  the  Cathedral  of  Durham.  He  was 
buried  in  the  Abbey  Churchyard  there; 
and  his  epitaph  was  written  by  this  warm 
and  constant  friend : — 

**If  you  have  any  respect 

for  nncommon  indnstry  and  merit, 

regard  this  place, 

in  which  are  deposited  the  remains  of 

Mr.  Robert  Dodsley ; 

who,  as  an  Author,  raised  himself 

much  above  what  could  have  been  expected 

from  one  in  his  rank  of  life, 

and  without  a  learned  education; 

and  who/as  a  man,  was  soaroe 

exceeded  by.anv  in  integrity  of  heart, 

and  purity  of  manners  and  coavexBatioQ. 


ROBERT  DODSLEY 
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He  left  this  life  for  a  better, 

Sept.  25,  1764, 
In  the  6l8t  year  of  his  age." 

—Knight,  Charles,  1865,  Shadows  qf  the 
Old  Booksellers^  p.  213. 

Personally  Dodsley  is  an  attractive 
figure.  Johnson  had  ever  a  kindly  feeling 
for  his '  *  patron, ' '  and  thought  he  deserved 
a  biography.  His  early  condition  lent  a 
factitious  importance  to  some  immature 
verse,  and  his  unwearied  endeavours  for 
literary  fame  gained  him  a  certain  con- 
temporary fame.  Some  of  his  songs  have 
merit — **One  kind  kiss  before  we  part" 
being  still  sung — and  the  epigram  on  the 
words  **one  Prior"  in  Burnet's  "History" 
is  well  known.  As  a  bookseller  he  showed 
remarkable  enterprise  and  business  apti- 
tude, and  his  dealings  were  conducted 
with  liberality  and  integrity.  He  deserves 
the  praise  of  Nichols  as  "that  admirable 
patron  and  encourager  of  learning." — 
Tedder,  H.  R.,  1888,  Dictionary  ^Na- 
tional Biography,  vol.  xv,  p.  173. 

GENERAL 

The  first  edition  of  the  present  volumes 
was  one  of  the  many  excellent  plans  pro- 
duced by  the  late  Mr.  Robert  Dodsley ;  a 
man  to  whom  literature  is  under  so  many 
obligations  that  it  would  be  unpardonable 
to  neglect  this  opportunity  of  informing 
those  who  may  have  received  any  pleasure 
from  the  work,  that  they  owe  it  to  a  per- 
son whose  merit  and  abilities  raised  him 
from  an  obscure  situation  in  life  to  afflu- 
ence and  independence. — Reed,  Isaac, 
1780,  ed..  Select  Collection  qf  Old  Plays, 

His  plan  of  republishing  "Old  English 
Plays"  is  said  to  have  been  suggested  to 
him  by  the  literary  amateur  Coxeter,  but 
the  execution  of  it  leaves  us  still  indebted 
to  Dodsley's  enterprise. — Campbell, 
Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  (f  the  British 
Poets. 

"Dodsley's  Collection"  turned  out  to 
be  a  chance  "medley:"  unskilled  in  the 
language  and  the  literature  and  the  choice 
of  his  dramatists,  he,  as  he  tells  us,  "by 
the  assistance  of  a  little  common  sense, 
set  a  great  number  of  these  passages 
right;"  that  is,  the  dramatist  of  the  dull 
"Cleone"  brought  down  the  ancient  gen- 
ius to  his  own ;  and,  if  he  became  intelli- 
gible, at  least  he  was  spurious.  If,  after 
all,  some  parts  were  left  unintelligible, 
the  reader  must  consider  how  many  such 


remain  in  Shakespeare. — Disraeli,  Isaac, 
1841,  Shakespeare,  Amenities  of  Literature. 
Good  DoDSLET  honest,  bustling,  hearty  soul, 
A  foot-man,  verse-man,  prose-man,  biblio- 

I)ole; 
A  menial  first  beneath  a  lady's  roof, 
Then  Mercury  to  guttling  Dartineuf , 
His  humble  education  soon  complete. 
He  learnt  good  things  to  write,  good  things 

to  eat. 
Then  boldly  ventured  on  the  buskin'd  stage. 
And  show*d  how  toys  may  help  to  make  us 

sage: 
Nay,  dared  to  bite  the  great  with  satire's 

tooth. 
And  made  a  Miller  tell  his  King  the  truth. 
In  tragic  strain  he  told  Oleone's  woes, 
The  touching  sorrows  and  the  madd'ning 

throes 
Of  a  fond  mother  and  a  faithful  wife. 
He  wrote  *'The  Economy  of  Human  Life." 
For  flights  didactic  then  his  lyre  he  strung. 
Made  rhymes  on  Preaching,  and  blank  verse 

on  Dung; 
Anon  with  soaring  weary,  much  at  his  ease. 
Wrote   Epigrams,   and   Compliments,   and 

Kisses. 
All  styles  he  tried,  the  tragic,  the  comic, 

lyric, 
The  grave  didactic  and  the  keen  satiric ; 
Now  preach'd  and  taught  as  sober  as  a  dom- 
inie, 
Now  went  pindaric-mad  about  Melpomene ; 
Now  tried  the  pastoral  pipe  and  oaten  stop, 
Yet  all  the  while  neglected  not  his  shop. 
Fair  be  his  fame,  among  a  knavish  clan 
His  noblest  title  was  an  honest  man. 
A  bookseller,  he  robb'd  no  bard  of  pelf. 
No  bard  he  libell'd,  though  a  bard  himself. 

— CJoLERiDGE,  Hartley,  1849,  Sketches 
qf  English  Poets,  Poems,  vol.  n,  p.  307. 

Dodsley  attempted  literary  fame  in 
many  branches,  but  among  all  his  produc- 
tions nothing  is  so  well  known  as  his 
''Select  Collection  of  Old  Plays,"  1744, 
dedicated  to  Sir  Clement  Cotterel  Dormer, 
who  probably  contributed  some  of  its  con- 
tents. The  great  ladies  who  first  patron- 
ised Dodsley  had  not  forgotten  him,  and 
the  subscription  list  displays  a  host  of 
aristocratic  names.  The  art  of  collation 
was  then  unknown,  and  when  he  first  un- 
dertook the  work  the  duties  of  an  editor 
of  other  than  classical  literature  were  not 
so  well  understood  as  in  more  recent 
times.  .  .  .  His  most  important  com- 
mercial achievement  was  the  foundation 
of  the  "Annual  Register"  in  1758,  which 
is  still  published.— Tedder,  H.  R.,  1888, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol.  xv. 
pp.  171,  172. 
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Edward  Young 

1683-1765 

Born  at  Upham,  Hants,  June  1683.  At  Winchester  School,  1694-99.  Matric.  New 
Coll.,  Oxford,  3  Oct.  1702.  Soon  afterwards  removed  to  Corpus  Christi  Cioll.  Law 
Fellowship,  All  Soul's  Coll.,  1706;  B.  C.  L.,  23  April,  1714;  D.  C.  L.,  10  June 
1719.  Tutor  to  Lord  Burleigh,  for  a  short  time  before  1719.  Play  **Bu8iris"  pro- 
duced at  Drury  Lane,  March  1719;  *'The  Brothers,"  Drury  Lane,  1753.  Ordained, 
1727;  Chaplain  to  George  U.,  April  1728;  Rector  to  Welwyn,  Herts,  1730-65.  Mar- 
ried Lady  Elizabeth  Leigh,  27  May  1731.  Clerk  of  Closet  to  Princess  Dowager,  1751. 
Died,  at  Welwyn,  5  April  1765.  Buried  there.  Works:  ** Epistle  to  .  .  .  Lord 
Lansdown,"  1713;  "A  Poem  on  the  Lord's  Day,"1713  (2nd  edn.  same  year) ;  "The 
Force  of  Religion,"  1714;  **0n  the  Late  Queen's  Death, "  1714;  **Oratio  habita  in 
Coll.  Omnium  Animarum,"  1716;  ** Paraphrase  on  part  of  the  Book  of  Job,"  1719; 
''Busiris,"1719;  ''Letter  to  Mr.  Tickell,"1719;  ''The  Revenge,"  1721;  "The  Um*- 
versal  Passion"  (6  pts. :  anon.),  1725-28;  "The  Instalement,"  1726;  "Cynthio" 
(anon.),  1727;  "Ocean,"  1728;  "A  Vindication  of  Providence,"  1728  (2nd  edn.  same 
year);  "An  Apology  for  Princes,"  1729;  "Imperium  Pelagi"  (anon.),  1730;  "Two 
Epistles  to  Mr.  Pope"  (anon.),  1730;  "The  Sea-Piece,"  1730;  "The  Foreign 
Address,"  1734;  "Poetical  Works"  (2  vols.),  1741;  "The  Complaint;  or.  Night 
Thoughts  on  Life,  Death,  and  Immortality"  (anon. ;  9  pts.),  1742-46;  "The  Cionsola- 
tion"  (anon.),  1745;  "Reflections  on  the  Public  Situation  of  the  Kingdom,"  1745; 
"The  Brothers"  (anon.),  1753;  "The  Centaur  not  Fabulous"  (anon.),  1755;  "An 
Argument  drawn  from  the  circumstance  of  Christ's  Death,"  1758;  "Conjectures  on 
Original  Composition"  (anon.),  1759  (2nd  edn.  same  year);  "Resignation"  (anon.), 
1762;  "Works"  (4  vols.),  1764.  PosOiunums:  "The  Merchant,"  1771.  Collected 
Works:  "Complete  Works,"  ed.  by  Dr.  Doran  (2  vols.),  1854.— Sharp,  R.  Fab- 
QUHARSON,  1897,  A  Dictionary  qf  English  AuthorSy  p.  307. 

PERSONAL 

Must  tortnie  liis  invention 

To  flatter  knaves  or  lose  his  i)ension. 

— Swift,  Jonathan,  1745  ?  Rhapsody  on 
Poetry, 

I  have  a  great  joy  in  Dr.  Young,  whom 
I  disturbed  in  a  reverie.  At  first  he 
started,  then  bowed,  then  fell  back  into 
a  surprise ;  then  began  a  speech,  relapsed 
into  his  astonishment  two  or  three  times, 
forgot  what  he  had  been  saying ;  began  a 
new  subject,  and  so  went  on.  I  told  him 
your  Grace  desired  he  would  write  longer 
letters;  to  which  he  cried,  **Ha!"  most 
emphatically,  and  1  leave  you  to  interpret 
what  it  meant.  He  has  made  a  friendship 
with  one  person  here,  whom  I  believe  you 
would  not  imagine  to  have  been  made  for 
his  bosom  friend.  You  would,  perhaps, 
suppose  it  was  a  bishop  or  dean,  a  preb- 
end, a  pious  preacher,  a  clergyman  of 
exemplary  life;  or  if  a  layman,  of  most 
virtuous  conversation,  one  that  has  para- 
phrased St.  Matthew,  or  wrote  comments 
on  St.  Paul.  .  .  .  You  would  not 
guess  that  this  associate  of  the  Doctor's 
was— old  Gibber!  Certainly,  in  their 
religious,  moral,  and  civil  character  there 
is    no  relation;   but  in  their  dramatic 


capacity  there  is  some.  .  .  .  The 
waters  have  raised  his  spirits  to  a  fine 
pitch,  as  your  Grace  will  imagine  when 
I  tell  you  how  sublime  an  answer  he  made 
to  a  very  vulgar  question.  I  asked  him 
how  long  he  stayed  at  the  Wells :  he  said, 
As  long  as  my  rival  stayed ; — as  long  as 
the  sun  did. — Montagu,  Elizabeth,  1745, 
Letter  to  the  Duchess  cf  Portland, 

The  impertinence  of  my  frequent  visits 
to  him  was  amply  rewarded;  forasmuch 
as,  I  can  truly  say,  he  never  received  me 
but  with  agreeable  open  complacency ;  and 
I  never  left  him  but  with  profitable 
pleasure  and  improvement.  He  was  one 
or  other,  the  most  modest,  the  most 
patient  of  contradiction,  and  the  most 
informing  and  entertaining  I  ever  con- 
versed with — at  least,  of  any  man  who 
had  so  just  pretensions  to  pertinacity  and 
reserve. -—HiLDESLEY,  Bishop,  1760,  Let- 
ter to  Richardson^  Nov.  11 ;  RichardiorCs 
Correspondence,  vol.  v,  p.  142. 

When  he  had  determined  to  go  into 
orders  he  addressed  himself,  like  an  hon- 
est man,  for  the  best  directions  in  the 
study  of  theology.  But  to  whom  did  he 
apply?  It  may,  perhaps,  be  thought,  to 
Sherlock    or  Atterbury;    to  Burnet   or 
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Hare.  No !  to  Mr.  Pope ;  who,  in  a  youthful 
frolic,  recommended  Thomas  Aquinas  to 
him.  With  this  treasure  he  retired,  in 
order  to  be  free  from  interruption,  to  an 
obscure  place  in  the  suburbs.  His  director 
hearing  no  more  of  him  in  six  months, 
and  apprehending  he  might  have  carried 
the  jest  too  far,  sought  after  him,  and 
found  him  out  just  in  time  to  prevent  an 
irretrievable  derangement.  — Rufphbad, 
Owen,  1769,  Life  of  Pope,  p.  291,  note. 

There  are  who  relate,  that,  when  first 
Young  found  himself  independent,  and 
his  own  master  at  All  Souls,  he  was  not 
the  ornament  to  religion  and  morality 
which  he  afterwards  became.  .  .  . 
They  who  think  ill  of  Young's  morality, 
in  the  early  part  of  his  life,  may  perhaps 
be  wrong ;  but  Tindal  could  not  err  in  his 
opinion  of  Young's  warmth  and  ability  in 
the  cause  of  religion.  Tindal  used  to 
spend  much  of  his  time  at  All  Souls. 
**The  other  boys,"  said  the  atheist,  "I 
can  always  answer,  because  I  always 
know  whence  they  have  their  arguments, 
which  I  have  read  a  hundred  times ;  but 
that  fellow  Young  is  continually  pestering 
me  with  something  of  his  own."  After 
all,  Tindal  and  the  censurers  of  Young 
may  be  reconcilable.  Young  might,  for 
two  or  three  years,  have  tried  that  kind 
of  life  in  which  his  natural  principles 
would  not  suffer  him  to  wallow  long.  If 
this  were  so,  he  has  left  behind  him  not 
only  his  evidence  in  favour  of  virtue,  but 
the  potent  testimony  of  experience  against 
vice.— Croft,  Jr.,  Herbert,  1780,  Young, 
Lives  cf  the  English  Poets  by  Samuel 
Johnson, 

That  there  was  an  air  of  benevolence 
in  his  manner,  but  that  he  could  obtain 
from  him  less  information  than  he  had 
hoped  to  receive  from  one  who  had  lived 
too  much  in  intercourse  with  the  brightest 
men  of  what  had  been  called  the  Augustan 
age  of  England;  and  that  he  shewed  a 
degree  of  eager  curiosity  concerning  the 
common  occurrences  that  were  then  pass- 
ing, which  appeared  somewhat  remarkable 
in  a  man  of  such  intellectual  stores,  of 
such  an  advanced  age,  and  who  had  retired 
from  life  with  declared  disappointment  in 
his  expectations.  —  Langton,  Bennet, 
1781,  BoswelVs  Life  of  Johnson,  ed.  HiU, 
vol.  IV,  p.  69. 

We  stopped  at  Welwin,  where  I  wished 
much  to  see,  in  company  with  Johnson, 


the  residence  of  the  authonr  of  ''Night 
Thoughts,"  which  was  then  possessed  by 
his  son,  Mr.  Young.  .  .  .  We  went 
into  the  garden,  where  we  found  a  gravel 
walk,  on  each  side  of  which  was  a  row  of 
trees,  planted  by  Dr.  Young,  which  formed 
a  handsome  gothicarch.  Dr.  Johnson  called 
it  a  fine  grove.  I  beheld  it  with  reverence. 
We  sat  some  time  in  the  summer-house, 
on  the  outside  wall  of  which  was  in- 
scribed "Anibulantes  in  horto  audiehani 
vocem  Dei;'*  and  in  reference  to  a  brook 
by  which  it  is  situated,  **  Vivendi  recti  qui 
prorogat  horam,^  &c.  I  said  to  Mr.  Young 
that  I  had  been  told  his  father  was  cheer- 
ful. ' '  Sir, "  said  he,  "he  was  too  well  bred  a 
man  not  to  be  cheerful  in  company ;  but 
he  was  gloomy  when  alone.  He  never 
was  cheerful  after  my  mother's  death,  and 
he  had  met  with  many  disappointments." 
Dr.  Johnson  observed  to  me  afterwards 
''That  this  was  no  favourable  account  of 
Dr.  Young ;  for  it  is  not  becoming  in  a 
man  to  have  so  little  acquiescence  in  the 
ways  of  Providence  as  to  be  gloomy  be- 
cause he  has  not  obtained  as  much  prefer- 
ment as  he  expected,  nor  to  contine  gloomy 
for  the  loss  of  his  wife.  Grief  has  its 
time."— Bos  WELL,  James,  1781,  I/jfe  of 
Johnson,  ed.  Oroker,  eh.  Ixxiii. 

Young,  whose  satires  give  the  very 
anatomy  of  human  foibles,  was  wholly 
governed  by  his  housekeeper.  She 
thought  and  acted  for  him,  which  prob- 
ably greatly  assisted  the  "Night 
Thoughts,"  but  his  curate  exposed  the 
domestic  economy  of  a  man  of  genius  by 
a  satirical  novel.  If  I  am  truly  informed, 
in  that  gallery  of  satirical  poets  in  his 
"Love  of  Fame,"  Young  has  omitted  one 
of  the  most  striking — his  own!  While 
the  poet's  eye  was  glancing  from  "earth 
to  heaven,"  he  totally  overlooked  the  lady 
whom  he  married,  and  who  soon  became 
the  object  of  his  contempt ;  and  not  only 
his  wife,  but  his  only  son,  who  when  he 
returned  home  for  the  vacation  from  Win- 
chester school,  was  only  admitted  into 
the  presence  of  his  poetical  father  on  the 
first  and  the  last  day ;  and  whose  unhappy 
life  is  attributed  to  this  unnatural  neglect : 
— a  lamentable  domestic  catastrophe, 
which,  I  fear,  has  too  frequently  occurred 
amidst  the  ardour  and  occupations  of  lit- 
erary glory.— DiSRAEU,  Isaac,  1796- 
1818,  Domestic  Life,  The  LUerary  Char- 
acter. 
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The  outline  of  Young's  character  is  too 
distinctly  traceable  in  the  well-attested 
facts  of  his  life,  and  yet  more  in  the  self- 
betrayal  that  runs  through  all  his  works, 
for  us  to  fear  that  our  general  estimate 
of  him  may  be  false.  For,  while  no  poet 
seems  less  easy  and  spontaneous  than 
Young,  no  poet  discloses  himself  more 
completely.  Men's  minds  have  no  hiding- 
place  out  of  themselves — their  affections 
do  but  betray  another  phase  of  their 
nature.  And  if,  in  the  present  view  of 
Young,  we  seem  to  be  more  intent  on 
laying  bare  unfavourable  facts  than  on 
shrouding  them  in  ''charitable  speeches," 
it  is  not  because  we  may  have  any  irrever- 
ential  pleasure  in  turning  men's  charac- 
ters the  seamy  side  without,  but  because 
we  see  no  great  advantage  in  considering 
a  man  as  he  was  not.  Young's  biogra- 
phers and  critics  have  usually  set  out  from 
the  position  that  he  was  a  great  religious 
teacher,  and  that  his  poetry  is  morally 
sublime;  and  they  have  toned  down  his 
failings  into  harmony  with  their  concep- 
tion of  the  divine  and  the  poet.  For  our 
own  part,  we  set  out  from  precisely  the 
opposite  conviction — namely,  that  the 
religious  and  moral  spirit  of  Young's 
poetry  is  low  and  false ;  and  we  think  it 
of  some  importance  to  show  that  the 
' '  Night  Thoughts' '  are  the  reflex  of  a  mind 
in  which  the  higher  human  sympathies 
were  inactive.  This  judgment  is  entirely 
opposed  to  our  youthful  predilections  and 
enthusiasm.  The  sweet  garden-breath 
of  early  enjoyment  lingers  about  many  a 
page  of  the  ** Night  Thoughts,"  and  even 
of  the  **Last  Day,"  giving  an  extrinsic 
charm  to  passages  of  stilted  rhetoric  and 
false  sentiment,  but  the  sober  and  re- 
peated reading  of  maturer  years  has  con- 
vinced us  that  it  would  hardly  be  possible 
to  find  a  more  typical  instance  than 
Young's  poetry,  of  the  mistake  which 
substitutes  interested  obedience  for  sym- 
pathetic emotion,  and  baptizes  egoism  as 
religion. — Eliot,  George,  1857,  Worldli- 
ness  and  Other-Worldliness :  The  Poet 
Young;  Essays. 

One  of  the  greatest  sycophants  of  a 
very  adulatory  age;  a  self-seeking, 
greedy,  worldly  man. — Nicoll,  Henry 
J.,  1882,  Landmarks  of  English  Litera- 
turcy  p.  196. 

It  was  a  curious  chance  which  brought 
together  the  future  author  of  the  ''Night 


Thoughts"  and  the  future  author  of  "La 
Pucelle;"  it  was  a  still  more  curious  cur- 
cumstance  that  they  should  have  formed 
a  friendship  which  remained  unbroken, 
when  the  one  had  become  the  most  rigid 
of  Christian  divines,  and  the  other  the 
most  daring  of  anti-Christian  propagan- 
dists. Many  years  afterwards  Young  ded- 
icated to  him  in  very  flattering  terms  one 
of  the  most  pleasing  of  his  minor  poems 
— the  **Sea  Piece."  —  Collins,  John 
Churton,  1886,  Bolinghroke,  A  Historical 
Study y  and  Voltaire  in  Englandy  p.  244. 

He  closed  his  long  career,  rich  indeed 
through  his  marriage  with  the  E2arl  of 
Lichfield's  daughter.  Lady  Elizabeth  Lee, 
but  petulant,  proud,  and  solitary.  He 
insatiable  ambition  of  Young  has  been  the 
theme  of  many  moralists,  and  the  tendency 
of  his  personal  character  was  indubitably 
parasitic ;  but  it  would  be  easy  to  show, 
on  the  other  hand,  that  he  really  was,  to 
an  eminent  degree,  what  Hobbes  calls  an 
''episcopable"  person,  and  that  his  tal- 
ents, his  address,  his  loyalty,  and  his 
moral  force  were  qualities  which  not  only 
might,  but  for  the  honour  of  the  English 
Church  should,  have  been  publicly  ac- 
knowledged by  preferment. — GossE,  ElD- 
MUND,  1888,  A  History  qf  Eighteenth  Cen- 
tury Literature,  p.  210. 

NIGHT  THOUGHTS 
1742-46 

The  title  of  my  poem  (Night  Thoughts) 
not  affected ;  for  I  never  compose  but  at 
night,  except  sometimes  when  I  am  on 
horseback.  —  Young,  Edward,  1758, 
Spence's  Anecdotes,  ed.  Singer,  p.  288. 

I  will  venture  to  say  that  in  point  of 
depth  this  poet  is  what  Homer  and  Pindar 
are  in  point  of  grandeur.  I  should  find 
it  difficult  to  explain  the  effect  produced 
upon  me  by  my  fast  perusal  of  this  work. 
I  might  experience  much  the  same  im- 
pression in  the  heart  of  the  desert  on  a 
dark  and  stormy  night,  when  the  surround- 
ing blackness  is  pierced  at  intervals  by 
flashes  of  lightning. — BissY,  COMTE  DE, 
1762,  Journal  etranger,  Feb. 

A  great  poet,  who  is  certain  to  share  the 
immortality  of  Swift,  Shaftesbury,  Pope, 
Addison,  and  Richardson. —  Letourneur, 
Pierre,  1769,  Les  Nuits  (T  Young. 

Sir,  you  have  conferred  a  high  honour 
on  my  old  acquaintance  Young ;  the  taste 
of  the  translator  appears  to  be  better 
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than  the  author's.  Tou  have  done  all 
that  conld  be  done  in  the  way  of  bringing 
order  into  this  collection  of  confused  and 
bombastic  platitudes.  ...  I  think 
that  every  foreigner  will  prefer  your 
prose  to  the  poetry  of  one  who  is  half 
poet  and  half  priest,  like  this  Englishman. 
— Voltaire,   FRANgois  Marie  Arouet, 

1769,  LetUr  to  Letourneury  June  7. 

It  is  all  too  full  of  tolling  bells,  tombs, 
mournful  chants  and  cries,  and  phantoms ; 
the  simple  and  artless  expression  of  true 
sorrow  would  be  a  hundred  times  more 
eflfective.— Grimm,  Frederick  MELcmoR, 

1770,  Correspondance  lUterarie,  May. 

Looked  into  Young's  "Night  Thoughts :" 
debased  throughout  with  many  poor  and 
puerile  conceits;  such  as  making  ''the 
night  weep  dew  over  extinct  nature;" 
the  revolving  spheres,  ''a  horologe 
machinery  divine;"  ''each  circumstance 
armed  with  an  aspic,  and  all  a  hydra  woe ;' ' 
"each  tear  mourn  its  own  distinct  distress, 
and  each  distress  heightened  by  the 
whole. ' '  Frigidity  and  tumour,  obscurity 
and  glare,  are  the  two  apparently  opposite 
but  striking  faults  of  this  popular  and 
imposing  poem:  yet  parts  are  in  good 
taste :  he  glows  with  a  natural  and  genial 
warmth  in  describing  the  charms  of  social 
intercourse  and  the  blessings  of  friendship, 
towards  the  close  of  the  2d  Night ;  and 
the  passage  in  the  4th,  beginning,  "0  my 
coaevals,  remanants  of  yourselves, "  is  ani- 
mated and  sublime.  Johnson  ^  perhaps 
caught  his  "panting  Time  toiled  after  him 
in  vain, "  from  Young's  "and  leave  Praise 
panting  in  the  distant  vale." — Green, 
Thomas,  1779-1810,  Diary  qf  a  Lover  of 
Literature^  p.  67. 

No  writer,  ancient  or  modem,  had  a 
stronger  imagination  than  Dr.  Young,  or 
one  more  fertile  in  figures  of  every  kind. 
His  metaphors  are  often  new,  and  often 
natural  and  beautiful.  But  his  imagina- 
tion was  strong  and  rich,  rather  than 
delicate  and  correct.  Hence,  in  his  ' '  Night 
Thoughts,"  there  prevails  an  obscurity, 
and  a  hardness  in  his  style.  The  meta- 
phors are  frequently  too  bold,  and  fre- 
quently too  far  pursued;  the  reader  is 
dazzled,  rather  than  enlightened;  and 
kept  constantly  on  the  stretch  to  keep 
pace  with  the  author. — Blair,  Hugh, 
1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  arid  BeHes- 
,  Lettres,  ed.  MiUsy  Lecture  xv. 

To  all  the  other  excellencies  of  "Night 


Thoughts"  let  me  add  the  great  and  pecul- 
iar one,  that  they  contain  not  only  the 
noblest  sentiments  of  virtue,  and  contem- 
plations on  immortality,  but  the  Christian 
Sacrifice^  the  Divine  Propitiation,  with  all 
its  interesting  circumstances,  and  conso- 
lations to  "a  wounded  spirit,"  solemnly 
and  poetically  displayed  in  such  imagery 
and  language,  as  cannot  fail  to  exalt,  ani- 
mate, and  soothe  the  truly  pious.  No 
book  whatever  can  be  recommended  to 
young  persons,  with  better  hopes  of  sea- 
soning their  minds  with  vital  religion, 
than  Young's  "Night  Thoughts."— Bos- 
well,  James,  1791-93,  Ljfe  of  Johnson, 
ed.  Hill,  vol.  rv,  p.  71. 

With  powers  inferior  to  Milton,  turgid, 
obscure,  and  epigrammatic,  yet  with  occa- 
sional sallies  of  imagination,  and  bursts 
of  sublimity  that  course  along  the  gloom 
with  the  rapidity  and  brilliancy  of  light- 
ning. Young  has  in  his  "Night  Thoughts" 
become  a  favourite  not  only  with  the  mul- 
titude here,  but  with  many  of  the  nations 
upon  the  Continent;  for,  with  the  bulk 
of  mankind,  there  is  little  discrimination 
between  the  creative  energy  of  Milton, 
and  the  tumid  declamation  of  Young,  or 
between  the  varied  pauses  of  highly- 
finished  blank-verse  and  a  succession  of 
monotonous  lines.  Young  has,  however, 
the  merit  of  originality :  for  few  authors 
who  have  written  so  much  have  left  fainter 
traces  of  imitation,  or  in  the  happy  hour 
of  inspiration  more  genuine  and  peculiar 
excellence.— Drake,  Nathan,  1798-1820, 
Literary  Hours,  vol.  i.  No.  xviii,  p.  287. 

There  is  nothing  of  entertaining  suc- 
cession of  parts  in  the ' '  Night  Thoughts. ' ' 
The  poem  excites  no  anticipation  as  it 
proceeds.  One  book  bespeaks  no  impa- 
tience for  another,  nor  is  found  to  have 
laid  the  smallest  foundation  for  new  pleas- 
ure when  the  succeeding  Night  sets  in. 
The  poet's  fancy  discharges  itself  on  the 
mind  in  short  ictuses  of  surprise,  which 
rather  lose  than  increase  their  force  by 
reiteration ;  but  he  is  remarkably  defect- 
ive in  progressive  interest  and  collective 
effect.  The  power  of  the  poem,  instead 
of  ''being  in  ike  whole,**  lies  in  short,  vivid 
and  broken  gleams  of  genius ;  so  that  if 
we  disregard  particular  lines,  we  shall 
but  too  often  miss  the  only  gems  of  ran- 
som which  the  poet  can  bring  as  the  price 
of  his  relief  from  surrounding  tedium. 
.     .     .     After  all,  the  variety  and  extent 
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of  reflection  in  the  ''Night  ThouRhts"  is 
to  a  certain  degree  more  imposing  than 
real.  They  have  more  metaphorical  than 
substantial  variety  of  thought.  Questions 
which  we  had  thought  exhausted  and  laid 
at  rest  in  one  book,  are  called  up  again  in 
the  next  in  a  Proteus  metamorphosis  of 
shape,  and  a  chamelion  diversity  of  col- 
our. Happily  the  awful  truths  which 
they  illustrate  are  few  and  simple. 
Around  those  truths  the  poet  directs  his 
course  with  innumerable  sinuosities  of 
fancy,  like  a  man  appearing  to  make  a 
long  voyage,  while  he  is  in  reality  only 
crossing  and  recrossing  the  same  expanse 
of  water.— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819, 
Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

I  asked  how  it  would  be  accounted  for 
that  Dr.  Young's* 'Night  Thoughts"  were 
less  estimated  than  formerly.  Mr.  Hall 
replied,  ''Dr.  Young  is  destined  to  immor- 
tality. I  cannot  account  for  the  taste  of 
the  age  in  preferring  a  light  and  trifling 
literature,  which,  being  all  glare,  affords 
no  food  for  the  mind.  Another  age  will 
properly  appreciate  the  genius  of  Young.'' 
— Greene,  John,  1832,  Reminiscences  of 
Rev,  Robert  HaU, 

Young's  great  poem  is  a  notable  in- 
stance of  the  want  of  reserve  and  poetical 
economy.  In  the  poetry  of  Cowper, 
Burns,  Crabbe,  we  have  abundance  of 
sadness,  and  it  is  all  the  more  truly  and 
deeply  sad,  because  it  seems  to  come  un- 
sought, nay,  rather  shunned.  The  poet's 
soul  appears  to  crave  the  sunshine:  he 
"does  not  love  the  shower  nor  seek  the 
cold,"  but  only  yields  to  mournful  reflec- 
tions because  they  force  themselves  upon 
him  in  a  world  of  woe.  But  when  Young 
so  resolutely  makes  love  to  Gloom  and 
sets  his  cap  at  Melancholy,  we  suspect 
that  both  are  in  masquerade,  and  that 
blooming  forms  are  beneath  the  sable 
stole;  when  he  surrounds  his  head  with 
cypress,  we  image  a  snug  velvet  cap  under 
the  dusky  wreath;  when  he  "sits  by  a 
lamp  at  mid-day,  and  has  skulls,  bones, 
and  instruments  of  death  for  the  orna- 
ments of  his  study,"  we  feel  disposed  to 
think  that  he  makes  sin,  death,  and  sor- 
row a  poetical  amusement,  and  takes  up 
these  topics  because  they  offer  facilities 
for  impressive  writing  more  than  to  re- 
lieve their  pressure  on  a  burdened  heart. 
— Coleridge,  Sara,  1847,  ed.  Coleridge's 
Biographia  Literariay  ch,  xxiii,  note. 


We  commend  his  masterpiece  to  read- 
ers, partly,  indeed,  for  its  power, — a  power 
that  has  hitherto  rather  been  felt  than 
acknowledged,  rather  admired  in  silence 
than  analysed;  but  principally  because, 
like  "The  Temple"  of  Herbert,  it  is  holy 
ground.  The  author,  amid  his  elaborate 
ingenuities,  and  wilful  though  minor  per- 
versities, never  ceases  to  love  and  to  hon- 
our truth;  in  pursuit  of  renown,  he  is 
never  afraid  to  glory  in  the  Cross  of  our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ;  and  if  his  flights  of 
fancy  be  at  times  too  wild,  and  if  Ins 
thoughts  be  often  set  to  the  tune  of  the 
tempest,  it  is  a  tempest  on  whose  wings, 
to  use  his  own  simple  but  immortal 
words,  "The  Lord  is  abroad." — Gilfil- 
lan,  George,  1853,  ed.  Young's  Night 
ThcnightSy  Life,  p.  xxvii. 

Although  some  have  called  its  sublimity 
"fustian,"  and  its  melancholy  artificial, 
its  combinations  grotesque,  its  phraseology 
involved,  and  its  reasoning  sometimes 
confused,  it  stands,  on  the  whole,  as  a 
monument  of  the  inexhaustible  wit  (in  the 
proper  sense  of  the  word)  and  genius  of 
the  author.  Its  moral  is  expressly 
directed  against  that  of  Pope  in  his  "Essay 
on  Man, "  wherein  the  world  was  taught  to 
be  content  with  the  present,  without 
troubling  itself  about  the  hereafter.  A 
great  portion  of  Pope's  poem  consists 
merely  of  a  versified  translation  of  Pas- 
cal's "Thoughts  and  Maxims;"  but  the 
sentiments  of  Young  are,  with  one  or  two 
exceptions,  entirely  original. — Doran, 
John,  1854,  ed..  The  Complete  Works  cf 
Rev.  Edward  Young,  Life. 

Young,  with  his  knowledge  of  the  world 
and  meditative  piety,  had  enthusiasm  and 
vivacity,  and  was  able,  like  the  lion  in- 
stanced by  Longinus,  to  lash  himself  into 
constant  fits  of  sublimity,  in  which  he 
frequently  causes  us  to  forget  the  effort, 
though  we  are  not  seldom  reminded  of  it 
The  cardinal  defect  of  his  character  and 
of  his  poetry  would  appear  to  be  a  lack  of 
reverence, — of  that  modest,  quiet,  teach- 
able spirit,  which,  when  associated  with 
genius,  is  capable  of  receiving  and  giving 
forth  the  noblest  utterances  of  inspiration. 
...  Too  much  of  the  "Night  Thoughts" 
is  rant,  scolding,  and  fury.  It  is  on 
many  pages  a  truculent,  tumultuous  poem, 
filled  with  a  sort  of  vinous,  bacchanalian 
piety.  The  sacred  Muse  of  Young  goes 
forth  shouting  and    frantic  with  some 
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leaves  of  the  thyrsus  yet  about  her  from 
the  revels  of  the  Duke  of  Wharton. — 
DuYCKiNCK,  E.  A.,  1854,  Edward  Young, 
North  American  Review^  vol,  79,  pp,  273, 
274. 

In  my  youthful  days  Young's  ''Night- 
Thoughts"  was  a  very  favourite  book, 
especially  with  ladies :  I  knew  more  than 
one  lady  who  had  a  copy  of  it  in  which 
particular  passages  were  marked  for  her 
by  some  popular  preacher.  —  Rogers, 
Samuel,  1855,  Table  Talk,  p.  34. 

Bnt  never  sit  I  quiet  long 

Where  broider*d  cassock  floats  round  Young; 

Whose  pnngent  essences  perfume 

And  quirk  and  quibble  trim  the  tomb ; 

Who  thinks  the  holy  bread  too  plain, 

And  in  the  chalice  "poxm  champagne. 

— Landor,  Walter  Savage,  1858,  Apol- 
ogy for  Gelyir, 

In  his  last  years  he  [Herder]  longed  for 
nothing  more  earnestly  than  for  some 
great  high  thought  on  which  he  might 
live.  Klopstock's  '*Odes,"  Young's 
"Night  Thoughts,"  and  Miiller's  "Relics'* 
were,  next  to  the  Bible,  especially  the 
prophets,  the  last  food  of  his  soul. — 
Hagenbach,  Karl  Rudolf,  1865,  Ger- 
man Rationalism ;  its  Rise,  Progress  and 
Doctrine,  tr.  Gage  and  Stuckenberg,  eh. 
xiv,  p.  177. 

The  poem  is  a  mighty  and  mag- 
nificent sermon,  preached  as  from  a  grave- 
yard, on  the  vanity  and  brevity  of  life  and 
the  worthlessness  and  folly  of  an  ill-spent 
career ;  in  the  divine  love  to  sinners ;  and 
the  great  propitiation  offered  for  them ; 
and  on  the  bright  hopes  of  a  new  and 
happy  existence  which  Christianity  has 
opened  up.  It  startles  by  its  scenes  of 
death,  its  dark  picture  of  the  sting  of 
death,  and  its  glimpses  into  another 
world,  where  the  Judge  is  omniscient  Und 
just.  It  reprobates  in  stem  and  wither- 
ing language  the  unsatisf actoriness  of  in- 
fidelity, and  expatiates  in  glowing  and 
transcendant  terms  on  the  doctrine  of 
immortality.  The  imagery  of  night  is 
drawn  with  intense  solemnity, — its  dark- 
ness and  its  vast  canopy  studded  with  the 
host  of  heaven,  all  telling  of  the  great 
God,  and  proclaiming  his  majesty,  that 
man  may  be  awed  and  brought  in  faith  to 
the  acceptance  of  that  salvation  by  which 
he  rises  above  the  fear  of  dissolution,  ex- 
periences at  length  a  blessed  resurrec- 
tion, and  is  happy  forever  in  the  contem- 
plation and  enjoyment  of  his  Saviour. 


The  thought  and  style  are  unequal. 
Splendid  declamation  fills  many  a  page, 
though  it  is  usually  mixed  or  followed  up 
with  close,  bold,  grappling  appeal.  The 
pointed  antithesis  may  be  set  off  against 
the  diluting  amplifications.  What  is  orig- 
inal is  far  more  than  a  compensating  for 
what  reminds  one  of  Pope  or  Milton. 
The  argument,  always  powerful,  is  some- 
times rather  ingenious  than  solid;  and 
several  descriptions  border  on  hyperbole 
or  extravagance.  The  lines  are  occasion- 
ally rugged,  but  the  work  has  been 
always  and  deservedly  popular,  as  well 
from  its  theme  as  for  his  treatment  of  it ; 
and  Young's  muse,  with  her  skulls  and 
stars,  her  cross  and  her  crown,  has  no 
rival,  and  has  had  no  successor. — Eadie, 
John,  1866,  Imperial  Didumary  of  Uni- 
versed  Biography,  vol.  vi,  p.  1407. 

There  is  a  fine,  fluent,  sermonising  vein 
about  Young ;  but  a  flavour  of  cant  hangs 
about  his  most  ambitious  efforts.  To  use  a 
phrase  of  the  day,  he  is  a  sad  '^  Philistine ;" 
and,  through  the  admiration  long  felt  or 
professed  for  him,  his  influence  must 
have  much  tended  to  propagate  false 
taste.— Arnold,  Thomas,  1868-75,  C3iavr 
eer  to  Wordsworth,  p.  356. 

Perhaps  the  best  compliment  ever  paid 
to  the  ''Night  Thoughts"  is  the  fact  that 
Edmund  Burke  committed  many  portions 
of  it  to  memory.— Jenkins,  0.  L.,  1876, 
The  Student's  Handbook  of  British  and 
American  Literature,  p.  222. 

Young  was  one  of  the  cleverest  men 
who  ever  wrote  English  verse,  but  the 
cleverness  extinguishes  the  imagination. 
The  "Night  Thoughts,"  owing  in  great 
measure  to  its  subject,  has  enjoyed  a  vast 
popularity,  in  spite  of  its  offences  against 
all  literary  canons  of  taste.  .  .  . 
The  substance  is  everywhere  commonplace ; 
and  Young  shows  his  inferiority  to  Pope 
by  inventing  phrases  for  copybooks, 
where  Pope  coins  proverbs  for  cultivated 
thinkers.  The  love  of  gloom,  of  the 
imagery  of  the  grave,  and  the  awful  mys- 
teries of  life,  which  animated  our  older 
writers,  is  not  absent,  but  it  is  turned  to 
account  by  this  clever  man  of  the  world 
with  such  ingenuity,  that  we  become 
aware  of  the  shallowness  of  his  feeling. 
How  hollow  are  the  enjoyments  of  this 
world,  and  how  deep  the  surrounding 
mystery!  is  the  ostensible  sentiment. 
What  a  clever  fellow  I  am,  and  what  a 
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shame  it  is  that  I  was  not  made  a  bishop ! 
is  the  sentiment  plainly  indicated  in  every 
line.  Can  I  not  say  as  many  smart  things 
about  death  and  eternity  as  anybody  that 
ever  wrote  ?  Am  I  not  a  good  orthodox 
reasoner,  instead  of  a  semi^eist  like  that 
sinner  Pope?  We  see,  as  we  read,  the 
very  type  of  the  preacher  of  a  period 
when  the  old  mythology,  no  longer  cred- 
ible or  really  imposing  to  the  imagination, 
is  still  regarded  as  capable  of,  at  least, 
an  ostensible  demonstration,  and  may 
afford  a  sufficient  excuse  for  any  quality 
of  intellectual  ingenuity. — Stephen,  Lbs- 
lie,  1876,  History  (f  English  Thought  in 
the  EXghteenth  Ckntury,  vol.  Ii,  pp.  362, 
363. 

His  poem  is  a  wilderness  of  reflection, 
through  which  his  fertile  fancy  scatters 
flowers  of  every  hue  and  odor.  Its 
strength  is  in  the  vast  number  of  noble 
and  sublime  passages,  maxims  of  the  high- 
est practical  value,  everlasting  truths. — 
Welsh,  Alfred  H.,  1883,  Development  of 
English  Literature  and  Language,  vol.  ii, 
p.  133. 

Notwithstanding  the  morbid  spirit 
which  pervades  and  overshadows  much  of 
his  poetry,  depriving  it  somewhat  of  its 
potency,  it  yet  abounds  with  grand  im- 
agery and  impressive  eloquence.  Had  the 
poet  but  infused  a  little  star-light  into  his 
"Night  Thoughts"  they  would  have  pos- 
sessed a  tenfold  ch^irm.  —  Saunders, 
Frederick,  1887,  The  Story  of  Some 
Famx>us  Books,  p.  85. 

It  had  great  currency  in  England,  and 
was  admired,  and  translated,  and  read 
largely  upon  the  Continent.  For  many  a 
year,  a  copy  of  Young's  mournful,  mag- 
niloquent poem,  bound  in  morocco  and 
gilt-edged,  was  reckoned  one  of  the  most 
acceptable  and  worthy  gifts  to  a  person 
in  affliction.  But  of  a  surety  it  has  not 
the  same  hold  upon  people  in  this  century 
that  it  had  in  the  last.  There  are  elo- 
quent passages  in  it — passages  almost 
rising  to  sublimity.  His  love  of  superla- 
tives and  of  wordy  exaggerations  served 
him  in  good  stead  when  he  came  to  talk  of 
the  shortness  of  time,  and  the  length  of 
eternity,  and  the  depth  of  the  grave,  and 
the  shadows  of  death.  Amidst  these 
topics  he  moved  on  the  great  sable  pinions 
of  his  muse  with  a  sweep  of  wing,  and  a 
steadiness  of  poise,  that  drew  a  great 
many  sorrowing  and  pious  souls  after  him. 


—Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1895,  EngliA 
Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  Queen  Anne  and 
the  Georges,  p.  18. 

An  eloquent  interpreter  of  the  melan- 
choly of  his  age.  .  .  .  The  theme  of 
the  author  of  ''Night  Thoughts"  is  the 
old  opposition  between  the  social  and  the 
natural  man.  Elvery  other  element  in  the 
book — its  expression  of  fellowship  with 
nature,  its  appeal  to  the  human  conscience, 
its  sincere  conviction  of  man's  miserable 
condition,  has  since  been  expressed  by 
many  others  whose  voices  are  more  per- 
suasive than  his.  Yet  it  may  be  that,  if 
we  carry  our  minds  back  to  1742  and 
1744 — the  years  in  which  Young's  collec- 
tion of  poems  appeared — and  especially 
if  we  reflect  on  the  condition  of  French 
lyrical  poetry  just  at  that  time,  we  shall 
feel,  even  to-day,  the  partly  vanished 
charm  of  such  lines  as  these : 
O  majestio  Night  1 

Nature's  great  ancestor  1  I^y*8  elder-bom! 

And  fated  to  survive  the  transient  sun! 

Can  we  not  recognise,  in  these  lines, 
something  of  the  true  poet  that  at  times 
was  revealed  in  Edward  Young  ?  Are  oar 
wearied  perceptions  entirely  proof  against 
the  spell  which  so  fascinated  our  fatiiers? 
— Texte,  Joseph,  1895-99,  Jean-Jacques 
Rousseau  and  the  Cosmopolitan  Spirit  in 
Literature,  tr.  McMhews,  pp.  304,  310, 
311. 

He  is  not  a  seer,  or  a  prophet,  or  an 
enthusiast;  but  a  clever  phrasemonger 
and  a  disappointed  place-hunter,  who,  in 
his  extreme  verbal  solicitude  about  the 
next  world,  contrived  to  keep  a  sharp  eye 
upon  present  interests. — Aubrey,  W.  H. 
S.,  1896,  The  Rise  and  Growth  qfthe  Eng- 
lish Nation,  vol.  ni,  p.  115. 

It  is  difficult  to  give  even  a  guess 
whether  this  remarkable  poem  will  ever 
recover  much  or  anything  of  the  great 
reputation  which  it  long  held,  and  which, 
for  two  generations  at  least,  it  has  almost 
entirely  lost.  It  has  against  it,  the  ap- 
plication of  phrase  and  even  of  thought, 
merely  of  an  age,  to  the  greatest  and 
most  lasting  subjects,  and  a  tone  only  to 
be  described  as  the  theatrical-religions. 
Its  almost  unbroken  gloom  frets  or  tires 
according  to  the  mood  and  temperament 
of  the  reader.  On  the  other  hand,  the 
want  of  sincerity  is  always  more  apparent 
than  real,  and  the  moral  strength  and 
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fledge  of  human  nature,  which  were 
nreat  merits  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
appear  most  unmistakably.  Above 
ihe  poem  deserves  the  praise  due  to 
fine  and,  in  part  at  least,  very  orig- 
^ersification.  If  Young  here  deserts 
couplet,  it  is,  as  we  have  seen,  by 
leans  because  he  cannot  manage  it ; 
because  he  is  at  least  partly  dissatis- 
with  it,  and  sees  that  it  will  not 
)  his  turn.  And  his  blank  verse  is  a 
and  an  individual  kind.  Its  fault, 
no  doubt,  to  his  practice  in  drama, 
at  it  is  a  little  too  declamatory,  a  lit- 
\o  suggestive  of  soliloquies  in  an  inky 
:  with  footlights  in  front.  But  this 
self  distinguishes  it  from  the  blank 
)  of  Thomson,  which  came  somewhat 
Br.  It  is  not  a  direct  imitation  either 
Iton  or  of  Shakespeare,  and  deserves 
>e  ranked  by  itself. — Saintsbury, 
LGE,  1898,  A  Short  History  qf  English 
ature,  p.  561. 

SATIRES 

mng's  Satires  were  in  higher  reputa- 
when  published  than  they  stand  in  at 
mt.  He  seems  fonder  of  dazzling 
pleasing;  of  raising  our  admiration 
is  wit,  than  our  dislike  of  the  follies 
dicules.— Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1776, 
fc«,  ed,  Ounningham,  vol,  ill,  p.  439. 
e  chief  fault  in  the  satires  of  Young 
sir  to  have  arisen  from  a  too  great 
ality  to  antithesis  and  epigrammatic 
; :  occasionally  used,  they  give  weight 
terseness  to  sentiment;  but,  when 
isely  lavished,  offend  both  the  judg- 

and  the  ear.  The  poet  likewise, 
ad  of  faithfully  copying  from  human 
has  too  often  had  recourse  to  the 
;es  of  a  fertile  imagination;  hence 
pictures,  though  vividly  and  richly 
ired,  are  defective  in  that  truth  of 
)sentation  which  can  alone  impart  to 

a  due  degree  of  moral  influence. — 
CE,  Nathan.  1804,  Essays  Rlustra- 
*fthe  Tatter,  Spectator  and  Guardian, 
n,  p.  252. 

>ung  is  not  a  satirist  of  a  high  order, 
atire  has  neither  the  terrible  vigour, 
acerating  energy  of  genuine  indigna- 

nor  the  humour  which  owns  loving 
ATship  with  the  poor  human  nature 
ighs  at ;  nor  yet  the  personal  bitter- 

which,  as  in  Pope's  characters  of 
18  and  Atticus,  ensures  those  living 
les  by  virtue  of  which  the  individual 


and  particular  in  Art  becomes  the  univer- 
sal and  immortal.  Young  could  never 
describe  a  real  complex  human  being; 
but  what  he  could  do  with  eminent  success, 
was  to  describe  with  neat  and  finished 
point  obvious  types  of  manners  rather 
than  of  character, — to  write  cold  and 
clever  epigrams  on  personified  vices  and 
absurdities.  There  is  no  more  emotion 
in  his  satire  than  if  he  were  turning  witty 
vices  on  a  waxen  image  of  Cupid,  or  a 
lady's  glove.  —  Euot,  George,  1857, 
Worldliness  and  Other-Worldliness :  The 
Poet  Young;  Essays, 

DRAMAS 

Dr.  Young's  "Revenge,"  is  a  play 
which  discovers  genius  and  fire ;  but  wants 
tenderness,  and  turns  too  much  upon  the 
shocking  and  direful  passions. — Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and 
BeUeS'Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xlvi. 

Young,  Thomson,  and  others  who  fol- 
lowed the  same  wordy  and  declamatory 
system  of  composition,  contributed  rather 
to  sink  than  exalt  the  character  of  the 
stage.  The  two  first  were  both  men  of 
excellent  genius,  as  their  other  writings 
have  sufficiently  testified;  but,  as  dram- 
atists they  wrought  upon  a  false  model, 
and  their  productions  are  of  little  value. 
—Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1814-23,  Essay 
on  The  Drama, 

His  tragedy  of  the  ''Revenge"  is  monk- 
ish and  scholastic.  Zanga  is  a  vulgar  car- 
icature of  lago.  —  Hazlitt,  William, 
1818,  Lectures  on  the  English  Poets,  Lee- 
ture  vi. 

Young's  Tragedies  of  the  **Reyenge," 
'^Busiris,''  and  the"5rotter«,"are  evidently 
the  productions  of  no  ordinary  mind.  For 
high  and  eloquent  declamation,  they  are 
equal  to  any  thing  which  the  French 
School  has  produced,  either  in  its  native 
soil,  or  in  our  imitative  Country.  Though 
the  first  is  the  only  one  of  these  three 
Tragedies  which  keeps  possession  of  the 
Stage,  yet  *'Busiris"  appears  to  me  to 
possess  the  most  merit.  The  principal 
character  is  drawn  with  as  much  force 
and  decision  as  Zanga,  but  has  more  of 
real  human  nature  in  its  composition. 
Zanga  is  a  fine  Poetical  study ;  the  gran- 
deur of  the  conception,  and  the  power  of 
the  execution,  are  equal ;  but  it  has  not 
much  of  truth  or  Nature  in  its  composi- 
tion. Compare  it  with  the  lago  of  Shak- 
speare,  of  which  it  is  evidently  a  copy. 
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and  it  is  like  comparing  a  lay  figure  with 
a  Statue.  One  is  a  fitting  vehicle  to  con- 
vey to  us  the  drapery  of  the  Poet's  fancy, 
and  the  folds  and  forms  in  which  he 
chooses  to  array  it ;  but  the  other  has  the 
truth  and  power  of  Nature  stamped  upon 
every  limb.— Neele,  Henry,  1827-29, 
Lectures  on  English  Poetry^  p.  144. 

The  literary  genius  of  E.  Young  (1681- 
1765),  on  the  other  hand,  possessed  vigour 
and  variety  enough  to  distinguish  his 
tragedies  from  the  ordinary  level  of 
Augustan  plays ;  in  one  of  them  he  seems 
to  challenge  comparison  in  the  treatment 
of  his  theme  with  a  very  different  rival ; 
but  by  his  main  characteristics  as  a  dram- 
atist he  belongs  to  the  school  of  his  con- 
temporaries. —Ward,  Adolphus  William, 
1878,  Drama,  EncyclopcRdia  BrUanniea, 
vol.  VII. 

On  18  April  1721  the  "Revenge, "  which 
ran  for  only  six  nights,  was  acted  at  the 
same  theatre.  The  play,  a  variation  upon 
the  theme  of  ''Othello,"  afterwards  had 
a  long  popularity  on  the  stage.  The  char- 
acter of  Zanga,  Young's  lago,  gave  op- 
portunity for  effective  rant;  although 
Young's  mixture  of  bombast  and  epigram- 
matic antithesis  is  apt  to  strike  the  mod- 
em reader  as  it  struck  Fielding. — 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1900,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  LXiii,  p.  369. 

GENERAL 

I  know  nothing  else  but  a  new  edition 
of  Dr.  Young's  Works.  If  your  lordship 
thinks  like  me,  who  hold  that  even  in  his 
most  frantic  rhapsodies  there  are  innu- 
merable fine  things,  you  will  like  to  have 
this  edition.— Walpole,  Horace,  1757, 
To  the  Earl  of  Strafford,  July  5 ;  Letters^ 
ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  ill,  p.  89. 

I  don't  know  whether  you  have  seen 
Dr.  Young's  ** Conjectures  on  Original 
Composition."  He  is  the  finest  writer  of 
nonsense  of  any  of  this  age.  .  .  .  But 
the  wisest  and  kindest  part  of  his  work  is 
advising  writers  to  be  original,  and  not 
imitators ;  that  is,  to  be  geniuses  rather 
than  blockheads. — Warburton,  William, 
1759,  To.  Dr.  Hurd,  May  17 ;  Letters  from 
Late  Ehninent  Prelate. 

Where,  to  crown  the  hoary  bard  of  night, 
The  Muses  and  the  Virtues  all  unite? 

— Beattie,  James,  1765,  On  the  Report 
of  a  Monument  to  be  Erected  to  the  Memory 
of  a  Late  Author. 


Of  Young's  poems  it  is  difficult  to  give 
any  general  character ;  for  he  has  no  uni- 
formity of  manner :  one  of  his  pieces  has 
no  great  resemblance  to  another.  He 
began  to  write  early,  and  continued  long; 
and  at  different  times  had  different  modes 
of  poetical  excellence  in  view.  His  num- 
bers are  smooth  sometimes,  and  some- 
times rugged ;  his  style  is  sometimes  con- 
catenated, and  sometimes  abrupt;  some- 
times diffusive,  and  sometimes  concise. 
His  plans  seem  to  have  started  in  his  mind 
at  the  present  moment,  and  his  thoughts 
appeared  the  effect  of  chance,  sometimes 
adverse,  and  sometimes  lucky  with  very 
little  operation  of  judgment.  .  .  . 
His  versification  is  his  own ;  neither  his 
blank  nor  his  rhyming  lines  have  any  re- 
semblance to  those  of  former  writers ;  he 
picks  up  no  hemstitch,  he  copies  no 
favourite  expressions ;  he  seems  to  have 
laid  up  no  stores  of  thought  or  diction, 
but  to  owe  all  of  the  fortuitous  sugges- 
tions of  the  present  moment.  Yet  I  have 
reason  to  believe,  that,  when  once  he  had 
formed  a  new  design,  he  then  laboured  it 
with  very  patient  industry ;  and  that  he 
composed  with  great  labour,  and  frequent 
revisions.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81, 
Young  f  Lives  of  Vie  English  Poets. 

Young  judges  of  human  life  as  if  he 
did  not  belong  to  it ;  his  thoughts  seem  to 
have  risen  above  himself,  to  search  for  an 
imperceptible  spot  in  the  immensity  of 
the  creation,  where  he  might  observe, 
himself  unseen, 

What  is  the  world?— a  grave : 

Where  is  the  dust  which  has  not  been  alive? 
— Stael,  Madame  de,  1800,  The  Influ- 
ence of  Literature  upon  Society,  eh.  xv. 

Though  incapable  either  of  tenderness 
or  passion,  he  had  a  richness  and  activity 
of  fancy  that  belonged  rather  to  the  days 
of  James  and  Elizabeth,  than  to  those  of 
George  and  Anne : — But  then,  instead  of 
indulging  it,  as  the  older  writers  would 
have  done,  in  easy  and  playful  inventions, 
in  splendid  descriptions,  or  glowing  illus- 
trations, he  was  led,  by  the  restraints  and 
established  taste  of  his  age,  to  work  it  up 
into  strained  and  fantastical  epigrams,  or 
into  cold  and  revolting  hyperboles.  Instead 
of  letting  it  flow  gracefully  on,  in  an 
easy  and  sparkling  current,  he  perpetually 
forces  it  out  in  jets,  or  makes  it  stagnate 
in  formal  canals ; — and  thinking  it  neces- 
sary to  write  like  Pope,  when  the  bent  of 
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his  genius  led  him  rather  to  copy  what 
was  best  in  Cowley  and  most  fantastic  in 
Shakespeare,  he  has  produced  something 
which  excites  wonder  instead  of  admira- 
tion, and  is  felt  by  every  one  to  be  at 
once  ingenious^  incongruous,  and  unnat- 
ural.— Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord,  1811-44, 
Ford's  Dramatic  WorkSy  Ondribvivms  to 
the  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  ii,  p.  293. 

The  strained  thoughts,  the  figurative 
metaphysics   and    solemn    epigrams   of 

Young.— CJOLERIDGB,     SAMUEL      TaYLOR, 

1817,  Biographia  Literariay  eh.  xxiii. 

Young  is  a  gloomy  epigrammatist.  He 
has  abused  great  powers  both  of  thought 
and  language.  His  moral  reflections  are 
sometimes  excellent ;  but  he  spoils  their 
beauty  by  overloading  them  with  a  reli- 
gious horror,  and  at  the  same  time  giving 
them  all  the  smart  turns  and  quaint  ex- 
pressions of  an  enigma  or  repartee  in 
verse.— Hazutt,  Wiluam,  1818,  Lec- 
tures on  the  English  Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

Young  is  too  often  fantastical  and  friv- 
olous; he  pins  butterflies  to  the  pulpit-, 
cushion ;  he  suspends  against  the  grating 
of  the  charnel-house  coloured  lamps  and 
comic  transparencies, — Cupid,  and  the  cat 
and  the  fiddle;  he  opens  a  storehouse 
filled  with  minute  particles  of  heterogene- 
ous wisdom  and  unpalatable  goblets  of 
ill-concocted  learning,  contributions  from 
the  classics,  from  the  schoolmen,  from 
homilies,  and  from  farces.  What  you 
expected  to  be  an  elegy  turns  out  an  epi- 
gram ;  and  when  you  think  he  is  bursting 
into  tears  he  laughs  in  your  face.  Do 
you  go  with  him  into  his  closet,  prepared 
for  an  admonition  or  a  rebuke,  he  shakes 
his  head,  and  you  sneeze  at  the  powder 
and  perfumery  of  the  rebuke.  Wonder 
not  if  I  prefer  to  his  pungent  essences  the 
incense  which  Cowper  bums  before  the 
altar.— Landor,  Walter  Savage,  1828, 
Imaginary  Conversations:  Southey;  Con- 
versations, Third  Series,  Landofs  Works, 
vol.  IV,  p.  73. 

Young  has  founded  a  bad  school,  and 
was  not  himself  a  good  master.  .  .  . 
Young,  whom  the  phantom  of  the  world 
pursues,  even  among  the  tombs,  betrays, 
in  his  declamations  on  death,  merely  a 
disappointed  ambition :  he  takes  his  peev- 
ishness for  melancholy.  There  is  nothing 
natural  in  his  tenderness,  nothing  ideal  in 
his  grief :  it  is  always  a  heavy  hand  moving 
slowly  over  the  lyre.— Chateaubriand, 


Franqois  Ren6,  Vicomte  de,  1831,  Sketches 
of  English  Literature,  vol.  ii,  p.  251. 

A  grander  writer  by  spasms  than  by 
volitions.— Browning,  Elizabeth  Bar- 
rett, 1842-63,  The  Book  of  the  Poets. 

In  him  the  intellect  had  an  undue  pre- 
dominance over  the  imagination  and  the 
sensibility;  and  hardly  does  he  raise  up 
before  us  some  grand  image  of  death,  of 
power,  or  of  immortality,  than  he  turns 
aside  to  seek  after  remote  and  fantastic 
allusions,  which  instantly  destroy  the 
potent  charm.  Few  writers  are  so  un- 
equal as  Young,  or  rather,  few  writers 
of  such  powerful  and  acknowledged  gen- 
ius were  ever  so  deficient  in  comparative 
or  critical  taste.  To  him  every  idea 
seemed  good,  provided  only  it  was  strong, 
original,  and  ingenious ;  and  as  his  subject 
was  precisely  the  one  least  suited  to  this 
species  of  intellectual  sword-play,  the  con- 
ceits, unexpected  analogies,  and  epigram- 
matic turns  of  which  he  was  so  fond,  are 
as  offensive  and  incongruous  as  would  be 
the  placing  of  the  frippery  fountains  and 
clipped  yews  and  trim  parterres  of  Ver- 
sailles among  the  glaciers  and  precipices 
of  Alpine  scenery.  ...  It  would  be 
unjust  were  we  to  refuse  our  tribute  of 
acknowledgment  and  admiration  to  the 
vast  richness  and  fertility  of  imagination 
displayed  by  this  powerful  writer :  it  is  the 
fertility  of  a  tropical  climate ;  or,  rather, 
it  is  the  abundant  vegetation  of  a  volcanic 
region;  flowers  and  weeds,  the  hemlock 
and  the  vine,  the  gaudy  and  noxious  poppy 
and  the  innocent  and  life-supporting  wheat 
— all  is  brought  forth  with  a  boundless  and 
indiscriminate  profusion. — Shaw,  Thomas 
B.,  1847,  OvJdines  qf  English  Literature, 
p.  224. 

He  had  nothing  of  Donne's  subtle  fancy, 
and  as  little  of  the  gayety  and  playfulness 
that  occasionally  break  out  among  the 
quibbles  and  contortions  of  Cowley.  On 
the  other  hand,  he  has  much  more  passion 
and  pathos  than  Cowley,  and,  with  less 
elegance,  perhaps  makes  a  nearer  approach 
in  some  of  his  greatest  passages  to  the 
true  sublime.  But  his  style  is  radically 
an  affected  and  false  one;  and  of  what 
force  it  seems  to  possess,  the  greater 
part  is  the  result  not  of  any  real  principle 
of  life  within  it,  but  of  mere  strutting  and 
straim'ng.— Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  of  English  Literature 
and  of  the  English  Language,  vol.  ii,  p.  285. 
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Doubtless  there  are  brilliant  flashes  of 
imagination  in  his  poems ;  seriousness  and 
elevation  are  not  wanting;  we  can  even 
see  that  he  aims  at  them ;  but  we  discover 
much  more  quickly  that  he  makes  the 
most  of  his  grief,  and  strikes  attitudes. — 
Taine,  H.  a.,  1871,  History  of  English 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  ii,  bk,  iii, 
eh.  vii,  p.  221. 

There  is  scarcely  a  stanza  of  the  so- 
called  ''Odes"  which  does  not  read  like 
an  admirable  and  intentional  burlesque. 
The  author  seems  by  his  rhymes  to  have 
had  no  ear  at  all,  and  his  gross  and 
fulsome  flattery  is  unspeakably  nauseous. 
— Saintsbury,  George,  1880,  The  Eng- 
lish Poets,  erf.  Ward,  vol.  Ill,  p.  222. 

His  influence  was  not  so  pure  as  that  of 
Thomson.  The  author  of  "Night  Thoughts" 
was  an  artist  of  a  force  approaching  that 


of  genius,  but  his  error  was  to  build  that 
upon  rhetoric  which  he  should  have  based 
on  imagination.  The  history  of  Young  is 
one  of  the  most  curious  in  the  chronicles 
of  literature.  Born  far  back  in  the  sev- 
enteenth century,  before  Pope  or  Gay,  he 
wrote  in  the  manner  of  the  Anne  wits, 
without  special  distinction,  through  all 
the  years  of  his  youth  and  middle  life. 
At  the  age  of  sixty  he  collected  his  poet- 
ical works,  and  appeared  to  be  a  finished 
mediocrity.  It  was  not  until  then,  and 
after  that  time,  that,  taking  advantage  of 
a  strange  wind  of  funereal  enthusiasm  that 
swept  over  him,  he  composed  the  master- 
piece by  which  the  next  generation  knew 
him,  his  amazingly  popular  and  often 
highly  successful  ** Night  Thoughts."— 
GossE,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  History  of 
Modem  English  LUeraiure,  p.  237. 


David  Mallet 

17057-1765 

David  Mallet,  was  bom  in  1698  near  Crieff,  the  son  of  a  farmer.  Janitor  at  Edin- 
burgh High  School  in  1717-18,  he  then  studied  at  the  university ;  in  1720  became  a 
tutor,  from  1723  to  1731  in  the  family  of  the  Duke  of  Montrose,  living  mostly  in  Lon- 
don and  changed  his  name  ''from  Scotch  Malloch  to  English  Mallet."  In  1723  the 
adaptation  of  two  old  ballads  into  ''William  and  Margaret"  gained  him  a  reputation  as 
a  poet,  which  he  enhanced  by  "The  Elxcursion"  (1728).  To  please  Pope,  Mallet 
reviled  Pope's  critics  in  "Verbal  Criticism"  (1733).  In  1740  he  published  a  medi- 
ocre Life  of  Bacon;  in  1742  another  poem,  "The  Hermit,  or  Amyntor  and  Theodora," 
and  the  same  year  became  under-secretary  to  Frederick,  Prince  of  Wales.  To  grat- 
ify Bolingbroke  he  heaped  abuse  upon  his  dead  friend  Pope  in  a  preface  to  Boling- 
broke's  "Patriot  King,"  and  he  edited  Bolingbroke's  works :  at  the  bidding  of  the 
ministry  he  directed  the  popular  rage  for  the  loss  of  Minorca  upon  Admiral  Byng, 
and  the  "price  of  blood,"  says  Dr.  Johnson,  "was  a  pension  which  he  retained  till 
his  death."  He  received  a  legacy  of  £1000  from  the  Duchess  to  write  a  Life  of  Marl- 
borough, but  never  penned  a  line.  He  also  tried  his  hand  at  play- writing.  "Mus- 
tapha"  pleased  for  a  while  in  1739;  "Eurydice"  (1731)  and  "Elvira"  (1763),  trag- 
edies, were  failures.  "Alfred,  a  Masque"  (1740),  was  written  in  conjunction  with 
Thomson,  and  one  of  its  songs,  "Rule  Britannia,"  was  claimed  for  both.  Mallet  died 
21st  April  1765.— Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chamber^ s  Biographical  Dietion- 
ary,  p.  623. 


PERSONAL 

As  a  fellow  who,  while  Mr.  Pope  lived, 
was  as  diligent  in  licking  his  feet,  as  he 
is  now  in  licking  your  lordship's;  and 
who,  for  the  sake  of  giving  himself  an  air 
of  importance,  in  being  joined  with  you, 
and  for  the  vanity  of  saying  "the  Author 
and  I."— "the  Editor  and  me," — has 
sacrificed  all  his  pretensions  to  friendship, 
honour,  and  humanity.  —  Warburton, 
William,  ?  1749,  A  Letter  to  the  Lord 
Viscount  B ke,  Occasioned  by  his  Treat- 
ment of  a  Deceased  Friend. 


Mallet's  boasts  should  not,  I  imagine, 
have  much  effect  with  those  who  know 
him ;  for,  from  the  knowledge  I  have  of 
him,  I  feel  an  unaccountable  propensity 
to  believe  the  contrary  of  what  he  tells 
me. — Wedderburn,  Alexander  (Lord 
Loughborough),  1764,  Letter  to  David 
Hume,  Oct.  28. 

His  stature  was  diminutive,  but  he  was 
regularly  formed ;  his  appearance,  till  he 
grew  corpulent,  was  agreeable,  and  he 
suffered  it  to  want  no  recommendation 
that  dress  could  give  it.    His  conyersation 
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igant  and  easy.  The  rest  of  his 
er  may,  without  injury  to  his 
',  sink  into  silence. — Johnson, 
^  1779-81,  MalUt,  Lives  of  the 
Poets. 

Pallet  and  his  lady  appeared  to  all 
*ld  to  be  the  happiest  couple  in  it, 
lesire  to  have  no  doubt  that  they 
were  what  they  wished  the  world 
think  them.  However,  Mrs.  Mat- 
her excessive  love,  joined  the  most 
mate  prudence.  Every  shilling  of 
tune,  which  amounted  to  seven  or 
housand  pounds,  she  settled  upon 
;  but  then  she  took  all  imaginable 
at  Mr.  Mallet  should  appear  like  a 
lan  of  distinction,  and,  from  her 
[indness,  always  chose  herself  to 
}e  everything  that  he  wore;  hat, 
gs,  coat,  waist-coat,  &c.,  were  all 
own  choice,  and  at  her  own  cost ; 
was  the  warmth  of  her  fondness, 
le  took  care  all  the  world  should 
he  pains  she  bestowed  on  her  hus- 
dress.— Davies,  Thomas,  1780, 
s  of  the  Life  of  David  Garrick^  vol. 
I. 

en  Bolingbroke  died  and  bequeathed 
)lication  of  his  works  to  Mallet, 
1  observed: — *'His  Lordship  has 
a  blunderbuss  against  Religion, 
I  left  a  Scoundrel  to  pull  the  trig- 
Being  reminded  of  this  a  few 
igo,  the  Doctor  exclaimed,  "Did  I 
say  so?"  **Yes,  Sir."  He  re- 
**I  am  heartily  glad  of  it." — 
NS,  George,  1785,  Johnsoniana, 
in  Magazine,  Jan. 

nute  life  of  Mallet  might  exhibit  a 
example  of  mediocrity  of  talent, 
t  suspicious  virtues,  brought  for- 
'the  accident  of  great  connexions, 
a  bustling  intriguer  much  higher 
icale  of  society  than  **our  philoso- 
ir  dreamt  of." — Disraeu,  Isaac, 
bolingbroke,  Mallet  and  Pope,Quar' 
iuthors,  note, 

Bolingbroke's  relations  with  the 
llet  we  have  no  intention  of  enter- 
'othe  influence  of  that  unprincipled 
irer  and  most  detestable  man  is, 
3ve,  in  a  large  measure,  to  be  at- 
1  almost  everything  which  loaded 
5r  years  with  reproach — the  assault 
B,  the  unseemly  controversy  with 
ton,  the  determination  to  prepare 


for  posthumous  publication  what  he  had 
not  the  courage  to  publish  during  life. — 
Collins,  John  Churton,  1886,  Boling- 
broke, A  Historical  Study,  and  Voltaire  in 
England,  p.  213. 

He  was  a  venal  writer,  a  treacherous 
friend,  a  dishonest  man.  —Walker,  Hugh, 
1893,  Three  Centuries  of  Scottish  Litera- 
ture, vol.  II,  p.  85. 

He  did  a  large  amount  of  dirty  work, 
and  appears  to  have  made  a  good  income 
by  it.— Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  cf 
Pope,  p.  118. 

WILLLAJKI  AND  MARGARET 

1724 

I  am  never  more  delighted  than  when 
I  meet  with  an  opportunity  to  unveil 
obscure  merit,  and  produce  it  into  notice. 
•  .  .  My  having  taken  up,  in  a  late 
perambulation,  as  I  stood  upon  the  top  of 
Primrose  Hill,  a  torn  leaf  of  one  of  those 
Halfpenny  Miscellanies  which  are  pub- 
lished for  the  use  and  pleasure  of  our 
nymphs  of  low  degree  and  known  by  the 
name  of  Garlands.  ...  I  fell  unex- 
pectedly upon  a  work,  for  so  I  have  no 
scruple  to  call  it,  which  deserves  to  live 
forever!  and  which  (notwithstanding  its 
disguise  of  coarse  brown  paper,  almost  un- 
intelligible corruptions  of  the  sense  from 
the  blunders  of  the  press,  with  here  and 
there  an  obsolete  low  phrase  which  I  have 
altered  for  the  clearer  explanation  of  the 
author's  meaning)  is  so  powerfully  filled 
throughout  with  that  blood-curdling  chill- 
ing influence  of  Nature  working  on  our 
passions  (which  Griticks  call  the  sublime) 
that  I  have  never  met  it  stronger  in 
Homer  himself;  nor  even  in  that  prodi- 
gious English  genius,  who  has  made  the 
Greek  our  countryman.  The  simple  title 
of  this  piece  was ' '  William  and  Margaret. ' ' 
A  Ballad.  I  am  sorry  that  I  am  not  able 
to  acquaint  my  Reader  with  his  name  to 
whom  we  owe  this  melancholy  piece  of 
finished  Poetry;  under  the  humble  title 
of  a  Ballad.— Hn.L,  Aaron,  1724,  The 
Plain  Dealer,  July  24 

After  what  you  have  said  of  ''William 
and  Margaret,"  I  flatter  myself  that  you 
will  not  be  displeased  with  an  account  of 
the  incident  which  gave  birth  to  that  bal- 
lad. Your  conjecture  that  it  was  founded 
on  the  real  history  of  an  unhappy  woman 
is  true.  ...  It  was  some  time  after 
this  that  1  chanced  to  look  into  a  comedy 
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of  Fletcher's  called  ''The  Knight  of  the 

Burning  Pestle."    The  place  I  fell  upon 

was  where  old  Merrythought  repeats  these 

verses: — 

When  it  was  grown  to  dark  midnight. 

And  all  were  fast  asleep, 
In  came  Margaret's  grimly  ghost, 

And  stood  at  William's  feet. 

which  I  fancy  was  the  beginning  of  some 
ballad  commonly  known  at  the  time  this 
author  wrote.  These  lines,  naked  of  or- 
nament, and  simple  as  they  are,  struck  my 
fancy ;  I  closed  the  book,  and  bethought 
myself  that  the  unhappy  adventure  I  have 
mentioned  above,  which  then  came  fresh 
into  my  mind,  might  naturally  raise  a 
tale  upon  the  appearance  of  this  ghost. 
It  was  then  midnight.  All  around  me  was 
still  and  quiet.  These  concurring  circum- 
stances worked  my  soul  to  a  powerful 
melancholy.  I  could  not  sleep.  And  at 
that  time  I  finished  my  little  poem,  such 
as  you  see  it  here. — Malloch,  David, 
1724,  Letter  to  the  Plain  Dealer,  Jvly  2A. 

Poor  Mallet !  I  pity  his  misfortune  and 
feel  for  him  probably  more  than  he  does 
for  himself  at  present.  His  ''William 
and  Margaret,"  his  only  good  piece  of 
poetry,  is  torn  from  him,  and  by  the  evi- 
dence of  old  Manuscripts  turns  out  to  be 
the  work  of  the  celebrated  Andrew  Mar- 
vel composed  in  the  year  1670. — Gibbon, 
EJdward,  1776,  Private  Letters,  vol,  i,  p. 
283. 

The  ballad  supposed  to  be  lost  has  been 
lately  recovered,  in  a  copy  of  the  date 
1711,  with  the  title  "William  and  Mar- 
garet, an  Old  Ballad,"  and  turns  out  to 
be  substantially  the  piece  which  Mallet 
published  as  his  own  in  1724,  Mallet's 
changes  being  comparatively  slight. 
"William  and  Margaret"  is  simply  "Fair 
Margaret  and  Sweet  William"  rewritten 
in  what  used  to  be  called  an  elegant  style. 
—Child,  Francis  James,  1885,  ed..  The 
English  and  Scottish  PoptUar  Ballads,  pL 
iii,  p,  199. 

David  Mallet's  literary  reputation  is 
chiefly  due  to  a  piece  of  poetry  which  he 
never  wrote.  "William  and  Margaret" 
was  one  of  the  most  popular  ballads  of 
the  eighteenth  century.  It  appeared  in 
nearly  all  the  numerous  miscellanies,  both 
poetic  and  musical;  it  was  read,  sung, 
and  recited  on  all  sides.  It  was  even 
parodied.  With  the  exception  of  a  few 
skeptical  and  unimportant  personages,  its 


authorship  was  universally  attributed  to 
Mallet,  and  men  like  James  Thomson,  Dr. 
Johnson,  and  Bishop  Percy  gave  him  the 
weight  of  their  authority.  The  ballad 
floated  all  the  rest  of  Mallet's  literary 
performances,  and  he  died  a  famous  man. 
.  .  .  As  has  been  said,  it  was  "Wil- 
liam and  Margaret"  that  established  Mal- 
let's literary  reputation;  and  it  is  only 
within  a  few  years  that  his  claim  to  its 
authorship  has  been  successfully  assailed. 
We  shall  see  unfolded  one  of  the  pretti- 
est cases  of  literary  forgery  on  record, 
as  well  as  one  of  the  meanest,  for  it  took 
a  great  deal  of  deliberate  lying  on  Mal- 
let's part  to  make  good  his  claim.  .  .  . 
The  proof  of  the  forgery  did  not  come  till 
the  year  1878,  when  a  black-letter  copy 
of  the  old  ballad  of  "William  and  Mai- 
garet"  was  brought  to  light.  This  copy 
bears  a  Queen  Anne  stamp,  and  on  this 
stamp  rests  the  evidence  against  Mallet. 
In  1711  an  act  of  Parliament  was  passed 
requiring  stamps  upon  newspapers.  This 
Act  was  not  meant  to  apply  to  ballads, 
and,  as  Mr.  Chappell  says,  "they  were 
speedily  excepted  from  its  operation."  This 
ballad  is  exactly  the  same  as  the  one  pub- 
lished in  Mallet's  works,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  a  few  verbal  alterations.  It  could 
not  have  been  written  by  Mallet,  for  he 
would  have  been  more  than  a  marvel  of 
precocity  to  produce  such  a  thing  at  the 
age  of  eleven  or  twelve  years.  This 
Queen  Anne  stamp  completely  disposes  of 
Mallet's  claim ;  and  thus  it  is  altogether 
probable  that ' '  William  and  Margaret, "  as 
it  stands,  is  one  of  the  old  English  ballads, 
and  not  an  eighteenth  century  production 
at  all.  .  .  .  "William  and  Margaret" 
has  an  importance,  independent  of  its 
authorship,  as  contributing  to  the  early 
hidden  growth  of  the  English  Romantic 
movement.  Its  great  popularity  in  "the 
age  of  prose  and  reason"  shows  that  there 
was  a  love  for  poetry  of  this  kind,  how- 
ever much  fashion  condemned  it  in  the 
abstract.  For  its  introduction  to  the 
public,  we  must  be  grateful  to  Aaron  Hill 
— a  pompous,  short-sighted  person — and 
Allan  Ramsay — a  sturdy,  unscrupulous, 
half -vulgar  fellow.  They  builded  better 
than  they  knew.  —Phelps,  William  Lyon, 
1893,  The  Beginnings  of  the  English  Ro- 
mantic Movement,  Appendix  IL,  pp.  177, 
180,  182. 

Mr.  Child  says  that  Mallet  passed  off  as 
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his  own,  with  very  &\if(}it  changes,  a  bal- 
lad called ' '  William  and  Margaret, ' '  a  copy 
of  which,  dated  1711,  has  been  discov- 
ered. But  the  resemblances  between  the 
two  poems  scarcely  seem  to  justify  Mr. 
Child's  criticism,  though  Gibbon's  state- 
ment confirms  it.  The  writer  of  the  article 
on  Mallet,  in  the  ''Dictionary  of  National 
Biography,"  throws  no  doubts  upon  Mal- 
let being  the  author  of  ''William  and 
Margaret,"  nor  does  the  writer  on  Mar- 
veil,  in  the  same  series,  lay  any  claim  for 
Marvell  to  its  authorship.  Thomas,  bet- 
ter known  as  "Hesiod,"  Cooke,  who  pub- 
lished his  "Life  and  Writings  of  Andrew 
Marvell"  in  1726,  and  who  not  only  dis- 
liked Mallet,  but  characterised  his  "Will- 
iam and  Margaret"  as  "trash,"  nowhere 
suggests  that  Mallet  was  not  the  author. 
— Prothero,  Rowland  E.,  1896,  Private 
Letters  <^  Edward  GibboUy  vol.  i,  p.  283, 
note. 

GENERAL 

The  nauseous  affectation  of  expressing 
everything  pompously  and  poetically,  is 
nowhere  more  visible  than  in  a  poem  lately 
published,  entitled  "Amyntor  and  Theo- 
dora."— Warton,  Joseph,  1756,  Essay 
on  the  Genius  and  Writings  cf  Pope,  vol. 
I,  p.  147. 

Next  Mallet  oame ;  Mallet  who  knows  each 

art 
The  ear  to  tickle  and  to  soothe  the  heart; 
Who  with  a  goose-quill,  like  a  magio  rod, 
Transforms  a  Sootish  peer  into  a  god. 
Oh  I  matchless  Mallet,  by  one  stroke  to  clear, 
One  lucky  stroke,  four  hundred  pounds  a 

year. 
Long  round  a  court  poor  G^y  dependent 

hung 
(And  yet  more  trimly  has  the  poet  sung), 
Twice  six  revolving  years  vain  hoping  passed, 
And  unrewarded  went  away  at  last. 

— Shaw,  Cuthbert,  1766,  The  Race. 

As  a  writer,  he  cannot  be  placed  in  any 
high  class.  There  is  no  species  of  com- 
position in  which  he  was  eminent.  His 
Dramas  had  their  day,  a  short  day,  and 
are  forgotten;  his  blank  verse  seems  to 
my  ear  the  echo  of  Thomson.  .  .  . 
His  works  are  such  as  a  writer,  bustling 
in  the  world,  showing  himself  in  public, 
and  emerging  occasionally  from  time  to 
time  into  notice,  might  keep  alive  by  his 
personal  influence ;  but  which,  conveying 
little  information,  and  giving  no  great 
pleasure,  must  soon  give  way,  as  the  suc- 
cession of  things  produce  new  topics  of 


conversation  and  other  modes  of  amuse- 
ment—Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Mat- 
letj  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Mallet's  literary  reputation  did  not  live 
long,  and  one  contemporary  at  least  was 
not  too  severe  in  calling  him  a  ''whiflSer 
in  poetry"  (Cooke).  Johnson  told  Gold- 
smith that  he  ''had  talents  enough  to  keep 
his  literary  reputation  alive  as  long  as  he 
himself  lived, "  and  he  has  worked  out  the 
same  idea  in  his  criticism  in  the  "Lives." 
His  lack  of  originality  justified  the  sorry 
joke  of  the  aggrieved  Theobald,  "that 
there  is  no  more  conceit  in  him  tluui  in  a 
mallet"  (edit,  ot  Shakespeare,  1733,  Pref. 
lii);  and  Hume's  dictum,  that  "he  was 
destitute  of  the  pathetic,"  would  not  be 
difficult  to  prove.  At  times  his  lines  show 
the  cadence  of  Pope's  verse  (e.  g.  "Ver- 
bal Criticism"),  and  his  tragedies  echo 
the  fuller  rhythm  of  his  friend's  "Sea- 
sons;" but  his  mo^^  is  always  poor.  His 
early  ballad  of  "William  and  Margaret," 
and  the  claim  set  up  on  his  behalf  to  the 
authorship  of  the  national  ode  of  "Rule 
Britannia,"  alone  give  him  any  title  to 
posthumous  recognition. — Smffh,  G.  Greg- 
ory, 1893,  Dictionary  of  Natumal  Biog- 
raphy, vol.  XXXV,  p.  427. 

Was  little  better  than  a  mere  parrot. — 
Walker,  Hugh,  1893,  Three  Centuries  of 
Scottish  Literature,  vol.  ii,  p.  49. 

It  is  a  far  cry  from  Mallet's  "System 
of  Runic  Mythology' '  to  William  Morris' 
"Sigurd  the  Volsung"  (1877),  but  to 
Mallet  belongs  the  cr^it  of  first  exciting 
that  interest  in  Scandinavian  antiquity 
which  has  enriched  the  prose  and  poetry 
not  only  of  England  but  of  Europe  in  gen- 
eral. Gray  refers  to  him  in  his  notes  on 
'The  Descent  of  Odin,"  and  his  work, 
continued  to  be  popular  authority  on  its 
subject  for  at  least  half  a  century.  Scott 
cites  it  in  his  annotations  on  "The  Lay 
of  the  Last  Minstrel"  (1805).— Beers, 
Henry  A.,  1898,  A  History  (f  English 
Romanticism  in  the  Eighteenth  Century, 
p.  191. 

"Edwin  and  Emma,"  though  not  so 
good,  was  long  as  famous  as  "William 
and  Margaret,"  and  all  but  a  few  of  Mal- 
let's more  numerous  pieces  in  the  lighter 
style  show  the  grace  and  wit  which  belongs 
to  the  now  too-much-neglected  lighter 
verse  of  the  eighteenth  century. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  History  of 
English  Literature,  p.  578. 
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James  G-rainger 

1721 ?-1766 

Born  probably  at  Dans,  Berwickshire,  in  1721  (?):  died  at  St.  Christopher,  West 
Indies,  Dec.  16,  1766.  A  Scottish  physician  and  poet.  After  1753  he  settled  in 
London,  where  he  became  intimate  with  Johnson  and  other  famous  men.  In  1759  he 
went  to  the  West  Indies.  He  published  a  number  of  works,  including  essays,  etc, 
on  medicine.  Among  his  poems  are  an  ''Ode  on  Solitude"  (in  Dodsley's  collection, 
1755),  and  ''The  Sugar  Cane"  (1764).  He  translated  part  of  Ovid's  "Epistles" 
(1758),  and  the  "Elegies  of  Tibullus"  and  the  poems  of  Sulpicia  (1759).  He  assisted, 
with  others,  Charlotte  Lenox  in  her  translation  of  Brumoy's  "Th^tre  des  Grecs" 
(1759). — Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  ed.  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  rf Names,  p.  453. 


PERSONAL 

A  man  of  modesty  and  reserve  and  in 
spite  of  a  broad  provincial  dialect,  ex- 
tremely pleasing  in  his  conversation.  He 
was  tall,  and  of  a  lathy  make;  plain- 
featured,  and  deeply  marked  with  small- 
pox ;  his  eyes  were  quiet  and  keen ;  his 
temper  generous  and  good-natured;  and 
he  was  an  able  man  in  the  knowledge  of 
his  profession. — Anon,  1773,  Westmin- 
ster Review. 

In  person  he  was  tall  and  of  "a  lathy 
make,''  plain-featured,  and  deeply  marked 
with  the  smalt-pox.  Despite  a  broad 
provincial  accent  his  conversation  was 
very  pleasing.  By  his  wife  he  left  two 
daughters,  lA)uise  Agnes,  and  Eleanor. 
The  latter  was  married  in  1798  to  Thomas 
Rousell  of  Wandsworth.  A  foul  attack  on 
Mrs.  Grainger,  imputing  her  husband's 
premature  death  to  grief  at  the  discovery 
of  her  immorality,  was  published  during 
her  lifetime  in  the  "Westminster  Maga- 
zine" for  December  1773.  Percy  sent 
an  indignant  denial  to  the  "Whitehall 
Evening  Post,"  and  threatened  legal  pro- 
ceedings, upon  which  the  libel  was  with- 
drawn and  apologised  for  in  January  1774. 
Grainger  bequeathed  his  manuscripts  to 
Percy.— Goodwin,  Gordon,  1890,  Dfc- 
tionary  qf  National  Biography,  vol,  xxn, 
p.  369. 

GENERAL 

Johnson  said,  that  Dr.  Grainger  was  an 
agreeable  man ;  a  man  who  would  do  any 
good  that  was  in  his  power.  His  transla- 
tion of  "Tibullus,"  he  thought,  was  very 
well  done ;  but  "The  Sugar-Qme,"  a  poem, 
did  not  please  him;  for,  he  exclaimed, 
''What  could  he  make  of  a  sugar-cane? 
One  might  as  well  write  the  Tarsley-bed, 
a  Poem ;'  or  '  The  Cabbage-garden,  a 
Poem.'  "—Johnson,  Samuel,  1776,  L^e 
by  Boswell,  ed.  HUl,  vol.  ii,  p.  520. 

Mr.  Chalmers  censures  Grainger  for 


having  chosen  the  sugar  cane  as  the  sub- 
ject of  a  didactic  poem :  ''connected,"  he 
says,  "as  an  English  merchant  may  be 
with  the  produce  of  the  West  Indies,  it 
will  not  be  easy  to  persuade  the  reader 
of  English  poetry  to  study  the  cultiva- 
tion of  the  sugar  plant,  merely  that  he 
may  add  some  new  imagery  to  the  more 
ample  stores  which  he  can  contemplate 
without  study  or  trouble."  The  critic's 
objection  is  not  to  the  kind  of  poem,  but 
to  the  particular  subject;  now  it  would 
be  impossible  to  select  any  subject  for 
that  kind  which  is  capable  of  being  so 
richly  and  variously  adorned.  If  Grain- 
ger has  invoked  the  muse  to  sing  of  rats, 
and  metamorphosed,  in  Arcadian  phrase, 
negro  slaves  into  swains,  the  fault  is  in 
the  writer,  not  in  the  topic.  The  argu- 
ments which  he  has  prefixed  are  indeed 
ludicrously  flat  and  formal. — Southet, 
Robert,  1814,  Chalmers's  English  PoetSf 
Quarterly  Review,  vol.  xi,  p.  489. 

The  novelty  of  West  Indian  scenery  in- 
spired him  with  the  unpromising  subject 
of  the  Sugar-cane,  in  which  he  very  poet- 
ically dignifies  the  poor  negroes  with  the 
name  of  ''Swains.**— Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  qfthe  British  Poets,. 

Grainger  possessed  a  tme  poetic  vein. 
Bat  why  waste  numbers  on  a  Sagar-cane? 
Say,  Doctor,  why,  since  those  who  only  need 
Thy  blank  instmctions,  sore  will  never  read? 

—Coleridge,  Hartley,  1849,  Sketches  (f 
English  Poets,  Poems,  vol.  n,  p.  304. 

The  two  exact  contemporaries  of  Aken- 
side  claim  mention  here  only  on  the 
strength  of  one  fine  lily  apiece — James 
Grainger  a  didactic  West  Indian  sugar- 
planting  physician,  having  published  in 
1755  an  "Ode  to  Solitude,"  before  he  be- 
gan to  sing  of  canes  and  swains  in  tedious 
couplets. —Gosse,  Edmund,  1888,  A  His- 
tory qf  Eighteenth  Century  Literature,  f- 
312. 
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Thomas  Birch 

1705-1766 

Thomas  Birch  was  born  in  the  parish  of  St.  John,  Clerkenwell,  on  the  twenty-third  of 
November,  1705.  His  father  was  a  quaker,  coffee-mill  maker,  but  the  son's  fondness 
for  learning  early  became  so  great,  that,  rather  than  follow  the  calling  of  his  father, 
he  left  his  home,  became  assistant  in  Hemel  Hampstead  school,  and  there  received  his 
education.  He  had  hitherto  adhered  to  the  tenets  of  the  quakers,  but  he  now  aban- 
doned them,  and  was  soon  after  ordained,  by  the  bishop  of  Salisbury.  He  rose  very 
rapidly  in  the  church,  and  being  honoured  with  the  degree  of  a  doctor  of  divinity,  by 
the  Marischal  College  of  Aberdeen,  he  became  a  very  considerable  personage.  He 
died  by  a  fall  from  his  horse,  between  London  and  Hampstead,  on  the  ninth  of  Jan- 
uary, 1766.  Dr.  Birch  wrote  the  "Historical  Memoirs  and  Lives"  of  Queen  Elizabeth, 
Raleigh,  Boyle,  Tillotson,  and  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  besides  a  ''History  of  the 
Royal  Society,"  of  which  he  was  one  of  the  secretaries.  He  was  a  diligent  explorer 
of  records  and  public  papers :  he  threw  light  on  history,  but  was  destitute  of  taste, 
and  the  skill  of  historical  arrangement. — Mills,  Abraham,  1851,  The  Literature  and 
the  Literary  Men  of  Great  Britain  and  Ireland,  vol.  II,  p.  529. 


PERSONAL 

The  mental  endowments  of  Dr.  Birch 
were  singular ;  he  had  a  great  eagerness 
after  knowledge,  and  a  memory  very  re- 
tentive of  facts ;  but  his  learning,  prop- 
erly so  called,  bore  no  proportion  to  his 
reading;  for  he  was  in  truth  neither  a 
mathematician,  a  natural  philosopher,  a 
classical  scholar,  nor  a  divine ;  but,  in  a 
small  degree,  all,  and  though  lively  in 
conversation,  he  was  but  a  dull  writer. 
Johnson  was  used  to  speak  of  him  in  this 
manner:  *'Tom  is  a  lively  rogue;  he  re- 
members a  great  deal,  and  can  tell  many 
pleasant  stories ;  but  a  pen  is  to  Tom  a 
torpedo,  the  touch  of  it  benumbs  his  hand 
and  his  brain :  Tom  can  talk ;  but  he  is 
no  writer."  .  .  .  In  the  midst  of  all 
his  labours  and  pursuits.  Dr.  Birch  pre- 
served an  even  temper  of  mind,  and  a 
great  cherfulness  of  spirits.  Ever  desir- 
ous to  learn,  and  willing  to  communicate, 
he  was  uniformly  affable,  courteous,  and 
disposed  to  conversation.  His  life  was 
spent  without  reproach,  but  terminated 
by  an  unhappy  accident,  a  fall  from  his 
horse  on  the  Hampstead  road,  on  the  9th 
day  of  January,  1766.— Hawkins,  Sir 
John,  1787,  Ltfe  of  Samuel  Johnson,  p.209. 

GENERAL 

Dr.  Birch  being  mentioned,  he  said,  he 
had  more  anecdotes  than  any  man.  I 
said,  Percy  had  a  great  many;  that  he 
flowed  with  them  like  one  of  the  brooks 
here.  Johnson, — "If  Percy  is  like  one  of 
the  brooks  here.  Birch  was  like  the 
river  Thames.  Birch  excelled  Percy  in 
that,  as  much  as  Percy  excels  Goldsmith. " 
— BoswELL,  James,  1773,  The  Journal  of 


a  Tour  to  the  Hebrides,  ed.  HUi,  Sept.  24, 
p.  290. 

Was  a  worthy,  good-natured  soul,  full 
of  industry  and  activity,  and  running 
about  like  a  young  setting-dog  in  quest  of 
anything,  new  or  old,  and  with  no  parts, 
taste,  or  judgment. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1780,  To  Rev.  William  Cole,  Feb.  5 ;  Let- 
ters, ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  vii,  p.  326. 

Dr.  Birch  was  a  writer  with  no  genius 
for  composition,  but  one  to  whom  British 
history  stands  more  indebted  than  to  any 
superior  author;  his  incredible  love  of 
labour,  in  transcribing  with  his  own  hand 
a  large  library  of  manuscripts  from  orig- 
inals dispersed  in  public  and  in  private 
repositories,  has  enriched  the  British 
Museum  by  thousands  of  the  most  authen- 
tic documents  of  genuine  secret  history. 
—Disraeli,  Isaac,  1791-1824,  True 
Sources  of  Secret  History,  Curiosities  qf 
Literature. 

An  industrious  and  faithful  Dryasdust. 
— MiNTO,  William,  1872-80,  Manual  of 
English  Prose  Literature,  p.  434. 

He  collected  a  great  amount  of  materi- 
als, literary  and  historical,  and  deserves 
honourable  mention  in  any  retrospect  of 
British  literature. — Chambers,  Robert, 
1876,  Cyclopcedia  qf  English  Literature, 
ed.  CamUhers. 

Walpole's  censure,  though  exaggerated, 
rests  on  a  bias  of  truth,  but  the  fact  re- 
mains that,  in  spite  of  their  wearisome 
minuteness  of  detail  and  their  dulness  of 
style,  the  works  of  Dr.  Birch  are  indis- 
pensable to  the  literary  or  historical  stu- 
dent.— Courtney,  W.  P.,  1886,  Diction- 
ary of  National  Biography,  vol.  v,  p.  69. 
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John  Leland 

1691-1766 

John  Leland,  D.  D.,  1691-1766,  a  Presbyterian  minister,  settled  in  Dublin,  is  dis- 
tinguished as  a  writer  of  apologetics.  Some  of  his  works  in  defence  of  Christianity 
are  considered  as  among  the  best  that  have  ever  been  written.  The  following  are  the 
chief:  ''A  Defence  of  Christianity,"  in  answer  to  Tindal ;  ''The  Divine  Authority  of 
the  Old  and  New  Testament  Asserted, "  in  answer  to  Morgan ;  ''Remarks  on  Christian- 
ity not  Founded  on  Argument,''  in  answer  to  Dodwell;  "Remarks  on  Bolingbroke's 
Letters  on  the  Study  and  Use  of  History ;"  "A  View  of  the  Deistical  Writers,"  "The 
Advantage  and  Necessity  of  the  Christian  Revelation,"  etc.  Leland's  "View  of  the 
Deistical  Writers"  is  especially  celebrated.— Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  cf 
English  Literature^  p.  258. 


GENERAL 

Every  one  who  wishes  to  make  himself 
master  of  the  Deistical  controversy  will 
carefully  study  Leland's  "Divine  Authority 
of  the  Old  and  New  Testament"  and  his 
"View  of  the  Deistical  Writers;"  yet 
Leland's  greatest  and  most  useful  work 
is  his  "Necessity  and  Advantages  of  the 
Christian  Revelation."  He  who  desires 
to  know  the  full  value  of  the  Bible  should 
above  all  things  study  this  book.  It  con- 
tains the  latest  and  maturest  thoughts  of 
the  very  able  author. — Wiluams,  Ed- 
ward, 1800,  The  Christian  Preacher. 

Leland's  "Advantages  and  Necessity 
of  the  Christian  Revelation"  is  a  work 
full  of  information  as  to  the  state  of  re- 
ligion among  the  Heathen.  His  other 
works  in  defence  of  religion  are  useful. 
...   An  able  champion  of  the  Christian 


faith.— BiCKERSTETH,  Edwabd,  1844,  Th€ 
Christian  Student. 

His  "View  of  the  Deistical  Writers" 
(1754),  a  brief  work  written  in  a  spirit 
of  praiseworthy  moderation,  is  still  a  text- 
book for  students  of  divinity.  His  great 
work,  "On  the  Advantage  and  Necessity  of 
a  Christian  Revelation''(1764),  is  long  since 
forgotten.  —  MiNTO,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  qf  English  Prose  Literature  p.  43R. 

Is  ["View of  the  Deistical  Writers"]  a 
solid  and  valuable  treatise,  and  is  still  re- 
garded as  one  of  the  best  confutations  of  in- 
fidelity.—Chambers,  Robert,  1876,  Cgelo- 
pcedia  cf  English  LUeraturey  ed.  Oarruthers. 

The  question  raised  by  such  books  as 
Leland's  is  how  such  writing  can  ever 
have  been  popular. — Stephen,  Leslie, 
1876,  History  of  English  Thcmght  in  the 
Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  i,  p.  158. 


William  Thompson 

17127-1766? 

Graduated  at  Queen's  College,  Oxford  (of  which  he  became  Fellow),  1738;  suc- 
ceeded to  the  livings  of  South  Westen  and  Hampton  Poyle,  Oxfordshire ;  became  Dean 
of  Raphoe,  Ireland,  and  died  there  about  1766.  In  1734  and  1736  he  wrote  ''Stella, 
sive  Amores,  Tres  Libri,  and  Six  Pastorals,  "  none  of  which  he  included  in  his  collect- 
ive edition  of  his  "Poems."  He  afterwards  published:  1.  ''Sickness;  a  Poem," 
London,  1745.  2.  "Gondibert  and  Birtha;  a  Tragedy,"  1751.  3.  "Gratitude;  a 
Poem,"  Oxford,  1756.  See  No.  4.  4.  "Poems  on  several  Occasions;  to  which  is 
added  Gondibert  and  Birtha,  a  Tragedy,"  1758,  2  vols.  Of  more  than  ordinary  merit. 
His  "Hymn  to  May,"  and  his  "Nativity,"  (in  which  he  is  thought  to  approach  Spen- 
ser), and  his  poem  on  "Sickness,"  were  once  highly  valued.  .  .  .  He  super- 
intended an  edition  of  Bishop  Joseph  Hall's  "Virgidemarium,"  Oxford,  1753,  and  left 
MS.  "Notes  and  Observations  on  William  Browne's  Works,"  which  appeared  in  the 
edition  of  1772,  London,  3  vols.,  edited,  when  published,  by  T.  Davies,  the  publisher.— 
Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1870,  A  Critical  Dictionary  of  English  Literature^  vol.  in,  p.  2395. 

PERSONAL  obtained  the  appellation  of  the  Northern 
Concerning    William    Thompson,     we  Busby.     Yates  would  always  insist  upon 
may  add  to  the  short  notices  collected  by  his  spelling  his  name  without  thep,  say- 
Mr.  Chalmers,  that  he  was  educated  at  ing,  you  could  ^Aomp,  ^Aomp,  upon  one's  ear 
Appleby  school,  under  Yates,  a  man  who  with  your  Thompson.    The  poet,  however, 
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persisted  in  retaining  a  letter  which  serves 
at  least  the  purpose  of  distinguishing  his 
written  name  from  that  of  the  author  of 
the  Seasons. —  Southey,  Robert,  1814, 
Oialmefs  English  Poets,  Qiuirterly  Review^ 
vol.  XI,  p.  490. 

GENERAL 

Among  those  who  have  written  in  the 
style  of  Spenser,  I  do  not  hesitate  to  name 
Thompson  as  being  one  of  the  most  suc- 
cessful. His  three  poems,  the  ''Epitha- 
laraium,  "the  *  *  Nativity, '  *  and  the ' '  Hymn 
to  May/'  especially  the  last  two,  have 
many  of  the  qualities  which  distinguish 
the  captivating  poet  whose  manner  he 
adopted.  In  his  ''Hymn  to  May"  he  dis- 
plays such  an  exuberance  of  rich  imagery, 
such  a  felicity  of  fanciful  description,  and 
he  pours  forth  his  feelings  in  so  joyous  a 
spirit,  and  in  strains  so  flowing,  that  the 
charms  and  praises  of  the  delightful  sea- 
son which  inspires  him,  were  never  sung 
with  more  elegance,  or  more  animation. 
Of  the  minor  poems  it  is  necessary  to  say 
little  more  than  that,  with  a  few  excep- 
tions, they  do  not  discredit  the  talent  of 
the  writer.  The  panegyric  on  Pope  is 
rather  overcharged ;  and  it  is  curious  that 
the  poet  should  have  chosen  to  celebrate 
Pope  in  blank  verse,  and  Glover  in  rhyme. 
—Davenport,  R.  A.,  1822,  The  Poems  of 
William  Thompson,  Chiswiek,  erf.,  Life,p.  14. 

William  Thompson  is  a  poet  almost 
completely  forgotten  to-day,  but  he  was 
one  of  the  best  of  the  Spenserians.    Little 


is  known  of  his  life ;  the  dates  of  his  birth 
and  death  are  uncertain ;  but  he  was  bom 
in  the  early  part  of  the  century,  and  died 
before  1767.  He  was  a  careful  and  en- 
thusiastic student  of  the  old  English 
poets.  From  early  youth  he  admired 
Spenser  and  imitated  him  in  three  poems. 
Although  Thompson  was  really  filled  with 
the  Romantic  spirit,  it  is  worthy  of  note 
that  he  was  also  extravagantly  fond  of 
Pope— another  instance  of  the  uncon- 
sciousness of  English  Romanticism.  Be- 
sides Thompson's  Spenserian  imitations, 
he  wrote  a  number  of  graceful  songs,  and 
his  ''Ode  Brumalis''  shows  him  to  have 
been  an  intense  lover  of  Shakespere.  He 
might  also  have  been  classed  among  the 
bl^-verse  school,  for  he  wrote  a  long 
poem  in  that  measure,  with  the  not  par- 
ticularly attractive  title  of  ''Sickness." 
He  wrote  in  the  stanza  of  the  "Fairy 
Queen"  not  for  his  idle  amusement,  or  to 
exercise  his  poetic  ingenuity,  but  because 
his  mind  was  richly  stored  with  the  treas- 
ures of  old  English  poetry. — Phelps,  Wil- 
UAM  Lyon,  1893,  The  Beginnings  qf  the 
English  Romantic  Movement,  pp.  57,  61. 

Thompson  was  a  close  imitator  of  Spen- 
ser, and  marred  his  work  by  the  needless 
use  of  archaic  words  and  phrases.  His 
"Hymn  to  May,"  his  "Nativity,"  and  his 
poem  on  "Sickness"  were  once  highly  es- 
teemed. —  Carlye,  E.  Irving,  1898, 
Dictionary  rf  National  Biography,  vol. 
Lvi,  p.  227. 


Laurence  Sterne 

1713-1768 

Bom,  at  Clonmel,  24  Nov.  1713.  At  school  at  Halifax,  1723-31.  Matriculated 
Jesus  College,  Cambridge,  1732;  Sizarship,  July  1733;  Scholar,  July  1734;  B.  A., 
Jan.  1736;  M.  A.,  1740.  Ordained  Deacon,  March  1736;  Priest,  Aug.  1738.  Vicar 
of  Sutton-on-the-Porest,  Yorks.,  1738.  Prebendary  of  York  Cathedral,  Jan.  1741. 
Married  Elizabeth  Lumley,  30  March  1741.  Vicar  of  Stillington,  1741.  Curate  of 
Coxwold,  Yorks.,  1760.  Lived  mainly  in  France,  1762-67.  Died,  in  London,  18 
March  1768.  Buried  in  Burial  Ground  of  St.  George's,  Hanover  Square.  Works : 
"The  Case  of  Elijah  and  the  Widow  of  Zarephath  considered,"  1747;  ''The  Abuses  of 
Conscience,"  1750;  "The  Life  and  Opinions  of  Tristram  Shandy"  (9  vols.),  1759-67; 
''The  Sermons  of  Mr.  Yorick"  (7  vols.),  1760-69;  "A  Sentimental  Journey  through 
France  and  Italy,  by  Mr.  Yorick"  (2  vols.),  1768.  Posthumous:  "The  History  of  a 
Good  Warm  Watch-coat,"  1769;  "Letters  ...  to  his  Most  Intimate  Friends," 
ed.  by  his  daughter  (3  vols.).  1775;  "Letters  from  Yorick  to  Eliza,"  1775;  "Letters 
to  his  Friends  on  various  occasions,"  1775;  "Original  Letters,  never  before  pub- 
lished," 1788;  "Seven  Letters  written  by  Sterne  and  his  Friends,  hitherto  unpub- 
lished" (priv.  ptd.),  1844.  CMeeted  Works:  ed.  by  G.  Saintsbury  (6  vols.),  1894. 
Life :  by  P.  H.  Fitzgerald,  1864.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  qf 
English  Authors,  p.  269. 
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PERSONAL 

''Tristram  Shandy"  is  still  a  greater 
object  of  admiration,  the  man  as  well  as 
the  book.  One  is  invited  to  dinner,  where 
he  dines,  a  fortnight  beforehand.  His 
portrait  is  done  by  Reynolds,  and  now 
engraving.  ' '  Tristram  Shandy, ' '  Dodsley 
gives  £700  for  a  second  edition,  and  two 
new  volumes  not  yet  written;  and  to- 
morrow will  come  out  two  volumes  of 
**  Sermons"  by  him.  Your  friend,  Mr. 
Hall  has  printed  two  Lyric  Epistles,  one 
to  my  Cousin  Shandy  on  his  coming  to 
town,  the  other  to  the  grown  gentle- 
women, the  Misses  of  York :  they  seem  to 
me  to  be  absolute  madness. — Gray, 
Thomas,  1760,  Letter  to  Thomas  Wharton, 
April  22 ;  Works,  ed.  Gosse,  vol.  in,  p.  36. 

It  having  been  observed  that  there  was 
little  hospitality  in  London; — Johnson: 
''Nay,  Sir,  any  man  who  has  a  name,  or 
who  has  the  power  of  pleasing,  will  be 
generally  invited  in  London.  The  man, 
Sterne,  I  have  been  told,  has  had  engage- 
ments for  three  months."  GoldsmUh: 
"And  a  very  dull  fellow."  Johnson: 
"Why,  no.  Sir."— Johnson,  Samuel, 
1760,  Life  by  Boswell,  ed,  Hili,  vol.  u, 
p.  254. 

The  fellow  himself  is  an  irrecoverable 
scoundrel.— Warburton,  William,  1761, 
To  Dr.  Hurdy  Dec.  27;  Letters  from  a 
Late  Eminent  Prelate. 

Lord  Ossory  told  us  that  the  famous 
Dr.  Sterne  dyed  that  morning;  he  seem'd 
to  lament  him  very  much.  Lord  Eglinton 
said  (but  not  in  a  ludicrous  manner),  that 
he  had  taken  his  "Sentimental  Journey." 
—Coke,  Lady  Mary,  1768,  Letters  and 
Journals,  vol.  ii,  p.  216. 

Shall  pride  a  heap  of  sculptiired  marble  raise, 
Some  worthless,  nnmoumed,  titled  fool  to 

praise, 
And  shall  we  not  by  one  poor  gravestone 

learn 
Where  genius,  wit,  and  hnmor  sleep  with 

Sterne? 

—  Garrick,   David,   1779?  Epitaph  on 
Laurence  Sterne. 

The  celebrated  writer  Sterne,  after 
being  long  the  idol  of  this  town,  died  in  a 
mean  lodging  without  a  single  friend  who 
felt  interest  in  his  fate  except  Becket, 
his  bookseller,  who  was  the  only  person 
that  attended  his  interment.  He  was 
buried  in  a  graveyard  near  Tyburn,  be- 
longing to  the  parish  of  Marylebone,  and 


the  corpse  being  marked  by  some  of  the 
resurrection  men  (as  they  are  called),  was 
taken  up  soon  afterwards  and  carried  to 
an  anatomy  professor  of  Cambridge.  A 
gentleman  who  was  present  at  the  dissec- 
tion told  me,  he  recognized  Sterne's  face 
the  moment  he  saw  the  body. — Malone, 
Edmond,  1783,  Maloniana,  ed.  Prior,  p. 
373. 

In  the  month  of  January,  1768,  we  set 
off  for  London.  We  stopped  for  some 
time  at  Almack's  house,  in  Pall-mall. 
My  master  afterwards  took  Sir  James 
Gray's  house  in  Clifford-street,  who  was 
going  ambassador  to  Spain.  He  now 
began  housekeeping,  hired  a  French  cook, 
house-maid,  kitchen-maid,  and  kept  a  great 
deal  of  the  best  company.  About  this 
time,  Mr.  Sterne,  the  celebrated  author, 
was  taken  ill  at  the  silk-bag  shop  in  Old 
Bond-street.  He  was  sometimes  called 
Tristram  Shandy,  and  sometimes  Yorick,  a 
very  great  favourite  of  the  gentleman's. 
One  day  my  master  had  company  to  dinner, 
who  were  speaking  about  him :  the  Duke 
of  Roxburgh,  the  Earl  of  March,  the  Earl 
of  Ossory,  the  Duke  of  Grafton,  Mr. 
Garrick,  Mr.  Hume,  and  Mr.  James. 
"John,"  said  my  master,  "go  and  inquire 
how  Mr.  Sterne  is  to-day."  I  went,  re- 
turned, and  said,  "I  went  to  Mr.  Sterne's 
lodging— the  mistress  opened  the  door— 
I  enquired  how  he  did.  She  told  me  to  go 
up  to  the  nurse ;  I  went  into  the  room, 
and  he  was  just  a-dying.  I  waited  ten 
minutes;  but  in  five,  he  said,  "Now  it 
is  come!"  He  put  up  his  hand,  as  if  to 
stop  a  blow,  and  died  in  a  minute.  The 
gentlemen  were  all  very  sorry,  and 
lamented  him  very  much. — Macdonald, 
James,  1790,  The  Life  of  a  Footman. 

We  are  well  acquainted  with  Sterne's 
features  and  personal  appearance,  to  which 
he  himself  frequently  alludes.  He  was 
tall  and  thin,  with  a  hectic  and  consump- 
tive appearance.  His  features,  though 
capable  of  expressing  with  peculiar  effect 
the  sentimental  emotions  by  which  he  was 
often  affected,  had  also  a  shrewd,  humor- 
ous, and  sarcastic  character,  proper  to  the 
wit  and  the  satirist,  and  not  unlike  that 
which  predominates  in  the  portraits  of 
Voltaire.  His  conversation  was  animated, 
and  witty ;  but  Johnson  complained  that  it 
was  marked  by  licence,  better  suiting  the 
company  of  the  Lord  of  Crazy  Castle, 
than  of  the  great  moralist.     It  has  been 
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and  probably  with  truth,  that  his 
3r  was  variable  and  unequal,  the 
al  consequence  of  an  irritable  bodily 
),  and  continued  bad  health.  But 
ill  not  readily  believe  that  the  parent 
icle  Toby  could  be  a  harsh,  or  habit- 
bad-humoured  man.  Sterne's  let- 
to  his  friends,  and  especially  to  his 
[iter,  breathe  all  the  fondness  of 
iiion ;  and  his  resources,  such  as  they 
,  seem  to  have  been  always  at  the 
land  of  those  whom  he  loved. — 
r.  Sir  Walter,  1821,  Laurence 
e. 

0  infamous  was  his  private  char- 
;  that  when  he  entered  the  pulpit 
reach  in  York  Minister,  of  which 
as  a  prebend,  many  of  the  congre^a- 
rose  from  their  seats  and  left  the 
Kiral.     His  conduct  and  temper  so 

1  provoked  his  wife,  a  loving  and 
nt  woman,  that  she  was  compelled 
^Q  away  from  him.  With  health  so 
3n  that  his  continued  existence  ap- 
)d  almost  miraculous,  he  entered  into 
itrigue  with  a  married  woman,  and, 
e  age  of  54,  openly  speculating  on  the 
)ect  of  marrying  her,  when  his  own 
as  well  as  the  lady's  husband  should 

The  only  redeeming  feeling  in  his 
was  his  devoted  love  for  his  daugh- 
for  whom,  however,  he  made  not  the 
test  provision.  He  died,  in  lodgings 
)ndon,  and  his  attendants  robbed  him 
3  gold  shirt-buttons  as  he  lay  helpless 
d.  His  letters,  which  fully  expressed 
rofligacy,  were  published,  seven  years 
•  his  death,  by  his  daughter — so  re- 
i  to  poverty  by  his  extravagance  that 
ivas  compelled  to  barter  his  reputa- 
for  bread.  It  is  almost  inexplicable 
such  a  man  as  Sterne  could  have  lived 
308ely  and  produced  such  a  pure- 
ed original  as  My  Uncle  Toby,  and 

a  faithful  serving  man  as  Corporal 
,  maternal  grandfather  to  Sam  Wel- 
in  all  probability.— Mackenzie,  R. 
.TON,  1854,  ed.,  Nodes  Ambrosiance, 
v,  p.  214,  note. 

3  patient  courtship  shows  that  he 
iruly  in  love  with  his  wife.  Their  mar- 
),  in  the  face  of  inauspicious  circum- 
jes,  proves  that  they  were  both  in 
3st ;  and  his  frank  acknowledgment, 
lar  after,  that  he  was  tired  of  his 
igal  partner,  argues  no  uncommon 
rience,  but  a  rare  and  unjustifiable 


candor.— TucKERM AN,  Henry  T.,  1857, 
Essays^  Biographical  and  GrUical,  p.  318. 

And  Irishman  by  birth,  and  a  Yorkshire 
clergyman  by  profession,  but  with  a  some- 
what unclerical,  if  not  a  cracked  reputa- 
tion.— Masson,  David,  1859,  British 
Novelists  and  Their  Styles,  p.  106. 

The  body  of  the  unfortunate  Mr.  Sterne 
was  but  a  poor  prize  for  purposes  of  dis- 
section. He  speaks  of  his  spider  legs 
himself,  and  the  portrait  and  description 
of  him  give  one  the  idea  of  a  lean  and 
emaciated  presence. — Collins,  Charles, 
Allston,  1860,  Poefs  Corner^  Macmillan^s 
Magazine,  vol.  2,  p.  133. 

What  a  close  to  Yorick's  strange  career, 
which  began  in  wanderings,  and  brought 
him  back  thus  finally  to  his  old  University ! 
There  is  even  a  grim  lurid  Shandeism  over 
the  scene,  a  charnel-house  humour  in  that 
recognition  of  the  strange  lean  Yorick 
features — more  lean  in  death — upon  the 
dissecting  table.  But  the  evidence  on 
which  the  story  is  founded  seems  too  con- 
vincing not  to  be  accepted.  There  had 
been  many  indistinct  shapes  of  the  state- 
ment— some  improbable — but  all  pointing 
indistinctly  in  that  direction.  —  Fitz- 
gerald, Percy,  1864,  The  Life  of  Laurence 
Sterne,  vol.  ii,  p.  406. 

Hair-brained,  light-hearted,  and  san- 
guine,— pleased  with  himself,  his  whims, 
follies,  and  foibles, — he  treated  misfor- 
tune as  a  passing  guest,  and  even  ex- 
tracted amusement  from  it  while  it  stayed. 
He  tells  us  that  it  was  by  mirth  that  he 
fenced  against  his  physical  infirmities, 
persuaded  that  every  time  a  man  laughed 
he  added  something  to  his  fragment  of 
life ;  and  so  at  Paris  he  laughed  till  he 
cried,  and  believed  that  his  lungs  had  been 
improved  by  the  process  as  much  as  by 
the  change  of  air. — Mathews,  William, 
1881,  LiUrary  Style,  p.  74. 

As  to  the  nature  of  Sterne's  love- 
affairs  I  have  come,  though  not  without 
hesitation,  to  the  conclusion  that  they 
were  most,  if  not  all  of  them,  what  is 
called,  somewhat  absurdly,  Platonic.  In 
saying  this,  however,  I  am  by  no  means 
prepared  to  assert  that  they  would  all  of 
them  have  passed  muster  before  a  prosaic 
and  unsentimental  British  jury  as  mere 
indiscretions,  and  nothing  worse.  .  .  . 
But,  as  I  am  not  of  those  who  hold  that  the 
conventionally  'Mnnocent"  is  the  equiva- 
lent of  the  morally  harmless  in  this  matter. 
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I  cannot  regard  the  question  as  worth 
any  very  minute  investigation.  I  am  not 
sure  that  the  habitual  male  flirt,  who 
neglects  his  wife  to  sit  continually  lan- 
guishing at  the  feet  of  some  other  woman, 
gives  much  less  pain  and  scandal  to  others, 
or  does  much  less  mischief  to  himself  and 
the  objects  of  his  adoration,  than  the 
thorough-going  profligate;  and  I  even 
feel  tempted  to  risk  the  apparent  paradox 
that,  from  the  artistic  point  of  view, 
Sterne  lost  rather  than  gained  by  the  gen- 
erally Platonic  character  of  his  amours. 
For,  as  it  was,  the  restraint  of  one  in- 
stinct of  his  nature  implied  the  over- 
indulgence of  another  which  stood  in  at 
least  as  much  need  of  chastenment.  If  his 
love-affairs  stopped  short  of  the  gratifica- 
tion of  the  senses,  they  involved  a  perpet- 
ual fondling  and  caressing  of  those  effem- 
inate sensibilities  of  his  into  that  condi- 
tion of  hyper-sesthesia  which,  though 
Sterne  regarded  it  as  the  strength,  was 
in  reality  the  weakness,  of  his  art. — 
Traill,  H.  D.,  1882,  Sterne  (English  Men 
of  Letters),  pp.  28,  29. 

This  burial-ground  of  St.  George's 
Hanover  Square,  situated  in  Oxford  Street, 
between  Albion  and  Stanhope  Streets,  is 
not  so  wretched  and  deserted  as  Mr.  Traill 
describes  it.  It  is  green  and  well  cared 
for.  Entirely  shut  out  from  the  streets 
by  high  walls  and  houses,  its  very  exist- 
ence unknown  to  the  thousands  who  pass 
by  it  daily,  it  is  as  quiet,  secluded,  and 
peaceful  as  a  country  churchyard,  and  in 
refreshing  contrast  with  some  of  the 
modern  garish  cemeteries  of  the  metropo- 
lis. Sterne's  memorial,  a  high  but  plain 
flat  stone,  stands  next  to  the  centre  of 
the  west  wall  of  the  grounds,  under  a 
spreading  flourishing  old  tree,  whose  lower 
branches  and  leaves  almost  touch  it. 
The  inscription  is  worth  preserving,  and 
is  here  given  entire : — 

''Alas,  Poor  Yorick. 

Near  to  this  Place 

Lies  the  body  of 

The  Reverend  lanrenoe  Sterne 

Dyed  September  13  1768 

Aged  53  Years. 

Ah  I  MoIIiter,  ossa  qaiescant. 

If  a  Bonnd  head,  warm  heart  and   breast 

humane, 
Unsully'd  worth,  and  soul  without  a  stain, 
If  mental  powers  could  ever  justly  claim 
The  well  won  tribute  of  immortal  fame, 
Sterne  was  the  Man  who  with  gigantic  stride 


Mow*d  down  luxuriant  follies  far  and  wide, 
Yet  what  though  keenest  knowledge  of  man- 
kind 
Unsealed  to  him  the  Springs  that  move  the 

mind. 
What  did  it  boot  him,  Ridicnl'd,  abus*d 
By  foes  insulted  and  by  prudes  accus'd. 
In  his,  mild  reader  view  thy  future  fate, 
Like  him  despise  what  t*were  a  Bin  to  hate. 

This  monumental  stone  was  erected  to 
the  memory  of  the  deceased  by  two 
Brother  Masons,  for  although  he  did  not 
live  to  be  a  member  of  their  Society,  yet 
all  his  uncomparable  Performances  evi- 
dently prove  him  to  have  acted  by  Rvk 
and  Square ;  they  rejoice  in  this  opportc- 
nity  of  perpetuating  his  high  and  unap- 
proachable character  to  after  ages. — W. 
&  S.''— HuTTON,  Laurence,  1885,  LiUr- 
ary  Landmarks  of  London,  p.  293. 

Of  all  the  classical  English  writers, 
there  is  no  other,  perhaps,  who  fares  so 
hardly  in  the  present  age  as  Sterne.  It 
.  would  scarcely  be  an  exaggeration  to  say 
that  his  faults,  both  as  man  and  author, 
are  the  very  faults  for  which  this  age  has 
the  least  charity,  and  that  his  virtues, 
both  as  man  and  author,  are  those  which 
at  present  are  least  esteemed.  Sterne  is 
undeniably  loose,  sometimes  even  inde- 
cent, in  his  writings,  and,  viewed  in  the 
light  of  a  parish  priest,  he  falls  infinitely 
below  what  is  now  required  of  a  person 
in  that  position.  The  Rev.  Laurence 
Sterne  probably  never  in  his  life  presided 
at  a  mothers'  meeting,  or  held  a  week-day 
service,  or  fasted  for  the  sake  of  religion. 
Moreover,  Sterne's  reputation  has  received 
some  savage  thrusts  from  writers  who 
were  competent  to  do  it  great  injury. 
.  .  .  Above  all,  Sterne  fail^  to  take 
either  himself  or  the  world  seriously ;  and 
that,  from  our  present  point  of  view,  is 
almost  an  unpardonable  fault.  If  Sterne 
had  formulated  his  paganism  in  a  system, 
writing  two  or  three  dull,  serious  volumes 
about  it ;  if,  instead  of  flirting  with  every 
pretty  woman  who  came  in  his  way,  he 
had  simply  broken  two  or  three  hearts  for 
his  own  edification,  after  the  manner  of 
Goethe, — if  such  had  been  his  course,  we 
would  find  it  easier  to  appreciate  him.-— 
Merwin,  Henry  Childs,  1894,  2%«  Phi- 
losophy of  Sterne,  Atlantic  Monthly,  vol.  74, 
pp.  521,  522. 

At  Coxwold,  fourteen  miles  from  York 
and  in  the  deeper  depths  of  the  shire, 
that  we  find  many  remaining  objects  that 
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associated  with  his  work  and  with 
portion  of  his  life  which  chiefly  con- 
j  the  literary  world.  .  .  .  Within 
lamlet  we  find  a  low-eaved  road-side 
and  by  it  the  shaded  green  where 
festivals  were  held,  and  where,  to 
irate  the  coronation  of  George  III., 
le  had  an  ox  roasted  whole  and  served 
great  quantities  of  ale  to  his  parish- 
s.  Just  beyond,  Sterne's  church 
Is  intact  upon  a  gentle  eminence, 
coking  a  lovely  pastoral  landscape 
ded  by  verdant  hills.  The  church 
\  from  the  fifteenth  century  and  is  a 
ing  structure  of  perpendicular  Gothic 
,  with  a  shapely  octagonal  tower  em- 
)hed  with  fretted  pinnacles  and  a 
3et  of  graceful  design.  One  window 
been  filled  with  stained  glass,  but 
le's  pulpit  remains,  and  the  interior 
e  edifice  is  scarcely  changed  since  he 
;hed  here  his  quaint  sermons.  The 
I  are  plain ;  the  low  ceiling  is  divided 
^ams  whose  intersections  are  marked 
rotesque  bosses ;  the  whole  effect  is 
3ssing,  and  to  the  sensitive '' Yorick'' 
unted  as  he  was  by  habitual  dread 
his  ministrations  might  provoke  a 
pulmonary  hemorrhage — it  must 
been  dismal  indeed.  Among  the 
ed  tombs  of  the  Fauconbergs  which 
the  chancel  we  find  that  of  Sterne's 
d  who  gave  him  this  living.  Beyond 
hurch  and  near  the  highway  stands 
quaint  and  picturesque  old  edifice 
e  dwelt  Sterne  during  the  eight 
us  years  of  his  life.  In  his  letters 
ills  it  Castle  Shandy,  and  in  all  the 
bryside  it  is  now  known  as  Shandy 
shandy  meaning  in  the  local  dialect 
[-brained.  It  is  a  long,  rambling, 
)aved  fabric,  with  many  heavy  ga- 
md  chimmeys,and  steep  roofs  of  tiles. 
3LFE,  Theodore  F.,  1895,  A  Liter- 
^Ugrimagey  pp.  113,  114. 

erne's  reasoning  faculty  was  incapable 
ntroUing  his  constitutional  sensitive- 
to  pain  and  pleasure.  His  deficiency 
Uf-control  induced  a  condition  of 
1  apathy,  and  was  the  cause  alike  of 
ndecency  and  of  the  sentimentality 
li  abounded  in  *' Tristram  Shandy" 
the  ''Sentimental  Journey."  Both 
idecency  and  the  sentimentality,  faith- 
and  without  artifice  reflected  Sterne's 
ional  nature.  The  indelicate  innu- 
3S  which  he  foists  on  sedate  words 


and  situations,  and  the  tears  that  he  rep- 
resented himself  as  shedding  over  dead 
asses  and  caged  starlings,  had  an  equally 
spontaneous  origin  in  what  was  in  him  the 
normal  state  of  his  nerves.  In  itself — 
with  the  slightest  possible  reference  to 
the  exciting  object — his  sensibility  evoked 
a  pleasurable  nervous  excitement,  and  the 
fulness  of  the  gratification  that  it  gener- 
ated in  his  own  being  discourag^  him 
from  seeking  to  translate  its  suggestions 
into  act.  The  divorce  of  sensibility  from 
practical  benevolence  will  always  justify 
charges  of  insincerity.  All  that  can  be 
pleaded  in  extenuation  in  Sterne's  case  is 
that  he  made  no  secret  that  his  conduct 
was  the  sport  of  his  emotional  impulses, 
and,  obeying  no  other  promptings,  was 
guided  by  no  active  moral  sentiment. 
Gravity,  he  warned  his  readers,  was  for- 
eign to  his  nature.  Morality,  which  ordi- 
narly  checks  the  free  play  of  feeling  and 
passion  by  the  exercise  of  virtuous  reason, 
lay,  he  admitted,  outside  his  sphere. 
Such  infirmities  signally  unfitted  him  for 
the  vocation  of  a  teacher  of  religion,  but 
his  confessions  remove  hypocrisy  from  the 
list  of  his  offences.  His  declared  temper- 
ament renders  it  matter  for  surprise  not 
that  he  so  often  disfigured  his  career  as  a 
husband  and  author  by  a  wanton  defiance 
of  the  accepted  moral  canons,  but  that  he 
achieved  so  indisputable  a  nobility  of  sen- 
timent as  in  his  creation  of  Uncle  Toby, 
and  so  unselfish  a  devotion  as  in  his  rela- 
tions with  his  daughter.  He  was  no 
^' scamp"  in  any  accepted  use  of  the  term, 
as  Thackeray  designates  him.  He  was  a 
volatile,  self-centered,  morally  apathetic 
man  of  genius,  who  was  not  destitute  of 
generous  instincts. — Lee,  Sidney,  1898, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography^  vol. 
uy,  p.  216. 

TRISTRAM  SHANDT 
1759-67 

This  day  is  published,  printed  on  super- 
fine writing  paper,  and  a  new  letter,  in 
two  volumes,  price  5s.,  neatly  bound.  The 
Life  and  Ojyinions  cf  THstram  Shandy, 
Gentleman.  York.  Printed  for  and  sold 
by  John  Hinxham  (successor  to  the  late 
Mr.  Hilyard),  Bookseller  in  Stonegate ;  J. 
Dodsley,  in  Pall-mall;  and  Mr.  Cooper, 
in  Paternoster-row,  London;  and  by  all 
the  booksellers  in  Great  Britain  and  Ire- 
land.— PuBUCK  Advertiser,  1760,  Jan.  1. 

Never  poor  wight  of  a  Dedicator  had  less 
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hopes  from  his  Dedication  than  I  have 
from  this  of  mine ;  for  it  is  written  in  a 
bye-comer  of  the  kingdom,  and  in  a  re- 
tir'd  thatch'd  house,  where  I  live  in  a 
constant  endeavour  to  fence  against  the 
infirmities  of  ill  health,  and  other  evils  of 
life,  by  Mirth;  being  firmly  persuaded, 
that  every  time  a  man  smiles, — but  much 
more  so  when  he  laughs, — it  adds  some- 
thing to  this  Fragment  of  Life.  I  humbly 
beg.  Sir,  that  you  will  honour  this  Book 
by  taking  it — (not  under  your  Protection, 
— it  must  protect  itself,  but) — into  the 
country  with  you ;  where,  if  I  am  ever  told 
it  has  made  you  smile,  or  can  conceive  it 
has  beguiled  you  of  one  moment's  pain, 
— I  shall  think  myself  as  happy  as  a  Min- 
ister of  State; — perhaps,  much  happier 
than  any  one  (one  only  excepted)  that 
I  have  read  or  heard  of. 

I  am,  great  sir, 

(and,  what  is  more  to  your  honour) 

I  am,  good  sir, 

Your  Well-wisher,  and 

most  humble  Fellow-sabject. 

THE  AUTHOR. 

— Sterne,  Laurence,  1760,  The  Life  and 
Opinions  rf  Tristram  Shandy ,  Gent.^  Dedi- 
cation. 

At  present  nothing  is  talked  of,  nothing 
admired,  but  what  I  cannot  help  call- 
ing a  very  insipid  and  tedious  perform- 
ance: it  is  a  kind  of  novel,  called  ''The 
Life  and  Opinions  of  Tristram  Shandy ;" 
the  great  humour  of  which  consists  in 
the  whole  narration  always  going  back- 
ward. ...  It  makes  one  smile  two 
or  three  times  at  the  beginning,  but  in 
recompense  makes  one  yawn  for  two  hours. 
The  characters  are  tolerably  kept  up,  but 
the  humour  is  for  ever  attempted  and 
missed.— Walpole,  Horace,  1760,  To  Sir 
David  Dalrympky  April  4;  Letters^  ed. 
Cunningham^  vol.  in,  p.  298. 

There  is  much  good  fun  in  it,  and 
humour  sometimes  hit  and  sometimes 
missed.— Gray,  Thomas,  1760,  Letter  tx> 
Thomas  Wharton^  July;  Works^  ed.  Gosse, 
vol.  Ill,  p.  53. 

However,  I  pride  myself  in  having 
warmly  recommended  ''Tristram  Shandy" 
to  all  the  best  company  in  town,  except 
that  of  Arthur's.  I  was  charged  in  a  very 
grave  assembly,  as  Doctor  Newton  can 
tell  him,  for  a  particular  patronizer  of  the 
work,  and  how  I  acquitted  myself  of  the 
imputation,  the  said  Doctor  can  tell  him. 


.  .  .  If  Mr.  Sterne  will  take  me  with 
all  my  infirmities  I  shall  be  glad  of  the 
honour  of  being  well  known  to  him;  and 
he  has  the  additional  recommendation  of 
being  your  friend. — Wabburton,  Wil- 
UAM,  1760,  Letter  to  David  Garriek, 
March  7. 

"Bless  me, "cries  the  man  of  industry, 
"now  you  speak  of  an  epic  poem,  yon 
shall  see  an  excellent  farce.  Here  it  is; 
dip  into  it  where  you  will,  it  will  be  found 
replete  with  true  modern  humour. 
Strokes,  Sir:  it  is  filled  with  strokes  of 
wit  and  satire  in  every  line."  Do  yoa 
call  aU  these  dashes  of  the  pen  strokes,  re- 
piled  I,  for  I  must  confess  I  can  see  no  otherf 
"And  pray.  Sir,"  returned  he,  "what  do 
you  call  them?  Do  you  see  anything 
good  now-a-days  that  is  not  filled  with 
strokes — and  dashes? — Sir,  a  well-placed 
dash  makes  half  the  wit  of  our  writers  of 
modern  humour.  I  bought  the  last  season 
a  piece  that  bad  no  other  merit  upon  earth 
than  nine  hundred  and  ninety-five  breaks, 
seventy-two  ha  ha's,  three  good  things 
and  a  garter.  And  yet  it  played  off,  and 
bounced,  and  cracked,  and  made  more 
sport  than  a  fire- work."  .  .  .  There 
are  several  very  dull  fellows,  who,  by  a 
few  mechanical  helps,  sometimes  learn 
to  become  extremely  brilliant  and  pleas- 
ing; with  a  little  dexterity  in  the  man- 
agement of  the  eyebrows,  fingers,  and 
nose.  By  imitating  a  cat,  a  sow  and  pigs ; 
by  a  loud  laugh,  and  a  slap  on  the  shoulder, 
the  most  ignorant  are  furnished  out  for 
conversation.  But  the  writer  finds  it  im- 
possible to  throw  his  winks,  his  shrugs,  or 
his  attitudes,  upon  paper ;  he  may  borrow 
some  assistance,  indeed,  by  printing  his 
face  at  the  title  page;  but  without  wit 
to  pass  for  a  roan  of  ingenuity,  no  other 
mechanical  help  but  downright  obscenity 
will  suffice.  •  By  speaking  to  some  pecul- 
iar sensations,  we  are  always  sure  of  ex- 
citing laughter,  for  the  jest  does  not  lie  in 
the  writer,  but  in  the  subject. — Goldsmtth, 
Oliver,  1762,  A  Citizen  cfthe  World. 

Nothing  odd  will  do  long.  "Tristram 
Shandy"  did  not  last.— Johnson,  Samuel, 
1776,  Life  by  Boswell,  ed.  Hillj  vol.  n, 
p.  521. 

From  beginning  to  end  a  piece  of  buffoon- 
ery after  the  style  of  Scarron. — Vol- 
taire, Franqois  Marie  Arouet,  1777, 
Journal  de  politique  et  de  littiraiurt, 
Apr.  25. 
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Itaire  has  compared  the  merits  of 
lais  and  Sterne  as  satirists  of  the 
)  of  learning,  and  I  think  has  done 
er  of  them  justice.  This  great  dis- 
ion  is  obvious :  that  Rabelais  derided 
dities  then  existing  in  full  force,  and 
mingled  much  sterling  sense  with 
rossest  parts  of  his  book ;  Sterne,  on 
contrary,  laughs  at  many  exploded 
Dns  and  forsaken  fooleries,  and  con- 
3  to  degrade  some  of  his  most  solemn 
ges  by  a  vicious  levity.  Rabelais 
a  higher  pitch,  too,  than  Sterne. 
J  part  of  the  voyage  to  the  Pays  de 
;rnois,  which  so  severely  stigmatizes 
Ices  of  the  Romish  clergy  of  that  age, 
)erformed  in  more  hazard  of  fire  than 
:.— Ferriar,  John,  1798-1812,  iZ- 
itions  of  Sterne,  with  other  Essays. 

we  consider  Sterne's  reputation  as 
y  founded  on* 'Tristram  Shandy," he 
be  regarded  as  liable  to  two  severe 
[es: — those,  namely,  of  indecency, 
if  affectation.  Upon  the  first  accusa- 
Sterne  was  himself  peculiarly  sore, 
ised  to  justify  the  licentiousness  of 
imour  by  representing  it  as  a  mere 
h  of  decorum,  which  had  no  perilous 
quence  to  morals.  The  following 
lote  we  have  from  a  sure  source : — 
after  Tristram  had  appeared,  Sterne 
a  Yorkshire  lady  of  fortune  and 
tion  whether  she  had  read  his  book, 
ve  not,  Mr.  Sterne, "  was  the  answer ; 
to  be  plain  with  you,  I  am  informed 
Qot  proper  for  female  perusal.'* — 
dear  good  lady,''  replied  the  author, 
lot  be  gulled  by  such  stories;  the 
is  like  your  young  heir  there  (point- 
)  a  child  of  three  years  old,  who  was 
g  on  the  carpet  in  his  white  tunics), 
ows  at  times  a  good  deal  that  is 
y  concealed,  but  it  is  all  in  perfect 
3nce!''  This  witty  excuse  may  be 
r  admitted;  for  it  cannot  be  said 
the  licentious  humour  of  ''Tristram 
y"  is  of  the  kind  which  applies  itself 
passions,  or  is  calculated  to  corrupt 
y.  But  it  is  a  sin  against  taste,  if 
)d  to  be  harmless  as  to  morals.  A 
al  of  mud  is  neither  a  firebrand  nor 
DO ;  but  to  fling  it  about  in  sport, 
3  coarseness  of  mind,  and  want  of 
Dn  manners. — Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
Laurence  Sterne. 

my  mind,  Uncle  Toby  is  the  most 
;t  specimen  of  a  Christian  gentleman 


that  ever  existed.  ...  Sir  Charles 
Grandison  is  not  to  be  compared  to  him. 
Mr.  Shandy,  an  admirably-drawn  character 
also,  is  cleverer  than  Uncle  Toby;  but 
"My  Uncle"  is  the  wisest  man. — Leslie, 
Charles  Robert,  1840,  AutoMographieal 
RecoUeetionSy  p.  318. 

If  I  were  requested  to  name  the  book 
of  all  others  which  combined  wit  and 
humour  under  their  highest  appearance 
of  levity  with  the  profoundest  wisdom,  it 
would  be  "Tristram  Shandy."— Hunt, 
Leigh,  1846,  Wit  and  Hnmour. 

One  of  the  most  fascinating,  witty,  and 
dangerous  works  that  has  ever  been 
penned  in  the  English  language.  It  is 
fascinating  from  its  nature  and  truth. 
Its  wit  is  like  no  other  man's  wit.  It  is 
dangerous  because,  interwoven  with  an 
apparent  simplicity  of  narrative  is  an  in- 
sidious indelicacy,  which  it  almost  requires 
a  commentary  to  point  out ;  an  indelicacy 
which  never  sullied  one  page  of  Goldsmith, 
and  from  which  our  great  Scott  would 
have  shrunk  in  disgust.  Take  away  this 
taint,  if  it  be  possible  to  do  so,  and  "Tris- 
tram Shandy"  is  full  of  exquisite  home 
scenes,  and  of  touching  incidents,  and 
noble  sentiments. — Thomson,  Katherinb 
(Grace  Wharton),  1862,  The  Literature 
of  Society,  vol.  ii,  p.  290. 

Even  Jean  Paul,  the  greatest  of  Ger- 
man humorous  authors,  and  never  sur- 
passed in  comic  conception  or  in  the 
pathetic  quality  of  humor,  is  not  to  be 
named  with  his  master,  Sterne,  as  a 
creative  humorist.  What  are  Siebenkas, 
Fixlein,  Schmelzle,  and  Fibel,  (a  single 
lay-figure  to  be  draped  at  will  with  whim- 
sical sentiment  and  reflection,  and  put  in 
various  attitudes),  compared  with  the 
living  reality  of  Walter  Shandy  and  his 
brother  Toby,  characters  which  we  do  not 
see  merely  as  puppets  in  the  author's 
mind,  but  poetically  projected  from  it  in 
an  independent  being  of  their  own? — 
Lowell,  James  Russell,  1866-90,  Lea- 
sing; Prose  Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol.  ii, 
p.  170. 

Figure  to  yourself  a  man  who  goes  on 
a  journey,  wearing  on  his  eyes  a  pair  of 
marvellously  magnifying  spectacles.  A 
hair  on  his  hand,  a  speck  on  a  tablecloth, 
a  fold  of  a  moving  garment,  will  interest 
him :  at  this  rate  he  will  not  go  very  far ; 
he  will  go  six  steps  in  a  day,  and  will  not 
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quit  his  room.  So  Sterne  writes  four  vol- 
umes to  record  the  birth  of  his  hero.  He 
perceives  the  infinitely  little, and  describes 
the  imperceptible.  A  man  parts  his  hair 
on  one  side:  this,  according  to  Sterne, 
depends  on  his  whole  character,  which 
is  a  piece  with  that  of  his  father,  his 
mother,  his  uncle,  and  his  whole  ancestry ; 
it  depends  on  the  structure  of  his  brain, 
which  depends  on  the  circumstance  of  his 
conception  and  his  birth,  and  these  on  the 
fancies  of  his  parents,  the  humour  of  the 
moment,  the  talk  of  the  preceding  hour, 
the  contrarieties  of  the  last  curate,  a  cut 
thumb,  twenty  knots  made  on  a  bag;  I 
know  not  how  many  things  besides.  .  . 
His  book  is  like  a  great  storehouse  of 
articles  of  virtUy  where  the  curiosities  of 
all  ages,  kinds,  and  countries  lie  jumbled 
in  a  heap ;  texts  of  excommunication,  med- 
ical consultations,  passages  of  unknown 
or  imaginary  authors,  scraps  of  scholastic 
erudition,  strings  of  absurd  histories,  dis- 
sertations, addresses  to  the  reader.  His 
pen  leads  him;  he  has  neither  sequence 
nor  plan ;  nay,  when  he  lights  upon  any- 
thing orderly,  he  purposely  contorts  it; 
with  a  kick  be  sends  the  pile  of  folios  next 
to  him  over  the  history  he  has  commenced, 
and  dances  on  the  £op  of  them. — Taine, 
H.  A.,  1871,  History  of  English  Libera^ 
turCy  tr.  Van  Laun^  vol.  II,  hk,  iii,  ch.  vi, 
pp.  179,  180. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  Sterne  made  a 
judicious  choice  of  the  passages  his 
daughter  was  to  copy,  and  which  his  wife 
was  to  hear  read.  His  admonition,  when 
he  sends  to  his  Lydia,  when  far  away 
from  him,  the  Spectator  and  Metastassio, 
would  tend  to  show  that  he  would  not 
expose  her  to  the  influence  of  the  indeli- 
cate parts:  and  the  virtuous  and  sedate 
character  of  his  wife  would  not  be  likely 
to  relish  the  innuendos  and  dovble  entend- 
res  of  his  too  prurient  imagination;  for 
she  was  not  one  of  those  fashionable 
ladies,  who,  he  says,  would  read  Tristram 
in  the  closet,  though  not  in  the  drawing- 
room.  Indeed  his  allusion  to  uncle  Toby's 
character,  only,  would  imply  that  he  had 
kept  out  of  their  view  those  offensive 
passages,  which  outraged  decency,  even  at 
a  time  when  manners  were  not  so  remark- 
able for  moral  refinement  as  happily  they 
are  at  the  present  day. — Browne,  James 
P.,  1873,  ed.,  The  Works  of  Laurence 
Sterne,  Preface^  vol.  I,  p.  viii. 


In  going  over  the  list,  a  short  list  in  any 
case,  of  the  immortal  characters  in 
fiction,  there  is  hardly  any  one  in  our  lit- 
erature who  would  be  entitled  to  take 
precedence  of  him.  To  find  a  distinctly 
superior  type,  we  must  go  back  to  Cer- 
vantes, whom  Sterne  idolised  and  pro- 
fessed to  take  for  his  model.  But  to 
speak  of  a  character  as  in  some  sort  com- 
parable to  Don  Quixote,  though  without 
any  thoughts  of  placing  him  on  the  same 
level,  is  to  admire  that  he  is  a  triumph 
of  art.  Indeed,  if  we  take  the  other 
creator  of  types,  of  whom  it  is  only  per- 
mitted to  speak  with  bated  breath,  we 
must  agree  that  it  would  be  difficult  to 
find  a  figure  even  in  the  Shakespearean 
gallery  more  admirable  in  its  way.  Of 
course,  the  creation  of  a  Hamlet,  an  lago, 
or  a  Falstaff  implies  an  intellectual  inten- 
sity and  reach  of  imaginative  sympathy 
altogether  different  from  anything  which 
his  warmest  admirers  would  attribute  to 
Sterne.  I  only  say  that  there  is  no  single 
character  in  Shakespeare  whom  we  see 
more  vividly  and  love  more  heartily  than 
Mr.  Shandy's  uncle. — Stephen,  Lesue, 
1880,  Hours  in  a  Library,  The  Comhill 
Magazine,  vol.  42,  p.  88. 

As  to  its  morality,  I  know  good  people 
who  love  the  book ;  but  to  me,  when  you 
sum  it  all  up,  its  teaching  is  that  a  man 
may  spend  his  life  in  low,  brutish,  inane 
pursuits  and  may  have  a  good  many  little 
private  sins  on  his  conscience, — but  will 
nevertheless  be  perfectly  sure  of  heaven 
if  he  can  have  retained  the  ability  to  weep 
a  maudlin  tear  over  a  tale  of  distress ;  or, 
in  short,  that  a  somwehat  irritable  state 
of  the  lachrymal  glands  will  be  cheeif  ully 
accepted  by  the  Deity  as  a  substitute  for 
saving  grace  or  a  life  of  self-sacrifice.— 
Lanier,  Sidney,  1881,  The  English  Novel, 
p.  187. 

A  singular  and  brilliant  medley  of  wit, 
sentiment,  indecency,  and  study  of  char- 
acter. .  .  .  His  borrowed  plumage  and 
his  imitation  of  Rabelais'  style  apart, 
Sterne  had  originality,  a  gift  at  all  times 
rare,  and  always,  perhaps,  becoming  rarer. 
As  a  humorist,  he  is  to  be  classed  with 
Fielding  and  SnK)Ilett,  but  as  a  novelist, 
his  position  in  the  history  of  fiction  is  sep- 
arate and  unique.  .  .  .  The  combina- 
tion of  sentiment,  pathos,  and  humour 
which  Sterne  sometimes  reached  with  re- 
markable success,  is  particularly  apparent 
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7  incident  which  concerns  the  cel- 
d  Captain  Toby  Shandy,  for  the  crea- 
f  which  character  this  author  may 
easily  be  forgiven  his  indecencies 
lis  literary  thefts.— Tuckerman, 
:d,  1882,  A  History  qf  English 
Fiction,  pp,  231,  233. 

ne  carried  the  humorous  novel  to  its 
st  extreme.  .  .  .  The  humor- 
Dvel,  in  its  narrowest  sense,  stood 

under  the  influence  of  Sterne's 
ram  Shandy."  Sterne's  want  of 
his  endless  digressions,  his  witty, 
d   fascinating  reflections  crammed 

allusions  and  quotations,  his  mix- 
f  the  pathetic  and  the  comic, — all 
tracted  writers  like  Hippel  and  Jean 
and  incited  them  to  imitation. — 
ER,  WiLHELM,  1883-86,  A  History 
man  Literature,  tr.  Conybeare,  vol. 
288,  289. 

nine  sentiment  was  as  strange  to 

the  writer  as  to  Sterne  the  man ; 

3  conjures  up  no  tragic  figure  that 

stuffed  with  sawdust  and  tricked 

the  rags  of  the  greenroom.     For- 

ly,  there  is  scant  opportunity  for 

ars  in  "Tristram  Shandy." — Whib- 

Jharles,  1894,  Introduction  to  the 

nd  Adventures  of  Tristram  Shandy. 

mid  have  said,  with  hesitation,  that 
one  of  the  most  popular  books  in 
iguage.  Go  where  you  will  amongst 
old  and  young,  undergraduates  at 
niversities,  readers  in  our  great 
old  fellows  in  the  country,  judges, 
8,  barristers — if  they  have  any 
*e  of  literature  about  them,  they  all 
their  ''Shandy"  at  least  as  well  as 
'Pickwick."  What  more  can  be 
ed  ?  "  True  Shandeism, ' '  its  author 
38,  "think  what  you  will  against  it, 
the  heart  and  lungs."  I  will  be 
to  say  Sterne  made  more  people 
in  1891  than  in  any  previous  year ; 
bat  is  more,  he  will  go  on  doing  it — 
;  is,  if  it  please  God, '  said  my  Uncle 
'  —  BiRRELL,  Augustine,  1894, 
about  Men,    Women  and  Books^ 

se  Toby  Shandy  is  one  of  the  finest 
tnents  ever  paid  to  human  nature. 
cer-Lampson,  Frederick,  1896, 
^tfidences,  p.  336. ' 

story  of  "Tristram  Shandy"  wan- 
ke  a  man  in  a  labyrinth,  and  the 


humor  is  as  labyrinthine  as  the  story.  It 
is  carefully  invented,  and  whimsically  sub- 
tle ;  and  the  sentiment  is  sometimes  true, 
but  mostly  affected.  But  a  certain  unity 
is  given  to  the  book  by  the  admirable  con- 
sistency of  the  characters. — Brooke, 
Stopford  a.,  1896,  English  Literature, 
p.  202. 

"Tristram  Shandy,"  like  Charles  the 
Second,  has  been  an  unconscionably  long 
time  in  dying.  It  would  be  an  exaggera- 
tion to  say  that  Mr.  Disraeli  was  the  last 
man  who  read'^Rasselas,"or  that  no  man 
living  has  read  "Irene."  But  references 
to  these  classical  compositions  would  in 
the  best  educated  company  fall  exceed- 
ingly flat,  whereas  Uncle  Toby's  sayings 
are  as  well  known  as  Falstaff's,  and  the 
"sub-acid  humour"  of  Mr.  Shandy  plays, 
like  the  wit  of  Horace,  round  the  cockles 
of  the  heart.  It  is  now  a  pure  curiosity 
of  literature  that  men  have  lived  who  im- 
puted dulness  to  "Tristram  Shandy." 
.  .  .  Those  who  do  not  feel  the  charm 
of  the  book  cannot  be  taught  it,  and  those 
who  feel  it  resent  being  told  what  it  is. 
It  is  impalpable  and  indefinable,  like  one 
of  those  combinations  of  colour  at  sunset 
for  which  there  are  no  words  in  the  lan- 
guage and  no  ideas  in  the  mind.  There 
have  been  few  greater  masters  of  conversa*- 
tion  than  Sterne,  and  in  what  may  be 
called  the  art  of  interruption  no  one  has 
ever  approached  him.  He  is  one  of  the 
makers  of  colloquial  English,  and  thou- 
sands who  never  heard  of  Shandy  Halt 
repeat  the  phrases  of  the  Shandy  brothers. 
Of  all  English  humourists  except  Shake- 
speare, Sterne  is  still  the  greatest  force, 
and  that  the  influence  of  Parson  Yorick 
is  not  extinct  may  be  seen  in  almost  every 
page  of  the  "Dolly  Dialogues." — Paul, 
Herbert,  1896,  Sterne,  The  Nineteenth 
Century,  vol.  40,  pp.  995,  1009. 

It  is  indeed  a  strange  book,  certainly 
not  everybody's  book.  To  start  with,  it 
is  often  tedious,  sometimes  silly,  not  sel- 
dom downright  nasty.  It  does  not  begin 
at  the  end,  because  it  has  no  end  to  begin 
at ;  but  it  does  begin  very  nearly  as  far  on 
as  it  ever  gets,  and  goes  back  great  dis- 
tances in  between.  3  anything  at  all  hap- 
pens— and  it  is  possible  to  disentangle 
two  or  three  events — it  happens  quite  out 
of  its  right  order;  if  the  vehicle  moves 
at  all,  it  is  with  the  cart  before  the  horse ; 
it  is  purposely  so  mixed  up  that  a  page 
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of  uninterrupted  narrative  is  hardly  to  be 
found  in  it.  It  is  a  mass  of  tricks  and 
affectations,  some  amusing,  and  some 
very  wearisome.  To  say  that  it  has  no 
plot  is  nothing ;  it  takes  the  utmost  pains 
to  persuade  you  that  it  has  not  a  plan. 
It  is  sometimes  obviously  and  laboriously 
imitative.  Its  pathos,  sometimes  superb, 
is  sometimes  horribly  maudlin.  We  must 
not  ask  for  good  taste,  and  can  by  no  means 
rely  on  decency ;  there  is  even  a  preserve 
spirit  of  impropriety  which  seizes  occa- 
sions and  topics  apparently  quite  innocent. 
This  is  not  a  complete  catalogue  of  its 
sins ;  these  are  only  a  few  points  which 
occur  to  an  old  friend,  a  few  characteris- 
tics which  it  is  well  to  mention,  lest  those 
who  do  not  know  the  book  should  suffer 
too  severe  a  shock  on  making  its  acquaint- 
ance. For  the  difficulty  with  it  is  in  the 
beginning;  to  read  it  the  first  time  is 
almost  hard;  every  reading  after  that 
goes  more  easily.  Nevertheless,  although 
there  are,  I  believe,  fanatic  admirers  who 
read  all  of  it  every  time,  I  am  not  of 
those.  I  think  I  have  earned  the  right  to 
skip,  and  I  exercise  it  freely,  without 
qualms  of  conscience.  What's  the  use  of 
being  on  intimate  terms  with  a  book  if 
you  cannot  have  that  liberty? — Hawkins, 
AxTHOXY  Hope,  1897,  My  Favorite  Novel- 
ist and  His  Best  Booky  Munsey's  Magazine^ 
vol.  18,  p.  352. 

THE  SERMONS  OF  MR.  YORICK 

1760-69 

Have  you  read  his  sermons  (with  his 
own  comic  figure  at  the  head  of  them)  ? 
they  are  in  the  style,  I  think,  most  proper 
for  the  pulpit,  and  shew  a  very  strong 
imagination  and  a  sensible  heart,  but  you 
see  him  often  tottering  on  the  verge  of 
laughter,  and  ready  to  throw  his  periwig 
in  the  face  of  his  audience. — Gray, 
Thomas,  1760,  Letter  to  Thomas  Wharton^ 
July;  WorkSy  ed.  Gosse,  vol.  in,  p.  53. 

An  excellent  writer.  His  sermons  will 
bear  a  comparison  with  any  in  the  English 
language.  —  Scot,  David,  1825,  Dis- 
courses. 

With  many  serious  blemishes,  and  leav- 
ened with  much  affectation,  they  are  still 
earnest,  dramatic,  practical,  and  simple 
sermons,  with  prodigious  life  and  dramatic 
power,  and  which,  when  set  off  by  voice 
and  manner,  must  have  been  entertaining 
and  instructive.  Besides  them,  the  tame 
conventionalities   of    Blair  read    feebly 


indeed.  And  there  is  in  them  a  triumphant 
answer  to  those  charges  of  plagiarism 
which  have  been  so  often  swung  from 
hoarse  and  jangling  critical  l^lls.— 
Fitzgerald,  Percy,  1864,  The  Life  cf 
Laurence  Sterne,  vol.  i,  p.  210. 

Sterne  was  a  pagan.  He  went  into  the 
Church ;  but  Mr.  Thackeray — no  bad  judge 
— said  most  justly  that  his  sermons  ''have 
not  a  single  Christian  sentiment."  They 
are  well  expressed,  vigorous  moral  essays; 
but  they  are  no  more.  .  .  .  There 
is  not  much  of  heaven  and  hell  in  Sterne's 
sermons;  and  what  there  is,  seems  a 
rhetorical  emphasis  which  is  not  essen- 
tial to  the  argument,  and  which  might 
perhaps  as  well  be  left  out. — Bagehot, 
Walter,  1864,  Sterne  and  Thackeray, 
Works,  ed.  Morgan,  vol.  ii,  p.  159. 

The  critics  who  find  wit,  eccentricity, 
flashes  of  Shandyism,  and  what  not  else  of 
the  same  sort  in  these  discourses,  must 
be  able — or  so  it  seems  to  me — to  discover 
these  phenomena  anywhere.  To  the  best  of 
my  own  judgment  the  Sermons  are — with 
but  few  and  partial  exceptions — of  the 
most  commonplace  character;  platitudi- 
nous with  the  platitudes  of  a  thousand 
pulpits,  and  insipid  with  the  erambe  repe* 
tita  of  a  hundred  thousand  homilies.— 
Traill,  H.  D.,  1882,  Sterne  {English  Mm 
qf  Letters),  p.  55. 

Sterne's  sermons  are  as  a  role  profes- 
sional efforts  on  common-sense  lines,  and 
mainly  interest  the  literary  critic  by  the 
perspicuity,  orderliness,  and  restrained 
eloquence  of  which  they  prove  his  literary 
style  to  be  capable. — Lee,  Sidney,  1898, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  voL 
uv,  p.  219. 

SENTIMENTAL  JOURNEY 

1768 

Sterne  has  published  two  little  volumes, 
called  ''Sentimental  Travels."  They.are 
very  pleasing,  though  too  much  dilated, 
and  infinitely  preferable  to  his  tiresome 
"Tristram  Shandy,"  of  which  I  never 
could  get  through  three  volumes.  In 
these  there  is  great  good-nature  and 
strokes  of  delicacy. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1768,  To  George  Montagu,  March  12 ;  Ld- 
ters,  ed.  Ounningham,  vol.  v,  p.  91 

I  am  now  going  to  charm  myself  for  the 
third  time  with  poor  Sterne's  "Sentimen- 
tal Journey.  "—Burney,  Frances,  1769, 
Early  Diary,  edl  Ellis,  vol.  i,  p.  45. 
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Sentimental?  what  is  that?  It  is  not 
English;  he  might  as  well  say,  ContinerUal, 
— Wesley,  John,  1772,  Joumaly  Feb.  11. 

And  with  this  pretty  dance  and  chorus, 
the  volume  artfully  concludes.  Even 
here  one  cannot  give  the  whole  descrip- 
tion. There  is  not  a  page  in  Sterne's 
writing  but  has  something  that  were  bet- 
ter away,  a  latent  corruption — a  hint,  as 
of  an  impure  presence.  Some  of  that 
dreary  doiible  entendre  may  be  attributed 
to  freer  times  and  manners  than  ours, 
but  not  all.  The  foul  Satyr's  eyes  leer 
out  of  the  leaves  constantly:  the  last 
words  the  famous  author  wrote  were  bad 
and  wicked— the  last  lines  the  poor 
stricken  wretch  penned  were  for  pity  and 
pardon.— Thackeray,  Wiluam  Make- 
peace, 1853,  The  English  Humourists  of 
the  Eighteenth  Century^  Lecture  vi. 

The  very  idea  of  the  book  combines  the 
humorous  and  the  pathetic,  in  that  con- 
scious, playful  way  which  individualizes 
Sterne  among  English  authors. — Tucker- 
man,  Henry  T.,  1857,  Essay Sy  Biograph- 
ical and  Critical^  p.  330. 

There  is  no  better  painting  of  first  and 
easy  impressions  than  that  book ;  after  all 
which  has  been  written  on  the  ancient 
regime,  an  Englishman  at  least  will  feel  a 
fresh  instruction  on  reading  these  simple 
observations.  They  are  instructive  because 
of  their  simplicity.  ...  In  two 
points  the  "Sentimental  Journey," 
viewed  with  the  critic's  eye  and  as  a  mere 
work  of  art,  is  a  great  improvement  upon 
*  *  Tristram  Shandy. ' '  The  style  is  simpler 
and  better ;  it  is  far  more  connected :  it 
does  not  jump  about,  or  leave  a  topic  be- 
cause it  is  interesting ;  it  does  not  worry 
the  reader  with  fantastic  transitions,  with 
childish  contrivances  and  rhetorical  intri- 
cacies.— Bagehot,  Walter,  1864,  Sterne 
and  Thackeray,  Works,  ed.  Morgan,  vol. 
II,  pp.  178,  180. 

He  loves  to  suck  melancholy  out  of  any 
passing  event  "as  a  weasel  sucks  eggs;" 
but  he  also  delights  to  thrust  constantly 
before  our  eyes  the  cap  and  bells ;  not  that 
he  intends  the  smile  to  compete  with  the 
tear,  but  that  he  prides  himself  oif  his 
personal  freedom  from  the  torturing  sen- 
sibilities over  which  he  claims  to  have  abso- 
lute command.  Immediately  after  one  of 
his  famous  sentimental  outbursts,  he  t^lls 
us  how  good  the  inn  is  at  Moulines.  This 
is  an  outrage  of  a  kind  he  delighted  to 


perpetrate.  It  seems  to  say:  "Behold! 
what  a  master  I  am !  How  I  can  harrow  up 
your  feelings !  and  now  I'm  off  to  eat  a 
mutton-chop. "  It  is  the  grimace  of  a  bad 
actor  before  the  tragic  business  is  over, 
before  he  quits  the  stage, and  while  his  face 
is  still  turned  towards  his  audience. — 
Caine,  Hall,  1882,  Sterne,  The  Academy, 
vol.  22,  p.  322. 

Frenchmen,  who  are  either  less  awed 
than  we  by  lecturers  in  white  waistcoats, 
or  understand  the  methods  of  criticism 
somewhat  better,  cherish  the  "Sentimen- 
tal Journey"  (in  spite  of  its  indifferent 
French)  and  believe  in  the  genius  that 
created  it.  But  the  Briton  reads  it  with 
shyness,  and  the  British  critic  speaks  of 
Sterne  with  bated  breath,  since  Thackeray 
told  it  in  Gath  that  Sterne  was  a  bad  man, 
and  the  daughters  of  Philistia  triumphed. 
— QuiLLER-Ck)UCH,  A.  T.,  1891,  Adven- 
tures in  Criticism,  p.  98. 

GENERAL 

Gould  I,  whilst  Humour  held  the  quill, 
Gould  I  digress  with  half  that  skill; 
Gould  I  with  half  that  skill  return, 
Which  we  so  much  admire  in  Sterne, 
Where  each  digression,  seeming  vain, 
And  only  fit  to  entertain, 
Is  found,  on  better  recollection, 
To  have  a  just  and  nioe  connexion. 

—Churchill,  Charles,  1762,  The  Ghost, 
bk.  iii,  V.  967-74. 

Of  Sterne  and  Rousseau  it  is  difficult 
to  speak  without  being  misunderstood; 
yet  it  is  impossible  to  deny  the  praise  of 
wit  and  originality  to  Yorick,  or  of  capti- 
vating eloquence  to  the  philosopher  of 
vanity.  Their  imitators  are  below  notice. 
— Mathias,  Thomas  James,  1798,  The 
Pursuits  of  Literature,  Eighth  ed.,  p.  59. 

A  most  impure  and  whimsical  writer, 
whose  very  humanity  is  unnatural. — Hall, 
Robert,  1802,  Reflections  on  War. 

I  have  very  few  heresies  in  English  lit- 
erature. I  do  not  remember  any  serious 
one,  but  my  moderate  opinion  of  Sterne. 
—Mackintosh,  Sir  James,  1811,  Journal, 
May  31,  Life  by  Mackintosh,  vol.  ii,  p.  102. 
Sterne,  for  whose  sake  I  plod -through  miry 

ways 
Of  antio  wit,  and  quibbling  mazes  drear, 
Let  not  thy  shade  malignant  censure  fear, 
If  aught  of  inward  mirth  my  search  betrays. 
Long  slept  that  mirth  in  dust  of  ancient  days, 
Erewhile  to  Guise  or  wanton  Valois  dear. 

— Ferriar,  John,  1812,  Illustrations  of 
Sterne,  urith  other  Essays, 
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His  style  is  ...  at  times  the 
most  rapid,  the  most  happy,  the  most  idio- 
matic, of  any  that  is  to  be  found.  It  is 
the  pure  essence  of  English  conversational 
style.  His  works  consist  only  of  mor- 
ceaux, — of  brilliant  passages.  I  wonder 
that  Goldsmith,  who  ought  to  have  known 
better,  should  call  him  ''a  dull  fellow.'' 
His  wit  is  poignant,  though  artificial ;  and 
his  characters  (though  the  groundwork  of 
some  of  them  had  been  laid  before)  have 
yet  invaluable  original  differences;  and 
the  spirit  of  the  execution,  the  master- 
strokes constantly  thrown  into  them,  are 
not  to  be  surpassed.  It  is  suflicient  to 
name  them: — Yorick,  Dr.  Slop,  Mr. 
Shandy,  My  Uncle  Toby,  Trim,  Susanna, 
and  the  Widow  Wadman.  In  these  he  has 
contrived  to  oppose,  with  equal  felicity 
and  originality,  two  characters,  one  of 
pure  intellect  and  the  other  of  pure  good 
nature,  in  My  Father  and  My  Uncle  Toby. 
There  appears  to  have  been  in  Sterne  a 
vein  of  dry,  sarcastic  humour,  and  of  ex- 
treme tenderness  of  feeling;  the  latter 
sometimes  carried  to  affectation,  as  in  the 
tale  of  Maria,  and  the  apostrophe  to  the 
recording  angel,  but  at  other  times  pure 
and  without  blemish.  The  story  of  Le 
Fevre  is  perhaps  the  finest  in  the  English 
language.  My  Father's  restlessness,  both 
of  body  and  mind,  is  inimitable.  It  is 
the  model  from  which  all  those  despicable 
performances  against  modem  philosophy 
ought  to  have  been  copied,  if  their  authors 
had  known  anything  of  the  subject  they 
were  writing  about.  My  Uncle  Toby  is 
one  of  the  finest  compliments  ever  paid  to 
human  nature.  He  is  the  most  unoffend- 
ing of  God's  creatures ;  or,  as  the  French 
express  it,  un  tel  petit  ban  homme  !  Of  his 
bowling  green,  his  sieges,  and  his  amours, 
who  would  say  or  think  any  thing  amiss ! 
— Hazutt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on 
the  English  Comic  Writers,  Lecture  vi. 

The  style  employed  by  Sterne  is  fanci- 
fully ornamented,  but  at  the  same  time 
vigorous  and  masculine,  and  full  of  that 
animation  and  force  which  can  only  be 
derived  by  an  intimate  acquaintance  with 
the  early  English  prose-writers.  In  the 
power  of  approaching  and  touching  the 
finer  feelings  of  the  heart,  he  has  never 
been  excell^,  if  indeed  he  has  ever  been 
equalled;  and  may  be  at  once  recorded 
as  one  of  the  most  affected,  and  one  of 
the  most  simple  of  writers, — as  one  of 


the  greatest  plagiarists,  and  one  of  the 
most  original  geniuses,  whom  England  has 
produced. — Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1821, 
Laurence  Sterne. 

I  think  highly  of  Sterne — that  is,  of  the 
first  part  of  ''Tristram  Shandy:"  for  as 
to  the  latter  part  about  the  widow  Wad- 
man,  it  is  stupid  and  disgusting ;  and  the 
"Sentimental  Journey"  is  poor,  sickly 
stuff.  There  is  a  great  deal  of  affecta- 
tion in  Sterne,  to  t^  sure ;  but  still  the 
characters  of  Trim  and  the  two  Shandies 
are  most  individual  and  delightful. 
Sterne's  morals  are  bad,  but  I  don't  think 
they  can  do  much  harm  to  any  one  whom 
they  would  not  find  bad  enough  before. 
Besides,  the  oddity  and  erudite  grimaces 
under  which  much  of  his  dirt  is  hidden 
take  away  the  effect  for  the  most  part; 
although,  to  be  sure,  the  book  is  scarcely 
readable  by  women. — Coleridge,  Samuel 
Taylor,  1833,  Table  Talk,  ed.  Ashe,  Avu. 
18,  p.  251. 

He  terribly  failed  in  the  discharge  of 
his  duties,  still,  we  must  admire  in  him 
that  sportive  kind  of  geniality  and  affec- 
tion, still  a  son  of  our  common  mother, 
not  cased  up  in  buckram  formulas  as  the 
other  writers  were,  clinging  to  forms, 
and  not  touching  realities.  And,  much 
as  has  been  said  against  him,  we  cannot 
help  feeling  his  immense  love  for  things 
around  him ;  so  that  we  may  say  of  him, 
as  of  Magdalen,  ''much  is  forgiven  him, 
because  he  loved  much."  A  good  simple 
being  after  all.  —  Carlyle,  Thomas, 
1838,  Lectures  on  the  History  of  LUera- 
ture,  ed.  GreenCy  p.  179. 

We  think  that,  on  the  whole,  Mackenzie 
is  the  first  master  of  this  delicious  style. 
Sterne,  doubtless,  has  deeper  touches  of 
humanity  in  some    of  his  works.    But 
there  is  no  sustained  feeling, — no  conti- 
nuity of  emotion, — no  extended  range  of 
thought,  over  which  the  mind  can  brood, 
in  his  ingenious   and    fantastical  writ- 
ings.    His  spirit  is  far  too  mercurial  and 
airy  to  suffer  him  tenderly  to  linger  orer 
those  images  of  sweet  humanity  which  be 
discloses.     His    cleverness    breaks  the 
charm  which  his  feeling  spreads,  as  bj 
magic,  around  us.     His  exquisite  sensi- 
bility is  ever  counteracted  by  his  percep- 
tion of  the  ludicrous  and  his  ambition 
after  the  strange.     No  harmonious  feeling 
breathes  from  any  of  his  pieces.    He 
sweeps  ''that    curious    in8tniment»  the 
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in  heart/'  with  hurried  fingers,  call- 
brth  in  rapid  succession  its  deepest 
ts  liveliest  tones,  and  making  only 
ellous  discord.  His  pathos  is,  in- 
most genuine  while  it  lasts;  bnt  the 
is  not  suffered  to  cherish  the  feeling 
h  it  awakens. — Talfourd,  Thomas 
jy  1842,  OrUieal  and  Miscellaneous 
ings. 

dme  was  a  very  selfish  man ;  accord- 
3  Warburton,  an  irreclaimable  rascal ; 
I  writer  unexcelled  for  pathos  and 
ity.— Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1846-71, 
orsy  Literature  and  Life,  p.  34. 

3me,  though  he  could  not  equal  Field- 
in  fluent  wit,  is  a  paragon  of  lucky 
itness,  and  in  pathos  is  approached 
Idackenzie  alone. — Sandpord,  Sir 
EL  Kbyte,  1848,  On  the  Rise  and 
res8  qf  Literature. 

\  fatigues  me  with  his  perpetual  dis- 
;,  and  his  uneasy  appeals  to  my  risi- 
r  sentimental  faculties.  He  is  always 
ng  in  my  face,  watching  his  effect, 
rtain  whether  I  think  him  an  impos- 
rnot;  posture-making,  coaxing,  and 
)ring  me.  *'See  what  sensibility  I 
—own  now  that  I  am  very  clever — do 
now;  you  can't  resist  this!"  The 
mr  of  Swift  and  Rabelais,  whom  he 
inded  to  succeed,  poured  from  them 
iturally  as  song  does  from  a  bird ; 

lose  no  manly  dignity  with  it,  but 
1  their  hearty  great  laugh  out  of 

broad  chests  as  nature  bade  them, 
this  man — who  can  make  you  laugh, 
can  make  you  cry  too — never  lets  his 
)r  alone,  or  will  permit  his  audience 
^e :  when  you  are  quiet,  he  fancies  he 

rouse  you,  and  turns  over  head  and 
,  or  sidles  up  and  whispers  a  nasty 
.  The  man  is  a  great  jester,  not  a 
:  humourist.  He  goes  to  work  sys- 
tically  and  of  cold  blood,  paints  his 

puts  on  his  ruff  and  motley  clothes, 
lays  down  his  carpet  and  tumbles  on 
Thackeray,  Wiluam  Makepeace, 
,  The  English  Humourists  qf  the 
^jeetiih  Century y  Lecture  vi. 

)  novelist  has  surpassed  Sterne  in  the 
ness  of  his  descriptions,  none  have 
sed  him  in  the  art  of  selecting  and 
ping  the  details  of  his  finished  scenes, 
yet,  next  to  Shakspeare,  he  is  the 
)r  who  leaves  the  most  to  the  imagi- 
n  of  the  reader.    .    .    .    With  all 


this  abstinence  from  explanatory  comment 
at  one  time,  he  indulges  in  it  to  excess  at 
another.  He  constantly  takes  upon  him- 
self to  act  the  part  of  a  showman,  and  dis- 
agreeably reminds  us  that  the  characters 
are  his  puppets.  It  is  the  same  with  his 
style.  It  is  frequently  deformed  by  in- 
sufferable affectation ;  and  then,  again,  is 
remarkable  for  its  purity,  its  ease,  its  sim- 
plicity, and  its  elegance.  The  composition 
of  the  inimitable  story  of  LeFever  is  only 
second  to  its  pathos.  The  marble  leaves, 
the  blank  chapters,  the  false  numbering  of 
the  pages  to  indicate  that  a  portion  is  torn 
away,  are,  with  a  hundred  puerilities,  only 
so  many  proofs  that  it  is  possible  for  great 
genius  to  be  combined  with  equal  folly. 
His  propensity  to  provoke  curiosity  for 
the  mere  pleasure  of  balking  it,  by  run- 
ning off  into  digressions,  is  a  sorry  jest 
unworthy  a  man  of  wit,  and  which,  how- 
ever much  it  might  amuse  the  writer,  ex- 
cites no  hilarity  in  the  reader. — Elwin, 
Whftwell,  1854,Steni€,  Quarterly  Review , 
vd.  94,  p.  346. 

As  an  author,  he  has  been  the  father  of 
an  immense  family  of  fiction  writers. 
Goethe  has  had  him  in  his  eye,  both  in  the 
"Sorrows  of  Werter"  and  in  **Wilhelm 
Meister. ' '  Rousseau  derived  a  great  deal 
from  him.  Jean  Paul  Richter,  although 
possessing  far  more  sincerity  and  depth 
of  spirit,  has  copied  his  affected  manner. 
The  Minerva  Press  was  long  his  feeble 
echo.  Southey 's  *  'Doctor' '  was  very  much 
in  his  style ;  and  the  French  novelists  are 
still  employed  in  imitating  his  putrid 
sentimentalism,  although  incapable  of  his 
humor  and  pathos. — Gilfillan,  George, 
1855,  A  Third  Gallery  qf  Portraits,  p.  231. 

The  humour  of  Sterne  is  not  only  very 
different  from  that  of  Fielding  and  Smol- 
lett, but  is  something  unique  in  our  liter- 
ature. He  also  was  a  professed  admirer  of 
Cervantes ;  to  as  large  an  extent  as  Swift 
he  adopted  the  whimsical  and  perpetually 
digressive  manner  of  Rabelais ;  and  there 
is  proof  that  he  was  well  acquainted  with 
the  works  of  preceding  humorists  less 
familiarly  known  in  England.  But  he 
was  himself  a  humorist  by  nature — a  Brit- 
ish or  Irish  Yorick,  with  differences  from 
any  of  those  who  might  have  borne  that 
name  before  him  after  their  imaginary 
Danish  prototype ;  and,  perpetually  as  he 
reminds  us  of  Rabelais,  his  Shandean  vein 
of  wit  and  fancy  is  not  for  a  moment  to 
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be  regarded  as  a  mere  variety  of  Pantag- 
ruelism.  There  is  scarcely  anything  more 
intellectually  exquisite  than  the  humour 
of  Sterne.  To  very  fastidious  readers 
much  of  the  humour  of  Fielding  or  of 
Smollett  might  come  at  last  to  seem  but 
buffoonery;  but  Shakespeare  himself,  as 
one  fancies,  would  have  read  Sterne  with 
admiration  and  pleasure. — Masson,  David, 
1859,  British  Novelists  and  Their  Styks, 
p.  145. 

There  is  not  much  humor,  indeed,  any 
where  out  of  Shakspeare  and  Cervantes 
which  resembles  or  can  be  compared  with 
that  of  Sterne.  It  would  be  difficult  to 
name  any  writer  but  one  of  these  two  who 
could  have  drawn  Uncle  Toby  or  Trim. 
Another  common  mistake  about  Sterne  is, 
that  the  mass  of  what  he  has  written  con- 
sist of  little  better  than  nonsense  or  rub- 
bish,— that  his  beauties  are  but  grains  of 
gold  glittering  here  and  there  in  a  heap 
of  sand,  or,  at  most,  rare  spots  of  green 
scattered  over  an  arid  waste.  Of  no 
writer  could  this  be  said  with  less  correct- 
ness. Whatever  he  has  done  is  wrought 
with  the  utmost  care,  and  to  the  highest 
polish  and  perfection.  With  all  his 
apparent  caprices  of  manner,  his  language 
is  throughout  the  purest  idiomatic  English ; 
nor  is  there,  usually,  a  touch  in  any  of 
his  pictures  that  could  be  spared  with- 
out injury  to  the  effect.  And,  in  his 
great  work,  how  completely  brought  out, 
how  exquisitely  finished,  is  every  figure, 
from  Uncle  Toby  and  Brother  Shandy,  and 
Trim,  and  Yorick,  down  to  Dr.  Slop,  and 
Widow  Wadman,  and  Mrs.  Bridget,  and 
Obadiah  himself !  Who  would  resign  any 
one  of  them,  or  any  part  of  any  one  of 
them?— Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Com- 
pendious History  of  English  Literature  and 
of  the  English  Language,  vol.  ii,  p.  299. 

I  know  not  if  any  of  his  contempora- 
ries, mighty  prose-writers  though  they 
were,  had,  on  the  whole,  so  subtle  and 
fine  a  perception  of  the  various  capacities 
of  our  language  as  the  author  of  **  Tris- 
tram Shandy."  W^th  what  finger— how 
light  and  how  strong  — he  flies  over  the 
keys  of  the  instrument !  What  delicate 
elegance  he  can  extract  from  words  the 
most  colloquial  and  vulgate;  and  again, 
with  some  word  unfamiliar  and  strange, 
how  abruptly  he  strikes  on  the  universal 
chords  of  laughter.  He  can  play  with 
the  massive  weights  of  our  language  as  a 


juggler  plays  with  his  airy  balls.  In  an 
age  when  other  grand  writers  were  squar- 
ing their  periods  by  rule  and  compass,  he 
flings  forth  his  jocund  sentences  loose  and 
at  random;  now  up  towards  the  stars, 
now  down  into  puddles ;  yet  how  they  shine 
where  they  soar,  and  how  lightly  rebound 
when  they  fall !  But  I  should  have  small 
respect  for  the  critic  who  advised  the 
youthful  author  to  emulate  the  style  of 
Sterne.  Only  writers  the  most  practised 
could  safely  venture  on  occasional,  re- 
strained, imitation  of  his  frolicsome  zone- 
less  graces. — Lytton,  Edward  Bulwer 
Lord,  1863-68,  Caxtaniana,  Miscellaneous 
Prose  Works,  vol.  Ill,  p,  85. 

He  is  a  great  author ;  certainly  not  be- 
cause of  great  thoughts,  for  there  is 
scarcely  a  sentence  in  his  wTitings  which 
can  be  called  a  thought ;  nor  from  sublime 
conceptions  which  enlarge  the  limits  of 
our  imagination,  for  he  never  leaves  the 
sensuous, — but  because  of  his  wonderful 
^sympathy  with  and  wonderful  power  of 
^representing  simple  human  nature.— 
Bagehot,  Walter,  1864,  Sterne  and 
Thackeray,  Works,  ed,  Morgan,  vol.  n, 
p.  162. 

The  merits  of  Sterne  may  be  discussed 
as  much  as  anyone  likes,  but  he  has  a  sub- 
stantive existence :  he  is  there,  with  his 
own  character,  and  with  a  certain  rank 
and  prestige  as  a  founder.  Everything 
about  him  is  odd — his  life,  his  personality, 
his  work.  ...  To  sum  up,  Sterne  is 
a  tale-teller  of  the  first  order  and  excel- 
lent in  sentimental  scenes.  But  he  has 
the  faults  of  his  style :  he  abuses  the  trick 
of  interesting  the  heart  in  trifles :  he  en- 
larges little  things  too  much :  he  scarcely 
ever  declaims,  but  he  sometimes  whimpers. 
— SCHERER,  Edmond,  1870-91,  Laurence 
Sterne,  or  The  Humorist;  Essays  on  Eng- 
lish Literature,  tr.  Saintsbury.  pp.  150, 
164. 

We  know  of  no  English  author,  the 
perusal  of  whose  works  brings  more 
mingled  feelings  than  Laurence  Sterne's. 
Delight  and  disgust,  admiration  and  sor- 
row, the  blush  of  outraged  modesty  and 
the  throb  of  excited  sensibility,  are  alter- 
nately called  forth;  and  the  final  senti- 
ment that  remains  on  the  mind  is  the  wish 
that  we  could  expunge  from  our  literature 
more  than  one-half  of  what  he  has  written. 
A  very  necromancer  of  language,  he  uses 
the  spirit-words  which  he  evokes  obedient 
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to  his  willy  now  as  the  ministers  of  pruri- 
ent fancies  and  ribald  equivoques,  now  to 
convulse  us  with  laughter  at  some  pleas- 
ant, harmless  humour,  or  stir  the  deepest 
feelings  of  our  nature  at  the  tale  of  sor- 
row— uttering  words  of  wisdom  with  a 
carelessness  that  looks  almost  like  levity, 
and  dealing  with  the  virtues,  the  vices,  the 
foibles  of  human  nature  as  freely  as  the 
anatomist  does  with  the  human  body. — 
Waller,  John  Francis,  1870,  Pictures 
from  English  Literaturey  p.  53. 

There  is  more  originality  of  manner, 
and  more  mannerism  in  his  originality; 
more  sudden  and  unaffected  strokes  of 
nature,  and  more  palpable  affectation; 
more  genuinely  idiomatical  power,  and 
conversational  ease  in  his  style,  and  more 
constrained  and  far-fetched  attempts  to 
be  unconstrained  and  easy,  than  in  any 
eminent  classical  writer  of  our  language 
that  I  am  acquainted  with. — Clarke, 
Charles  Cowden,  1872,  On  the  Comic 
Writers  of  England^  The  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  n.  s.  vol.  8,  p.  575. 

A  perfect  literary  artist. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1886,  Specimens  of  English  Prose 
Style,  p.  199. 

Sterne  is  in  many  respects  the  most 
eccentric  of  our  prosaists.  M.  Scherer 
would  have  it  that  he  is  wilfully  sensa- 
tional and  meretricious  —  a  literary 
mountebank.  I  should  like  to  find  some 
method  in  his  madness,  even  to  a  point 
where  he -seems  maddest:  i.  e.,  his  habit 
of  making  a  chapter  of  a  few  words. 
Chapter  xiii,  vol.  ii,  of  ''Tristram,'*  con- 
tains one  paragraph,  three  sentences  (in 
dialogue) — a  total  of  29  words.  Chapter 
xxvii,  vol.  iii,  has  two  paragraphs,  four 
sentences,  83  words.  Chapter  v,  vol.  v, 
has  one  paragraph,  one  sentence,  16  words. 
Chapter  xxxix,  vol.  v,  one  paragraph,  two 
sentences,  30  words.  There  are  a  dozen 
other  chapters  similar  in  length  to  these. 
All  this  is  freakish  enough,  but  is  not  so 
very  odd  in  view  of  Sterne's  long  study  of 
French  models,  from  which  he  had  learned 
the  trick  of  the  tiny  paragraph.  He  chose 
to  emphasize  a  thought  by  paragraphing 
it,  as  Anglo-Saxon  scribes  had  done,  long 
before — and  it  was  but  one  bold  step  fur- 
ther, in  the  process  of  emphasis  by 
mechanical  means,  to  make  a  chapter  of 
the  paragraph  as  he  had  made  a  paragraph 
of  the  sentence.  It  is  hardly  to  the 
point  for  a  critic  to  complain  that  these 


chapters  are  logically  incomplete.  Sterne 
was  analyzing,  not  logically,  but  rhetor- 
ically ;  fastening  attention  on  these  small 
stadia  simply  for  the  imaginative  sugges- 
tions involved  in  their  pregnant  brevity. 
I  must,  for  one,  confess  to  thinking  the 
thing  sometimes  shrewdly  done.  Sterne 
is  a  lawless  wight,  but  his  recusancy  has 
given  us  some  things  both  quaint  and  good. 
There  is  little  else  of  importance  to  note 
of  Sterne's  paragraphs.  In  managing 
dialogue  he  follows  Fielding.  —  Lewis, 
Edwin  Herbert,  1894,  The  History  of  the 
English  Paragraph,  p.  119. 

Laurence  Sterne  was  a  born  humorist, 
but  his  humor  was  the  humor  of  whimsi- 
cality, and  at  times  his  oddity  grows  wear- 
isome. He  is  too  artful  to  be  sympathetic, 
and  his  artifice  is  too  obvious.  Besides, 
he  is  over-fond  of  innuendo ;  slyly  playing 
back  and  forth,  he  now  pretends  an  inno- 
cence more  impertinent  than  diverting, 
and  now  suggests  that  his  reader  is  deeper 
in  the  mire  than  he  is ;  always  exhibiting 
a  genius  in  the  art  with  which  he  stimu- 
lates the  latent  wickedness  whose  presence 
in  weak  human  nature  this  worldly  Eccle- 
siastes  understands  all  too  well. — Simonds, 
William  Edward,  1894,  An  Introduction 
to  the  Study  of  Fkglish  Fiction,  p.  51. 

There  is  a  singular  blend  of  two  qualities 
in  Sterne's  writing,  as  in  his  character. 
Humour  and  pathos  are  never  in  their 
nature  far  apart;  in  Sterne  they  are 
almost  inextricably  combined.  His  laugh- 
ter and  his  tears  are  both  so  facile,  and 
their  springs  lie  so  near  together,  that  the 
one  almost  infallibly  provokes  the  other ; 
he  will  laugh  at  sorrow  and  find  matter  of 
sentiment  in  a  comical  mishap.  It  is  his 
keenest  pleasure  to  juggle  with  these 
effects ;  a  solemn  occasion  is  to  him  an 
irresistible  provocative  to  burlesque,  and 
his  pathetic  sensibility  responds  to  a  touch 
so  light  that  to  a  less  highly  strung  nature 
his  tears  will  seem  affected.  Yet  herein 
lies  the  delicacy  of  his  writing,  and  of 
those  exquisite  effects,  the  despair  of 
many  a  more  robust  artist,  which  are  as 
hard  to  describe  as  an  odour  is  to  remem- 
ber. His  reader  must  be  incessantly  on 
the  alert  for  surprises :  it  is  only  prudent, 
at  a  funeral  where  Parson  Sterne  ofiiciates, 
for  the  guest  to  attend  with  a  harlequin's 
suit  beneath  his  decent  garb  of  black, 
prepared  for  either  event. — Raleigh, 
Walter,  1894,  The  English  Novel,  p.  195. 
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Though  at  the  present  day  we  do  not  take 
Sterne  very  seriously,  his  contemporaries 
not  only  appreciated  him  as  a  humor- 
isty  bnt  delighted  especially  in  the  depth 
and  originality  of  his  genius,  in  his 
''gloomy  and  mournful  appearance,"  and 
in  what  his  translator  called  "an  aroma 
of  sentiment,  and  a  suppleness  of  thought, 
impossible  to  define."  By  his  country- 
men he  was  praised  for  his  joyous  spirit, 
while  in  France  he  was  looked  upon  as  a 
kind  of  prophet  of  the  new  religion  just 
brought  into  fashion  by  Rousseau,  the 
religion  of  the  self.  .  .  .  Sterne's 
reputation  increased  when  it  crossed  the 
water.  The  Germans  hailed  him  as  a  phi- 
losopher. Lessing  was  taken  with  Um, 
and  when  Sterne  died,  wrote  to  Nicolai 
that  he  would  gladly  have  sacrificed  sev- 
eral years  of  his  own  life  if  by  so  doing 
he  could  have  prolonged  the  existence  of 
the  sentimental  traveller.  Goethe  writes : 
''Whoever  reads  him,  immediately  feels 
that  there  is  something  free  and  beauti- 
ful in  his  own  soul."  The  philosophy  of 
Sterne  is  the  most  brilliant  invention  of 
eighteenth  century  anglomania. — Texte, 
Joseph,  1895-99,  Jean-Jacques  Rousseau 
and  the  Cosmopolitan  Spirit  in  Literature^ 
tr.  MatUiews,  pp.  281,  282. 

He  was  a  Cambridge  man  and  well 
taught; — of  abundant  reading,  which  he 
made  to  serve  his  turn  in  various  ways, 
and  conspicuously  by  his  stealings;  he 
stole  from  Rabelais ;  he  stole  from  Shake- 
speare; he  stole  from  Fuller;  he  stole 
from  Burton's  "Anatomy  of  Melancholy ;" 
not  a  stealing  of  ideas  only,  but  of  words 
and  sentences  and  half -pages  together, 
without  a  sign  of  obligation ;  and  yet  he 
did  so  wrap  about  these  thefts  with  the 
strings  and  lappets  of  his  own  abounding 
humour  and  drollery,  as  to  give  to  the 
whole — thieving  and  Shandyism  combined 
— a  stamp  of  individuality.  Ten  to  one 
that  these  old  authors  who  had  suffered 
the  pilfering,  would  have  lost  cognizance 
of  their  expressions,  in  the  new  surround- 
ings of  the  Yorkshire  parson ;  and  joined 
in  the  common  grin  of  applause  with  which 
the  world  welcomed  and  forgave  them. — 
Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1895,  English 
Lands  Letters  and  Kings^  Queen  Anne  and 
the  Georges^  p.  216 

He  is  colloquial  and  slipshod,  a  char- 
tered libertine  in  language;  losing  all 
sense  of  dignity  in  his  affectation  and 


whimsical  conceits;  eccentric  not  from 
impulse  but  from  wayward  artificiality, 
ruffled  into  petty  and  vanishing  emotion 
by  every  breath  of  pathos,  however  false 
and  tawdry ;  noifify  in  his  childish  depre- 
ciation of  conventionality  and  order ;  but 
yet,  withal,  imbued  with  the  same  cyni- 
cism, aiming  at  the  same  indifference  of 
demeanour,  impressed  by  the  same  sense 
of  the ''ridiculous  tragedy"  of  human  life 
— above  all,  with  the  same  vein  of 
humour,  bi^t  of  a  richness  and  fertility 
which  has  scarcely  ever  been  approached, 
and  which  Chesterfield  could  never,  even 
remotely,  rival.  With  all  his  carelessness 
of  diction,  with  all  his  affected  contempt 
of  scorn,  Sterne  wrote  for  a  literary  age; 
even  in  his  wildest  extravagances  he  knows 
how  to  attune  his  language  to  the  mood  of 
the  moment,  and  to  make  it  a  fitting  dress 
for  the  most  wayward,  the  most  fitful, 
the  most  perplexing,  and  yet  the  most 
invincible  wit  which  fancy  ever  contrived. 
— Craik,  Henry,  1895,  ed.,  English 
Prose^  Introduction^  vol.  iv,  p.  6. 

To  talk  of  "the  style"  of  Sterne  is 
almost  to  play  one  of  those  tricks  with 
language  of  which  he  himself  was  so  fond. 
For  there  is  hardly  any  definition  of  the 
word  which  can  make  it  possible  to  de- 
scribe  him  as  having  any  style  at  all. 
It  is  noti:only  that  he  manifestly  recognised 
no  external  canons  whereto  to  conform 
the  expression  of  his  thoughts,  but  he  had 
apparently  no  inclination  to  invent  and 
observe,  except  indeed  in  the  most  nega- 
tive of  senses,  any  style  of  his  own.    The 
"stlye  of  Sterne,"  in  short,  is  as  though 
one  should  say :    "The  form  of  Proteus." 
.     .     .     Chaotic  as  it  is  in  the  syntac- 
tical sense,  it  is  a  perfectly  clear  vehicle 
for  the  conveyance  of  thought.     We  are 
rarely  at  a  loss  for  the  meaning  of  one  of 
Sterne's  sentences,  as  we  are,  for  very 
different  reasons,  for  the  meaning  of  one 
of  Macaulay's.     And  his  language  is  so 
full  of  life  and  colour,  his  tone  so  ani- 
mated and  vivacious,  that  we  forget  we 
are  reading  and  not  listening,  and  we  are 
as  well  disposed  to  be  exacting  in  respect 
to  form  as  though  we  were  listeners  in 
actual  fact.     Sterne's  manner,  in  short, 
may  be  that  of  a  bad  and  careless  writer, 
but  it  is  the  manner  of  a  first-rate  talker; 
and  this  of  course  enhances  rather  than 
detracts  from  the  unwearying  charm  of  bis 
wit  and  humour.— Traill,  H.  D.,  1895, 
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h  Prose,  ed.  Oraik,  vol.  iv,  pp.  207, 

y  critics  and  writers  of  eminence — 
^iyle,  M.  Taine,  Mr.  Elwin,  Mr. 
-have  tried  to  analyse  Sterne's  style 
ethods,  contrasting  him  with  Rabe- 
!!ervantes,  Fielding  and  Dickens. 
*uth  is,  our  author  was  so  capri- 
nd  even  fragmentary  and  disorderly 
system  that  comparison  is  impossi- 
rhe  writers  just  named  were  really 
imental"  in  their  handling  of  their 
ters,  and  completed  their  labour 

issuing  it  to  the  world.     Sterne 

brth  his  work  in  fragments,  and 

vrote  what  was  sheer  nonsense  to 

volumes.     He  allowed  his  pen  to 

m,  instead  of  he  himself  directing 

1.     The  whole  is  so  incomplete  and 

ted  that  cosmopolitan  readers  have 

i  time  or  patience  to  piece  the  vari- 

aps  together.  .  .  .  He  has  given  to 

irld  a  group  of  living  characters, 

have  become  known  and  familiar 

0  those  who  have  not  read  a  line 

■ristram."    These  are    My  Uncle 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shandy,  Yorick — his 

)rtrait — and  Dr.  Slop.     There  are 

passages,  too,  grotesque  situations 

pressions  which  have  become  part 

language.     Mr.  Shandy,  I  venture 

k,  is  the  best  of  these  creations, 

iquant  and  attractive  even  than  My 

Toby,  because  more  original  and 

ifficult  to  touch.     It  is  in  this  way 

:eme  has  made  his  mark,  and  may 

to  be  better  known  than  read.     A 

eal  has  been  written  on  the  false 

rstrained  sentiment  of  his  pathetic 

3S  such  as  in  the  **  Story  of  Le 

'  **Maria  of  Moulines,"  '*The  Dead 

and  other   incidents.     No  doubt 

'ere  somewhat  artificially  wrought, 

Qust  be  remembered  they  followed 

le    of    the  time.      His  exquisite 

is  beyond  dispute,  the  Shandean 
,  allusions,  topics,  etc.,  have  a 
ent  hold ;  and,  as  they  recur  to  the 
;tion,  produce  a  complacent  sniile, 
ough  the  subject  be  what  is  called 
."—Fitzgerald,  Percy,  1896,  The 
Aiurence  Steme,  Prrface,  vol.  i,  p.  xi. 

e  was  not  a  moralist  in  the  mode 
ardson  or  of  Fielding ;  it  is  to  be 
that  he  was  a  complete  ethical 
;  but  he  brought  to  his  country  as 
lie  strained  laughter  that  breaks 


into  tears,  and  the  melancholy  wit  that 
saves  itself  by  an  outburst  of  buffoonery. 
He  introduced  into  the  coarse  and  heavy 
life  of  the  eighteenth  century  elements  of 
daintiness,  of  persiflage,  of  moral  versa- 
tility ;  he  prided  himself  on  the  reader's 
powerlessness  to  conjecture  what  was 
coming  next.  A  French  critic  compared 
Sterne,  most  felicitously,  to  one  of  the 
little  bronze  satyrs  of  antiquity  in  whose 
hollow  bodies  exquisite  odours  were 
stored.  He  was  carried  away  by  the 
tumult  of  his  nerves,  and  it  became  a  par- 
adoxical habit  with  him  to  show  himself 
exactly  the  opposite  of  what  he  was  ex- 
pected to  be.  You  had  to  unscrew  him 
for  the  aroma  to  escape.  His  unseemly, 
passionate,  pathetic  life  burned  itself 
away  at  the  age  of  fifty-four,  only  the 
last  eight  of  which  had  been  concerned 
with  literature.  Sterne's  influence  on 
succeeding  fiction  has  been  durable  but 
interrupted.  Ever  and  anon  his  peculiar 
caprices,  his  selected  elements,  attract 
the  imitation  of  some  more  or  less  analo- 
gous spirit.  The  extreme  beauty  of  his 
writing  has  affected  almost  all  who  desire 
to  use  English  prose  as  though  it  were  an 
instrument  not  less  delicate  than  English 
verse.  Nor  does  the  fact  that  a  surprising 
number  of  his  "best  passages"  were  stolen 
by  Sterne  from  older  writers  militate 
against  his  fame,  because  he  always  makes 
some  little  adaptation,  some  conceseiion 
to  harmony,  which  stamps  him  a  master, 
although  unquestionably  a  deliberate  pla- 
giarist.— GossE,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  His- 
tory of  Modem  English  Literature^  p.  244. 

It  was  a  sad  day  for  English  fiction 
when  a  writer  of  genius  came  to  look  upon 
the  novel  as  the  repository  for  the  crotch- 
ets of  a  lifetime.  This  is  the  more  to  be 
lamented  when  we  refiect  that  Sterne,  un- 
like Smollett,  could  tell  a  story  in  a 
straightforward  manner  when  he  chose  to 
do  so.  Had  the  time  he  wasted  in  daz- 
zling his  friends  with  literary  fireworks 
been  devoted  to  a  logical  presentation  of 
the  wealth  of  his  experiences,  fancies, 
and  feehngs,  he  might  have  written  one 
of  the  most  perfect  pieces  of  composition 
in  the  English  language.  As  it  is,  the 
novel  in  his  hands,  considered  from  the 
standpoint  of  structure,  reverted  to  what 
it  was  when  left  by  the  wits  of  the  Renais- 
sance.— Cross,  Wilbur  L.,  1899,  The 
Development  of  the  English  Novel,  p.  71. 
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Sarah  Fielding 

1710-1768 

Sarah  Fielding  (1710-1768),  novelist,  the  third  daughter  of  Edmund  Fielding  by 
his  first  wife,  and  sister  of  Henry  Fielding  was  born  at  East  Stour,  Dorsetshire,  8  Nov. 
1710.  She  published  her  first  novel,  ''The  Adventures  of  David  Simple  in  search  of 
a  Faithful  Friend/'  in  1744.  Her  brother  contributed  a  preface  in  the  second  edition 
in  the  same  year,  and  he  wrote  another  three  years  later  to  a  collection  of  ''Familiar 
Letters  between  the  principal  characters  in  David  Simple  and  some  others.''  This 
originally  appeared  in  1747,  and  contains  five  letters  by  Henry  Fielding  (pp.  294-351). 
A  third  volume  was  added  to  "David  Simple"  in  1752.  She  joined  with  Miss  Collier 
(daughter  of  Arthur  Collier)  in  "The  Cry,  a  Dramatic  Fable."  Dublin,  1754.  She 
wrote  also  "The  Governess,"  1749;  "History  of  the  Countess  of  Dellwyn,"  1759; 
"Lives  of  Cleopatra  and  Octavia,"  1757;  "History  of  Ophelia,"  1785;  and  Xeno- 
phon's  "Memoirs  of  Socrates;  with  the  Defence  of  Socrates  before  his  Judges,"  1762, 
translated  from  the  Greek,  in  which  some  notes  and  possibly  a  revision  were  contrib- 
uted by  James  Harris  of  Salisbury. — Stephen,  Leslie,  1889,  Dictionary  of  NatUmal 
Biography^  vd,  xviii,  p,  426. 


PERSONAL^ 

Her  unaffected  manners,  candid  mind, 
Her  heart  benevolent,  and  soul  resigned; 
Were  more  her  praise  than  all  she  knew  or 

thought. 
Though  Athen's  wisdom  to  her  sex  she 

taught. 

— HoADLY,  John.  1768?  IntcrvptUm  <m 
Monument. 

GENERAL 

I  amuse  myself  as  well  as  I  can  with 
reading.  I  have  just  gone  through  your 
two  volumes  of  ''Letters ;"  have  reperused 
them  with  great  pleasure,  and  found  many 
beauties  in  them.  What  a  knowledge  of 
the  human  heart !  Well  might  a  critical 
judge  of  writing  say,  as  he  did  to  me,  that 
your  late  brother's  knowledge  of  it  was 
not  (fine  writer  as  he  was)  comparable  to 
yours.  His  was  but  as  the  knowledge  of 
the  outside  of  a  clockwork-machine,  while 
yours  was  that  of  all  the  finer  springs  and 
movements  of  the  inside. — Richardson, 
Samuel,  1756,  Letter  to  Sarah  Fielding, 
Dec.  7. 

Before  taking  our  leave  of  the  novels 
and  novelists  of  the  ancient  rigimey  let  us 
not  omit  to  mention  Sarah  Fielding,  the 
sister  of  the  author  of  * '  Tom  Jones. ' '  who, 
in  her  day,  was  a  writer  of  no  small  celeb- 
rity, but  whose  books  have  now  long  been 
forgotten  by  all  save  the  curious  student 
of  English  literature.  Her  chief  work 
was  a  novel  written  in  imitation  of  ''Gil 
Bias,"  the  title  of  which  will  sufficiently 
describe  its  character :  ' '  The  Adventures 
of  David  Simple,  containing  an  Account  of 
his  Travels  through  the  Cities  of  London 
and  Westminster,  in  the  Search  of  a  Real 
IViend,  by  A  Lady.' '  In  was  the  forerunner 


—  doubtless  the  suggester  —  of  several 
better  works  bearing  similar  titles  and 
following  the  same  general  plan. — Bald- 
win, James,  1883,  English  Literature  and 
Literary  Griticism,  Prose,  p.  205. 

The  pale  moon  who  attended  these  three 
main  luminaries.  Her  ''David  Simple," 
published  in  1742,  in  two  volumes,  is  not 
a  great,  but  it  is  certainly  an  unduly  neg- 
lected, book.  Not  only  does  its  rank  in 
time,  as  the  third  English  novel,  give  it 
interest,  but  it  displays  a  certain  prim 
grace  of  construction,  and  a  considerable 
refinement  in  the  analysis  of  character. 
It  takes  a  place  midway  between  the  work 
of  Richardson  and  that  of  her  brother,  less 
morbid  than  the  former,  less  gusty  than 
the  latter,  and  of  course  much  feebler  than 
either.  The  sedate  wavering  of  David 
Simple  between  the  rival  passions  of 
Camilla  and  Cynthia  might,  it  may  be  sug- 
gested, have  served  Richardson  as  a  hint 
for  the  conduct  of  Sir  Charles  Grandison. 
Sarah  Fielding,  it  is  to  be  regretted,  made 
no  further  serious  effort  in  fiction ;  per- 
haps her  brother's  genius  dazzled  her. 
But  she  had  a  genuine  talent  of  her  own. 
— GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  cf 
Eighteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  264. 

Oblivion  has  odd  caprices,  and  in  liter- 
ature, as  in  the  world  at  large,  we  are 
sometimes  at  a  loss  when  we  try  to  dis- 
cern the  definite  unfitness  which  has  in- 
terfered with  survival.  Sarah  Fielding, 
praised — and  justly  praised — in  her  life- 
time by  Richardson  on  the  one  hand,  and 
by  her  brother,  Henry  Fielding,  on  the 
other,  is  probably  not  known  at  this 
moment  to  a  dozen  readers.     She  has 
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become  one  of  those  writers  whose  good 
things  any  man  may  steal  without  fear  of 
detection.  Yet  the  good  things  are  plenti- 
ful, and  any  leisurely  reader  may  find  it 
very  much  worth  his  while  to  bestow  a 
few  hours  upon  "David  Simple"  or 
"Ophelia,"  or  even  the  "Familiar  Let- 
ters." Leisurely,  however,  he  must  be; 
and  he  will  do  well  to  bear  in  mind  the 
observation  made  by  Dr.  Johnson  upon  a 
greater  than  Sarah  Fielding.  "Why, 
sir,"  said  the  Doctor,  "If  you  were  to 
read  Richardson  for  the  story  your  impa- 
tience would  be  so  much  fretted  that  you 
would  hang  yourself."  Miss  Fielding  is 
not,  indeed,  as  long-winded  as  her  admired 
friend  Richardson  (it  is  only  the  immor- 
tals who  can  be  that,  and  survive),  but 
she  has  the  comfortable  prolixity  of  her 
day,  and  is  by  no  means  in  a  hurry  to  get 
on  to  the  next  incident.  It  is  for  the 
sprightly  narrative,  the  happy  phrase,  the 
ironical  turn  of  mind,  that  these  volumes 
are  worth  reading. — Black,  Clementina, 
1888,  Sarah  Fielding,  The  Gentleman's 
Magazine^  vol.  265,  p.  485. 


Miss  Fielding's  slight  knowledge  of 
the  world  disabled  her  from  giving 
fresh  life  to  the  picaresque  romance. — 
Raleigh,  Walter,  1894,  The  English 
Novel,  p.  181. 

Richardson  sang  of  chastity ;  Fielding 
sang  of  patience;  "David  Simple"  is  an 
exaltation  of  friendship.  The  episode  of 
Dumont  and  Stainville  is  as  noble  and 
tender  as  the  mediaeval  Story  of  Pala- 
mon  and  Arcite.  Its  place  in  English 
fiction  is  as  a  little  companion  piece  to 
"Pamela"  and  "Amelia."— Cross,  Wil- 
BUR  L.,  1899,  The  Development  cfthe  Eng- 
lish Novely  p.  77. 

It  ["David  Simple"]  is  an  exceedingly 
dull  book,  boasting  of  little  or  no  con- 
struction, and  intended  to  exemplify  the 
misfortunes  and  ill-usage  which  are  sure 
to  befall  those  who  judge  others  by  their 
own  high  moral  standard.  .  .  .  The 
book  had  a  considerable  run,  but  at  the 
present  day  it  can  be  regarded  only  as  a 
literary  curiosity.  —  Thomson,  Clara 
LiNKLATER,  1900,  Samtiel  Richardson,  A 
Biographical  and  Oritical  Study,  p.  111. 


Joseph  Spence 

1699-1768 

Joseph  Spence,  anecdotist,  bom  at  Kingsclere,  Hants,  25th  April  1699,  from  Win* 
Chester  passed  to  New  College,  Oxford,  and  became  a  fellow  in  1722,  professor  of 
poetry  (1727),  rector  of  Birchanger  and  Great  Harwood,  professor  of  Modem  History 
(1737),  and  a  prebendary  of  Durham  (1754).  He  secured  Pope's  friendship  by  his 
**  Essay  on  Pope's  Odyssey"  (1727),  and  began  to  record  Pope's  conversation  and 
anecdotes  of  other  friends  and  notabilities.  In  1736  he  edited  Sackville's  "Gorboduc," 
and  in  1747  published  his  **Polymetis."  He  was  drowned  at  Byfleet,  Surrey,  August 
20,  1768.  The  best  edition  of  the  "Anecdotes"  is  by  Singer  (1820;  2d  ed.  1858), 
with  memoir. — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chamber f^s  Biographical  DietUmary^ 
p.  870. 


PERSONAL 

Mr.  Spence  is  the  completest  scholar 
either  in  solid  or  polite  learning,  for  his 
years,  that  I  ever  knew.  Besides,  he  is 
the  sweetest  tempered  gentleman  breath- 
ing.—Pitt,  Christopher,  1728,  Letter. 

Here  lie  the  Remains  of 

Joseph  Spence,  M.  A. 

Regius  Professor  of  Modem  History  in  the 

University  of  Oxford, 

Prebendary  of  Durham, 

And  Rector  of  Great  Horwood,  Bucks. 

In  Whom  Learning,  Genius,  and  Shining 

Talents 
Tempered  with  Judgment, 
And  Softened  by  the  most  Exquisite  Sweet- 
ness of  Manners, 


Were  greatly  Excelled  by  his  Humanity; 

Ever  ready  to  Assist  the  Distressed 
By  Oonstant  and  Extensive  Oharity  to  the 

Poor, 

And  by  Unbounded  Benevolence  to  All : 

He  Died  Aug.  20.  1768, 

In  the  70th  Year  of  His  Age. 

— LowTH,  Robert,  1768?  Inscription  on 
Tablet,  Byfleet  Church. 

At  Captain  M'Lean's,  I  mentioned  Pope's 
friend,  Spence.  Johnson.  "He  was  a 
weak  conceited  man.  Boswell.  '  *  A  good 
scholar,  Sir?"  Johnson.  '* Why,  no.  Sir." 
Boswell.  ''He  was  a  pretty  scholar. '* 
Johnson.  ' '  You  have  about  reached  him ." 
— Boswell,  James,  1773,  The  Journal  of 
a  Tour  to  the  Hebrides,  ed.  Hill,  Oct.  15. 
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As  I  knew  Mr.  Joseph  Spence,  I  do  not 
think  I  shonld  have  been  so  much  delighted 
as  Dr.  Kippis  with  reading  his  letters. 
He  was  a  good-natured,  harmless  little 
soul,  but  more  like  a  silver  penny  than  a 
genius.  It  was  a  neat,  fiddle-faddle  bit 
of  sterling,  that  had  read  good  books,  and 
kept  good  company,  but  was  too  trifling 
for  use,  and  only  fit  to  please  a  child. — 
Walpole,  Horace,  1780,  Letter  to  Rev. 
William  Cole,  May  19;  Letters,  ed.  Ourir 
ninghartiy  vol.  vii,  p.  366. 

There  was  a  moral  loveliness  in  the 
character  and  the  life  of  Spence,  which 
could  not  fail  to  engage  the  affections  of 
such  an  elegant  scholar  as  Lowth,  and 
those  of  many  other  men  of  genius.  Cul- 
tivating literature  and  the  arts  with  the 
ardour  and  the  playfulness  of  a  lover,  it 
was  fortunate  that  the  vicissitudes  of  life 
rendered  him  a  traveller. — Disraeu, 
Isaac  ?  1820,  Spenc^s  Anecdotes  of  Books 
and  Men,  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  23,  p. 
404. 

Spence's  benevolence  was  most  liberal 
and  unconfined ;  distress  of  every  sort,  and 
in  every  rank  of  life,  never  preferred  its 
claim  to  his  attention  in  vain :  and  he  is 
described  by  one  who  knew  him  well,  to 
have  had  a  heart  and  a  hand  ever  open  to 
the  poor  and  the  needy.     .     .     .     Spence 
was  in  person  below  the  middle  size,  his 
figure  spare,  his  countenance  benignant, 
and  rather  handsome,  but  bearing  marks 
of  a  delicate  constitution.     As   in  his 
childhood  he  had  been  kept  alive  by  con- 
stant care  and  the  assistance  of  skilful 
medical  aid,  he  did  not  expect  that  his  life 
would  have  been  protracted  beyond  fifty 
years.     But  he  possessed  those  greatest 
of  all  blessings,  a  cheerful  temperament, 
a  constant  flow  of  animal  spirits,  and  a 
most  placable  disposition.    These,  with 
the  happy  circumstances  in  which  he  was 
placed,  and  the  active  nature  of  his  gar- 
dening amusements,  prolonged  its  date  to 
his  70th  year :  when  he  was  unfortunately 
drowned  in  a  canal  in  his  garden  at  Byfleet. 
Being,  when  the  accident  occurred,  quite 
alone,  it  could  only  be  conjectured  in  what 
manner  it  happened ;  but  it  was  generally 
supposed  to  have  been  occasioned  by  a  fit, 
while  he  was  standing  near  the  brink  of 
the  water.     He  was  found  flat  upon  his 
face  at  the  edge,  where  the  water  was  too 
shallow  to  cover  his  head,  or  any  part  of 
his   body.— Singer,    Samuel  Weller, 


1820-58,  ed.  Spene^s  Anecdotes,  Observa- 
tions and  Charaders  qf  Books  and  Men, 
pp.  xxvii,  xxxi. 

Phesoj  Enceps,  in  the  Rev.  James  Rid- 
ley's novel ''Tales  of  the  Genii,''  is  Joseph 
Spence.  The  sobriquet  is  an  imperfect 
anagram.— Prey,  Albert  R.,  1888,  So- 
briquets and  Nicknames,  p.  271. 

His  generosity  towards  all  kinds  of  per- 
sons is  warmly  eulogised,  and  he  contin- 
ued to  be  a  friend  to  struggling  authors, 
especially  to  Dodsley  before  his  prosper- 
ous bookselling  days.  One  of  his  earliest 
friends,  Christopher  Pitt,  and  one  of  the 
latest,  Shenstone,  unite  in  their  testimony 
to  his  gentleness  and  urbanity.  Garden- 
ing continued  to  be  his  favourite  recrea- 
tion ;  he  also  made  several  tours  in  Eng- 
land. His  health  failed  during  the  later 
years  of  his  life,  and  when,  on  20  Aug. 
1768,  he  was  found  dead  in  a  canal  in  his 
garden,  there  were  rumours  of  suicide,  but 
the  cause  of  death  was  more  probably  a  fit. 
He  was  buried  in  Byfieet  church,  where 
there  is  a  monument  with  an  inscription  by 
Bishop  Lowth. —Garnett,  Richard,  1898, 
Dictionary  qf  National  Biography,  w)L  uu, 
p.  337. 

GENERAL 

I  am  indebted  to  this  learned  and  amia- 
ble man,  on  whose  friendship  I  set  the 
greatest  value,  for  most  of  the  anecdotes 
relating  to  Pope,  mentioned  in  this  work, 
which  he  gave  me  when  I  was  making  him 
a  visit  at  Byfieet,  in  1754. — Warton, 
Joseph,  1756,  Essay  on  the  Genius  and 
Writings  qfPope. 

A  man  whose  learning  was  not  very 
great,  and  whose  mind  was  not  very  power- 
ful.—Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Pope, 
Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

The  Anecdotes  of  Pope,  compared  with 
BoswelFs  Memoirs  of  Johnson,  want  life 
and  spirit,  and  connexion.  They  furnish 
curious  particulars,  but  minute  and  dis- 
jointed : — They  want  picturesque  grouping 
and  dramatic  effect.  We  have  the  opin- 
ions and  sayings  of  eminent  men :  but  they 
do  not  grow  out  of  the  occasion :  we  do 
not  know  at  whose  house  such  a  thing  hap- 
pened, nor  the  effect  it  had  on  those  who 
were  present.  The  conversations  seldom  ex- 
tend beyond  an  observation  and  a  reply.  We 
have  good  things  served  up  in  sandwiches; 
but  we  do  not  sit  down,  as  in  Boswell,  to 
"an  ordinary  of  fine  discourse.'* — There 
is  no  eating  and  drinking  going  on.  .  .  • 
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There  is  a  gap  between  each  conclusion, 
and  at  the  end  of  every  paragraph  we 
have  a  new  labour  to  begin.  They  are 
not  scenes,  but  soliloquies,  with  which  we 
are  presented:  And  in  reading  through 
the  book,  we  do  not  seem  travelling  along 
a  road,  but  crossing  a  series  of  stepping 
stones:  consequently,  we  do  not  get  on 
fast  with  it.  It  is  made  up  of  shreds  and 
patches,  and  not  cut  out  of  the  entire 
piece ;  something  like  the  little  caps  into 
which  the  tailor  in  Don  Quixote  cut  his 
cloth,  and  held  them  up  at  his  fingers' 
ends.  In  a  word,  the  living  scene  does 
not  pass  before  us ; — we  have  notes  and 
slips  of  paper  handed  out  by  one  of  the 
company,  but  we  are  not  ourselves  admit- 
ted to  their  presence,  nor  made  witnesses 
of  the  fray.— Hazutt,  Wiluam,  1820, 
Spence'8  Anecdotes,  Edinburgh  Review,  vol. 
33,  p.  305. 


Spence  had  much  of  Boswell's  curiosity 
and  hero-worship,  but  there  is  neither  in- 
sight into  character  in  his  pages,  nor  any 
trace  of  the  dramatic  skill  which  makes 
Boswell's  narrative  so  delightful.  At  the 
same  time  there  is  every  indication  that 
he  strove  to  give  the  sayings  of  the  poet, 
as  far  as  possible,  in  his  own  words. — 
Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  of  Pope, 
p.  205. 

Although  inadequate  from  the  first, 
['Tolymetis"]  and  long  ago  superseded, 
it  remains  an  agreeable  book,  owing  to 
the  urbanity  of  its  old-fashioned  scholar- 
ship, the  justice  of  some  incidental  obser- 
vations, and  its  affluent  stores  of  quota- 
tions ;  and,  as  an  intellectual  if  heteroge- 
neous banquet,  may  be  compared  with  the 
"  Deipnosophists"  of  Athenaeus. — Gar- 
NETT,  Richard,  1898,  Dictumary  (f  Na- 
tioncU  Biography,  vol.  Lili,  p.  337. 


Thomas  Seeker 

1693-1768. 

Thomas  Seeker,  bom  at  Sibthorpe,  in  Nottinghamshire,  in  1693,  was  educated  for 
a  Dissenting  minister,  but  afterwards  changed  his  views,  and  entered  the  Church, 
taking  holy  orders  in  Dec.  1722,  and  was  soon  afterwards  made  rector  of  Houghton- 
le-Spring.  Having  been  rapidly  promoted,  he  was  consecrated  Bishop  of  Bristol  in 
1735,  was  translated  to  Oxford  in  1737,  was  made  Dean  of  St.  Paul's  in  1750,  and 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  in  1758.  Many  volumes  of  his  sermons  and  charges  were  pub- 
lished during  his  lifetime,  and  several  collected  editions  of  his  works  have  appeared.  He 
died  August  3, 1768.  A  review  of  his  life  and  character,  by  Bishop  Porteus,  appeared 
in  1797.— TowNSEND,  George  H.,  1870,  The  Every-Day  Book  of  Modem  Literature,  vol. 
1,  p.  429. 


PERSONAL 

Speak,  look,  and  move  with  dignity  and  ease, 

Like  mitred  Seeker,  you'll  be  sure  to  please. 

—  Pitt,  Christopher,  1748?  Art  cf 
Preaching. 

When  Seeker  preaches  the  church  is 
crowded.  —  Hervey,  James,  1753-55, 
Theron  and  Aspasio. 

As  a  clergyman  Seeker  had  greatly  won 
the  attachment  of  his  people.  Whiston 
spoke  of  him  "as  an  indefatigable  pastor, " 
and  Horace  Walpole  allows  that  he  was 
"incredibly  popular"  in  his  parish.  As 
a  bishop  he  commanded  for  the  most  part 
respect  and  esteem  rather  than  any  warm 
feeling.  That  he  was  generally  thought 
very  highly  of  is  indeed  very  evident. 
Richard  Newton,  mentioning  his  recent 
death,  speaks  of  him  as  "that  great  and 
excellent  prelate."  "Few  bishops  equal 
to  him, "said  Johnson  of  Ck)nnecticut. 
But  with  many  he  was  not  at  all  popular. 
He  was  criticised  as  being  rather  haughty 


and  imperious,  and  of  showing  too  much 
of  an  air  of  prelatical  dignity.  That  he 
was  especially  distant  towards  his  old 
Nonconformist  friends  seems  to  be  dis- 
proved by  the  undoubted  cordiality  of  his 
relations  towards  Doddridge,  Leland, 
Lardner,  and  Chandler.  He  was  some- 
what stiff,  formal,  and  precise,  and  often 
seemed  reserved  and  cold.  Porteus 
acknowledges  this,  but  says  that  it  gener- 
ally rose  from  the  bodily  pain,  depression, 
and  fatigue  to  which  he  was  subject,  and 
that  faults  were  often  laid  to  his  charge 
which  did  not  really  belong  to  his  charac- 
ter.—Abbey,  Charles  J.,  1887,  The  Eng- 
lish Church  and  Its  Bishops,  1700-1800, 
vol.  II,  p.  43. 

GENERAL 
E*en  in  a  bishop  I  can  spy  desert; 
Seoker  is  decent,  Rnndel  has  a  heart. 

— Pope,  Alexander,  1738,  Epilogue  to 
the  Satires,  Dialogue,  ii,  v.  70-71. 
You  will  find  nowhere,  perhaps,  a  nobler 
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specimen  of  practical  preaching  than  is  to 
be  met  with  in  the  sermons  of  Archbishop 
Seeker.  —  Owen,  Henry,  1766,  Short 
Directions  to  Young  Students  in  Divinity 
and  Candidates  for  Holy  Orders. 

When  occasion  calls  for  it,  he  is 
pathetic,  animated,  nervous ;  rises  to  that 
true  sublime  which  consists  not  in  pomp 
of  diction,  but  in  grandeur  of  sentiment^ 
expressed  with  simplicity  and  strength. — 
PoRTEUS,  Beilby,  1770-97,  Life  qf  Arch- 
bishop  Seeker. 

What  his  discourses  wanted  of  gospel 
was  made  up  by  a  tone  of  fanaticism  that 
he  still  retained. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1797,  Memoirs  qf  the  Last  Ten  Years  qfthe 
Reign  qf  King  George  IL 

A  name  never  to  be  uttered  but  with 
reverence,  as  the  great  exemplar  of  metro- 
politan strictness,  erudition,  and  dignity. 
— Mathias,  Thomas  James,  1798,  The 
Pursuits  qf  Literature,  Eighth  ed.  p.,  304. 

As  a  celebrated  prelate.  Seeker  follows 
Tillotson.  .  .  .  Like  Tillotson,  also, 
he  departed  too   much  from   primitive 


peculiarities  of  the  gospel,  though  far 
preferable  to  most  of  his  Episcopal  con- 
temporaries.—Wiluams,  Edward,  1800, 
The  Christian  Preacher. 

A  candid,  wise,  and  practical  writer; 
his  Charges  useful;  superior  to  most  in 
his  day.— Bickersteth,  Edward,  1844, 
The  Christian  Student. 

As  a  writer  Seeker  is  distinguished  by 
his  plain  good  sense.  The  range  of  his 
knowledge  was  wide  and  deep.  He  was  a 
good  hebraist,  and  he  wrote  excellent 
Latin.  The  works  which  he  has  left  to 
the  Lambeth  library  are  valuable  quite  as 
much  from  his  manuscript  annotations  as 
for  their  o>vn  worth.  Judging  by  his 
printed  sermons,  one  would  hardly  rank 
him  among  the  great  pulpit  orators  of  the 
English  church.  But  he  purposely,  his 
biographer  tells  us,  composed  them  with 
studied  simplicity,  and  the  reader  missed 
the  tall  commanding  presence,  and  the 
good  voice  and  delivery  of  the  preacher. 
— Overton,  John  Henry,  1897,  Diction- 
ary of  National  Biography ,  vol.  u,  p.  172. 


Nathaniel  Lardner 

1684-1768. 

Nathaniel  Lardner,  D.  D. :  Clergyman ;  bom  at  the  Hall  House,  Hawkhurst,  Kent, 
England,  June  6,  1684;  studied  at  Utrecht  and  Leyden  1699-1703;  was  a  private 
tutor ;  became  assistant  to  his  father ;  was  from  1729  to  1751  assistant  minister  in 
the  Presbyterian  meeting-house  in  Poor  Jewry  Lane,  Crutehed  Friars,  London.  He 
became  partially  deaf  in  1723,  and  after  1753  could  hear  nothing.  Died  at  the  Hall 
House,  Hawkhurst,  Sunday,  July  24,  1768.  He  is  chiefly  remembered  as  author  of 
**The  Credibility  of  the  Gospel  History"  (14  vols.,  1727-55),  first  delivered  as  a  series 
of  lectures  at  the  Old  Jewry,  and  still  a  standard  work.  As  a  supplement  he  issued  a 
similar  work  on  the  apostles  (3  vols.,  1756-57).  Other  less  known  but  important 
works  are  "Letter  on  the  Logos"  (1759,  distinctly  Socinian),  a  work  which  converted 
Priestley;  "Jewish  and  Heathen  Testimonies  to  the  Truth  of  the  Christian  Religion'* 
(1764-67,  4  vols.) ;  a  "History  of  Heretics  of  the  First  Two  Centuries"  (1780),  etc. 
See  his  "Works"  with  biography  by  A.  Kippis  (11  vols.,  London,  1788 ;  reprinted  5  vols., 
1815;  10  vols.,  1829;  10  vols.,  1838).— Adams,  Charles  Kendall,  ed.  1897,  /cAn- 
son's  Universal  Cyclopaedia,  vol.  v,  p.  109. 


PERSONAL 

When  he  thought  it  his  duty,  and  for 
the  honour  of  revelation,  to  call  in  ques- 
tion common  opinions,  he  did  it  with  un- 
affected candour  and  modesty,  and,  at  the 
same  time,  with  that  integrity  and  sim- 
plicity, which,  if  it  did  not  bring  over  his 
adversary,  never  offended  him.  He  was 
respectful  without  ceremony,  friendly 
without  of&ciousness,  and  obliging  with- 
out mean  compliances.  He  preserved  a 
dignity  of  character  without  reserve,  and 


united  the  acuteness  of  the  critic  with  the 
manners  of  a  gentleman  and  the  spirit  of 
a  Christian.  The  Goodness  of  his  temper 
excited  a  prejudice  in  favour  of  his  prin- 
ciples ;  and  as  his  writings  were  free  from 
acrimony,  his  life  was  clear  of  reproach. 
On  the  whole,  when  I  consider  his  ardour 
for  truth,  yet  tenderness  for  error,  his 
learning  mixed  with  so  much  diffidence 
and  humility,  his  zeal  tempered  with  so 
much  prudence,  and  his  faith  accompanied 
with  so  much  benevolence ;  when  I  observe 
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the  simplicity  of  his  deportment,  his  uni- 
form and  unaffected  piety,  his  attachment 
to  his  Divine  master,  and  good-will  of 
mankind,  I  cannot  help  saying,  ''This 
was  the  disciple  whom  Jesus  loved." — 
Radclifp,  Ebenezer,  1788,  The  Life  of 
Dr.  Nathaniel  Lardner. 

His  want  of  popularity  as  a  preacher 
was  partly  due  to  indistinct  enunciation ; 
he  slurred  his  words  and  dropped  his 
voice,  defects  to  which  his  deafness  ren- 
dered him  insensible.  From  about  1753 
**the  only  method  of  conversing  with  him 
was  by  writing,"  and  he  amused  himself 
when  alone  with  looking  over  the  sheets 
covered  with  miscellaneous  jotlings  of  his 
visitors.— Gordon,  Alexander,  1892, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography^  vol. 
xxxn,  p.  148. 

THE  CREDIBILITY  OF  THE 
GOSPEL  HISTORY 

1727-67 

Ol  this  occasion  it  is  proper  to  mention 
Dr.  Lardner's  excellent  work  of  the 
** Credibility  of  the  Gospel-History;"  in 
the  second  part  of  which — consisting  of 
several  volumes — he  hath  made  a  full  and 
accurate  collection  of  the  passages  which 
are  to  be  found  in  the  writers  of  the  first 
ages  of  the  Christian  Church  relating  to 
the  four  Gospels,  and  other  sacred  books 
of  the  New  Testament.  This  he  hath  ex- 
ecuted with  so  much  fidelity  and  diligence, 
and  with  such  exactness  of  judgment, 
that  the  English  reader  who  hath  not  op- 
portunity to  consult  the  originals  will  be 
able  to  judge  for  himself,  upon  consider- 
ing the  passages  of  the  original  authors, 
which  are  very  faithfully  translated.  This 
affordeth  so  clear  and  continued  a  proof 
of  their  having  been  generally  received  in 
the  earliest  ages  of  the  Christian  Church, 
that  one  would  hope  it  should  put  an  end 
to  this  part  of  the  controversy. — Leland, 
John,  1754-56,  A  View  of  the  Principal 
Deistical  Writers,  vol.  i.  Letter  iv. 

It  is,  indeed,  an  invaluable  performance, 
and  has  rendered  the  most  essential  service 
to  the  cause  of  Christianity.  Whoever 
peruses  this  work,  will  find  it  replete  with 
admirable  instruction,  sound  learning, 
and  just  and  candid  criticism. — Kippis, 
Andrew,  1788,  Life  of  Dr.  Nathaniel 
Lardner. 

The  services  which  Dr.  Lardner  rendered 
to  the  cause  of   Christianity  are  well 


known  and  very  considerable.  His  exten- 
sive and  accurate  investigations  into  the 
credibility  of  the  gospel  history  have  left 
scarcely  any  thing  more  to  be  done  or 
desired.  Subsequent  writers  on  the 
evidences  of  Christianity  have  generally 
availed  themselves  of  Lardner's  collection 
of  testimonies,  deeming  it  useless  to  verify 
his  quotations  or  add  to  their  number. 
His  sentiments  on  the  doctrinal  part  of 
Christianity  did  not  injure  his  reasoning 
as  an  historian,  but  they  probably  in- 
fluenced his  selection  of  quotations  from 
the  early  Christian  writers.  "The  His- 
tory of  the  Writers  of  the  New  Testament' ' 
Bishop  Watson  republished  in  the  second 
volume  of  his  Tracts.  The  first  part  of 
the  "Credibility"  was  translated  into 
Latin  by  the  celebrated  Wolfius.  It  was 
also  translated  into  Dutch  and  German. 
Walch  eulogizes  it  as  insigne  opus. — 
Orme,  Wiluam,  1824,  Bibliotheca  Biblica. 

A  very  candid  and  learned  but  Arian 
writer.  He  impartially  goes  through  the 
principal  fathers,  showing  their  testi- 
monies to  the  Scriptures. — Bickersteth, 
Edward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student. 

This  vast  quarry  of  learning  supplied 
Paley  with  the  material  for  his  more  neat 
and  substantial  "Evidences." — Minto, 
Wiluam,  1872-80,  Manual  qf  English 
Prose  Literature,  p.  428. 

When  Christianity  was  driven  by  it  to 
appeal  to  the  bar  of  learning,  it  chanced 
that  the  one  eminent  scholar  who  did  most 
to  refute  the  assertions  of  the  Deists,  and 
to  satisfy  the  English  mind  on  the  ground 
of  history,  was  the  eminent  Unitarian 
scholar,  Lardner,  whose  great  work  in 
defence  of  historical  Christianity  is  a 
standard  to  this  day.  I  do  not  say  how 
far  his  argument  satisfies  the  scientific 
thinkers  and  historical  students  of  our 
time,  who  have  shifted  their  ground  a  good 
deal  from  that  of  a  hundred  years  ago. 
I  only  say  that,  when  modern  Unitarianism 
came  to  take  shape,  and  began  to  be 
known  under  its  own  name,  it  was  as  a 
defence  of  Christianity  on  the  grounds  of 
reason  against  the  attacks  of  reason. — 
Allen,  Joseph  Henry,  1882,  Our  Liberal 
Movement  in  Theology,  p.  11. 

GENERAL 

Have  you  read  over  Dr.  Lardner  on 
the  Logos  ?  It  is,  I  think,  scarcely  pos- 
sible to  read  it,  and  not  be  convinced. 
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— CoLERrocE,  Samuel  Taylor,  1796,  Let- 
ter to  Mr.  Pook. 

The  manner  of  this  writer  gives  me 
pleasure :  he  has  been  called  the  ^*  labori- 
ous Lardner,"  and  laborious  he  must  have 
been ;  but  he  never  seems  to  me  to  labour. 
He  is  always  easy  and  unembarrassed. — 
Hey,  John,  1796,  Lectures  in  Divinity 
Delivered  in  the  University  qf  Cambridge. 

In  the  applause  of  Dr.  Lardner  all 
parties  of  Christians  are  united,  regarding 
him  as  the  champion  of  their  common  and 
holy  faith.  Archbishop  Seeker,  Bishops 
Porteus,  Watson,  and  Tomline,and  Doctors 
Jortin,  Hey,  and  Paley,  of  the  Anglican 
church.  Doctors  Doddridge,  Kippis,  and 
Priestley,  amongst  the  Dissenters,  and  all 
foreign  Protestant  biblical  critics,  have 
rendered  public  homage  to  his  learning, 
his  fairness,  and  his  great  merits  as  a 
Christian  apologist.  The  candid  of  the 
literati  of  the  Romish  communion  have 
extolled  his  labours;  and  even  Morgan 
and  Gibbon,  professed  unbelievers,  have 
awarded  to  him  the  meed  of  faithfulness 
and  impartiality.  With  his  name  is 
associated  the  praise  of  deep  erudition, 
accurate  research,  sound  and  impartial 
judgment,  and  unblemished  candour.  The 
publication  of  his  works  constituted  a  new 
sera  in  the  annals  of  Christianity;  for, 
by  collecting  a  mass  of  scattered  evidences 
in  favour  of  the  authenticity  of  the 
evangelical  history,  he  established  a  bul- 
wark on  the  side  of  truth  which  infidelity 
has  never  presumed  to  attack. — Horne, 
Thomas  Hartwell,  1818-39,  A  Manual 
of  Biblical  Bibliography. 

Lardner's  works  contain  a  mine  of  theo- 
logical learning ;  in  which  the  Student  may 
toil  till  he  is  weary — and  from  which  he 


cannot  fail  to  bring  away  much  that  is  curi- 
ous and  edifying.— DiBDiN,  Thomas  Frog- 
NALL,  1824,  The  Library  Companum^p.  64. 

Lardner's  works  are  still  of  very  high 
worth,  as  stores  both  of  learning  and  of 
thought. — Spalding,  William,  1852-82, 
A  History  qf  English  Literature^  p.  330. 

Lardner's  apologetic  works  were  espe- 
cially planned  for  the  benefit  of  the 
unlearned.  He  regarded  the  average 
reader  as  capable  of  judging  for  himself 
of  the  internal  evidence  for  the  historical 
character  of  the  New  Testament,  and 
aimed  at  putting  him  in  a  position  to  form 
his  own  judgment  respecting  the  external 
evidence,  in  place  of  relying  on  the 
authority  of  the  learned.  Without  declar- 
ing any  theory  of  inspiration,  he  undertook 
to  show  that  all  facts  related  in  the  New 
Testament  are  not  only  credible  as  a 
history,  but  narrated  without  any  real 
discrepancies,  and  largely  confirmed  by 
contemporary  evidence.  His  method  is 
thorough,  and  his  dealing  with  difficulties 
is  always  candid.  When  he  meets  with  a 
difficulty  he  cannot  remove,  he  exhibits 
much  skill  and  cautious  judgment,  as  well 
as  ample  learning,  in  his  own  various  ex- 
pedients for  reducing  it,  leaving  always 
the  final  decision  with  the  reader.  Of 
greatest  value  is  his  vast  and  careful  col- 
lection of  .critically  appraised  materials 
for  determining  the  date  and  authorship 
of  New  Testament  books.  Here  he  remains 
unrivalled.  He  may  justly  be  regarded 
as  the  founder  of  the  modem  school  of 
critical  research  in  the  field  of  early 
Christian  literature,  and  he  is  still  the 
leading  authority  on  the  conservative  side. 
—Gordon,  Alexander,  1892,  Dictionary 
of  National  Biography ,  vol.  xxxn,  p.  149. 


William  Falconar 

1732-1769 

Born,  in  Edinburgh,  11  Feb.  1732.  At  sea  on  merchant  vessels  in  youth.  Ex- 
changed into  Navy,  1749.  On  merchant  vessel  again,  1750.  Contrib.  poems  to 
''Gentleman's  Magazine."  Re-entered  Navy,  1760  [?].  Midshipman  on  "Royal 
George,"  1762.  Purser  of  frigate  "Glory,"  1763.  Married  Miss  Hicks,  1763? 
Purser  to  "Swiftsure,"  1767.  Declined  oflPer  of  partnership  with  John  Murray,  pub- 
lisher, Oct.  1768.  Purser  of  "Aurora"  frigate,  bound  for  India,  with  promise  of 
secretaryship  to  Commissioners  of  H.  E.  I.  C.  Sailed,  2  Oct.  1869 ;  ship  was  lost 
Works:  "A  Poem,  Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  His  Royal  Highness,  Frederick,  Prince 
of  Wales,"  1751;  "Ode  on  the  Duke  of  York's  Second  Departure  from  England," 
1762;  "The  Shipwreck,"  1762;  "An  Universal  Dictionary  of  the  Marine,"  1769. 
Collected  Poems:  first  published  in  Johnson's  "English  Poets,"  1790.— Sharp,  R. 
Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  96. 
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PERSONAL 

In  his  person,  he  was  about  five  feet 
seven  inches  in  height;  of  a  thin  light 
make,  with  a  dark  weather-beaten  com- 
plexion, and  rather  what  is  termed  hard 
featured ;  being  considerably  marked  with 
small-pox :  his  hair  was  of  a  brownish  hue. 
In  point  of  address,  his  manner  was  blunt, 
awkward,  and  forbidding:  but  he  spoke, 
with  great  fluency;  and  his  simple,  yet 
impressive,  diction  was  couched  in  words 
which  reminded  his  hearers  of  the  terse- 
ness of  Swift.  Though  Falconer  possessed 
a  warm  and  friendly  disposition,  he  was 
fond  of  controversy,  and  inclined  to  satire. 
His  observation  was  keen  and  rapid ;  his 
critcisms  on  any  inaccuracy  of  language, 
or  expression,  were  frequently  severe; 
yet  this  severity  was  always  intended 
eventually  to  create  mirth,  and  not  by 
any  means  to  shew  his  own  superiority, 
or  to  give  the  smallest  offence.  In  his 
natural  temper  he  was  cheerful,  and  fre- 
quently used  to  amuse  his  messmates  by 
composing  acrostics  on  their  favourites ; 
in  which  he  particularly  excelled.  As  a 
professed  man,  he  was  a  thorough  seaman ; 
and  like  most  of  that  profession,  was  kind, 
generous,  and  benevolent. — Clark,  James 
Stanier,  1804,  ed.,  The  Shipwreck,  Life. 

THE  SHIPWRECK 
1762 

I  have  been  reading  Falconer's  '^  Ship- 
wreck"— a  new  humiliation  for  the  ladies. 
I  beg  you  may  compare  the  close  of  that 
poem  with  Charlotte  Smith's  "Elegy,"  or 
with  any  female  writer  you  ever  saw,  and 
glory  you  are  a  man.  I  fancy,  while  I 
weep  over  Arion,  that  I  know  him  in  real 
life.  I  figure  also  a  Palemon  to  myself, 
but  I  would  go  twenty  miles,  if  I  had  it 
in  my  power  to  do  it  with  decency,  to  see 
William  Falconer.  Can  you  tell  me  is  it 
he  who  is  capt.  on  an  East  India  ship?  I 
shall  rejoice  to  think  it  is.  What  a 
warmth  of  soul  must  he  have  originally 
possessed  when  the  ocean  was  not  able  to 
quench  it !  Perhaps,  Burns,  such  may  be 
one  day  my  poor  Arion.  I  trace  the  re- 
semblance in  a  thousand  instances,  and  am 
resolved  to  have  the  })ook  as  a  sacred  re- 
membrance I  may  brood  over  in  secret,  if 
it  is  not  already  out  of  print.  Do  write 
me  what  you  think  of  this  volume.  Is  my 
estimation  fantastical,  or  does  your  judg- 
ment second  mine?  I  hope  it  does,  for  I 
resolve,  if  I  can  find  the  *' Shipwreck," 


it  shall  be  placed  close  by  your  side  on 
my  shelf,  at  least  for  one  month,  my 
inseparable  friend  and  companion.  I  will 
turn  to  it  when  the  tempest  howls,  and  pray 
for  the  poor  wanderers  of  the  wave  with 
double  hope  and  double  fervor. — Dunlop, 
Frances  Anne,  1789,  Correspondence  with 
Robert  Bums,  Dee.  24,  vol.  n,  p.  24. 

With  two  alone  of  all  his  clan 
Forlorn  the  poet  paced  the  Grecian  shore, 

No  dassio  roamer,  bnt  a  shipwrecked  man  t 
Say  then,  what  muse  inspired  these  genial 
strains 

And  lit  his  spirit  to  so  bright  a  flame? 
The  elevating  thought  of  saffered  pains. 

Which  gentle   hearts  shall  mourn;    but 
chief,  the  name 
Of  gratitude  I  remembrances  of  friend, 

Or  absent  or  no  more  1  shades  of  the  Pftst, 
Which  Love  makes  substance  1 

—Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1814  ?  To 
a  Lady  With  Falconer^s  Shipwreck. 

His  scholarship  on  the  shores  of  Greece 
is  only  what  we  should  accept  of  from  a 
seaman;  but  his  poem  has  the  sensible 
charm  of  appearing  a  transcript  of  reality, 
and  leaves  an  impression  of  truth  and 
nature  on  the  mind.— Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  of  the  British  Poets. 

Falconer  brought  to  the  performance  of 
his  task  a  vigorous  mind,  a  competent 
share  of  reading,  strong  powers  of 
observation,  and,  what  might  least  of  all 
be  expected  from  him,  great  felicity  of 
numbers  and  expressions.  He  stands  in 
need  of  no  allowance  for  the  scantiness  of 
his  education,  or  the  nature  of  his  employ- 
ment. Whoever  peruses  the  *  *  Shipwreck' ' 
will  be  convinced,  also,  that  the  author 
is  not  a  poet  at  second  hand.  His  descrip- 
tions have  a  truth,  a  clearness,  a  fresh- 
ness, which  prove  that  he  had  seen  and 
felt  what  he  described.  They  are  pecul- 
iarly his  own.  Of  characters  he  has  not 
many ;  but  what  he  has  are  contrasted  and 
supported  with  sufficient  skill.  The  story 
is  interesting,  dramatically  narrated,  and 
has  numerous  touches  of  pathos.  Atten- 
tion is  never  suffered  to  flag.  Even  the 
scene  of  action  contributes  to  shed  a 
splendour  over  the  poem. — Davenport, 
R.  A.,  1822,  The  British  Poets,  vol.  Lvin. 

If  the  poem  is  estimated  by  a  judgment 
lying  between  its  positive  merits,  and  the 
disadvantages  under  which  it  was  com- 
posed,—  undoubtedly  the  author  will 
receive  no  slight  portion  of  praise.  And 
though,   with    the    exception   of    some 
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happier  parts,  it  cannot  satisfy  the  taste 
which  has  been  formed  on  the  finished 
writings  of  our  leading  poets,  yet  it  is  a 
singularly  elegant  production  of  a  person 
who  had  received  no  education  beyond  the 
mere  elements  of  language,  and  who  was 
subsequently  occupied  in  the  severe  duties 
and  business  of  a  seafaring  life — equally 
without  learning  or  leisure.  The  poetical 
powers  of  Falconer,  in  whatever  rank  they 
may  be  placed,  were  the  gift  of  nature ; 
for  any  assistance  they  may  have  de- 
rived from  subsequent  application,  was 
only  a  proof  that  the  original  powers 
previously  existed.  The  Milton  of  the 
village  remained  neither  mute,  nor  inglo- 
rious.—Mitford,  John,  1836,  The  Poetical 
Works  of  William  Falconer,  Life. 

The  merits  of  this  celebrated  composi- 
tion are  indeed  undeniable.  None  but  a 
great  poet  could  have  written  **The  Ship- 
wreck, "and  that  great  poet  must  of 
necessity  have  been  a  thorough  sailor. 
What  home  and  its  placid  attractions  are 
to  the  landsman,  the  sea  and  the  storm 
were  to  Falconer.  He  delights  in  decking 
the  ocean  with  all  the  terrific  sublimity 
and  wild  beauty  of  which  it  is  capable, 
and  then  calling  upon  us  to  admire  the 
picture :  our  admiration  may  be  enforced, 
but  whilst  we  tremble,  we  cannot  but 
applaud.— Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854- 
58,  A  Critical  Dictionary  of  English  Liter- 
ature, vol.  I,  p.  576. 

It  is  too  laboured  and  artificial  to  com- 
mand permanent  popularity. — Arnold, 
Thomas,  1868-75,  Chaucer  to  Words- 
worth, p.  361. 

There  was  largeness,  and  freedom  and 
force  in  the  subject  he  had  chosen ;  and 
what  is  best  in  his  treatment  of  it  was 
learnt  direct  from  the  waves  and  winds. 
No  one  before  Falconer  had  conceived  or 
told  in  English  poetry  the  long  and  pas- 
sionate combat  between  the  sea,  roused 
to  fury,  and  its  slight  but  dexterous  rival, 
with  the  varying  fortunes  of  the  strife. 
He  had  himself,  like  his  Arion,  been 
Wrecked  near  Cape  Colonna,  on  the  coast 
of  Greece;  like  Arion  he  was  one  of 
three  who  reached  the  shore  and  lived. 
For  the  material  of  his  brief  epic  he  needed 
but  to  revive  in  his  imagination  the  sights, 
the  sounds,  the  fears,  the  hopes,  the 
efforts  of  five  days  the  most  eventful  and 
the  most  vivid  of  his  life.  ''The  Ship- 
wreck" is  not  a  descriptive  poem;  it  is  a 


poem  of  action ;  each  buffet  of  the  sea, 
each  swift  turning  of  the  wheel  is  a  por- 
tion of  the  attack  or  defense ;  and  as  the 
catastrophe  draws  near,  as  the  ship  scuds 
past  Falconera  as  the  hills  of  Greece  rise 
to  view,  as  the  pitiless  cliffs  of  St.  George 
grow  clear,  and  the  sound  of  the  breakers 
is  heard,  the  action  of  the  poem  increases 
in  swiftness  and  intensity.  Falconer  was 
a  skilful  seaman ;  unhappily  he  was  not  a 
great  poet.  The  reality,  the  unity,  the 
largeness  of  his  theme  lend  him  support ; 
and  he  is  a  faithful  and  energetic  narrator. 
But  the  spirits  of  tempest  and  of  night 
needed  for  their  interpreter  one  of 
stronger  and  subtler  speech  than  Falconer. 
— DowDEN,  Edward,  ]880,  The  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  in,  p.  362. 

Falconer's  "Shipwreck"  resembles  most 
of  the  didactic  poems  of  the  time,  and  is 
marked  by  the  conventionality  common  to 
them  all.  But  it  deserves  a  rather  ex- 
ceptional position  from  the  obvious  fidelity 
with  which  he  has  painted  from  nature ; 
and  though  his  use  of  technical  terms  is 
pushed  even  to  ostentation,  the  effect  of 
using  the  language  of  real  life  is  often 
excellent,  and  is  in  marked  contrast  to  the 
commonplaces  of  classical  imitation  which 
make  other  passages  vapid  and  uninterest- 
.  ing.  In  this  respect  the  poem  made  some 
mark,  and  Falconer  had  certainly  con- 
siderable powers  of  fiuent  versification.— 
Stephen,  Leslie,  1889,  Dictionary  (f  Na- 
tional Biography,  vol.  xvni,  p.  16o. 

Falconer's  work  is  most  unequal.  The 
verse  at  its  best  has  an  admirably  easy 
flow,  and  at  the  same  time  a  nervous 
energy  beyond  the  reach  of  the  mere 
copyist.  But  there  are  two  very  different 
accents  in  it.  One  is  that  of  imitated 
classicism.  The  parts  descriptive  of  the 
scenes  through  which  the  ship  passes  are 
poor.  To  make  them  good  would  have 
demanded  a  culture  which  Falconer  had 
no  opportunity  to  acquire.  The  classical 
similes,  introduced  by  way  of  illustration, 
and  the  hackneyed  loves  are  also  poor. 
The  other  accent  is  that  of  nature ;  and  to 
this  the  poem  owes  the  whole  of  its  value. 
The  fact  that  Falconer  relates  what  he 
himself  saw  and  endured  giving  reality  to 
his  descriptions  and  speed  and  fire  tu  his 
narrative.  Sometimes,  nay  often,  he  so 
overloads  his  verse  with  technicalities  that 
it  sinks  to  mere  prose ;  but  in  the  happier 
passages  he  succeeds  in  throwing  over  the 
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hard  facts  of  the  sailor's  life  and  lot  the 
light  of  imagination.  His  fidelity  to  fact 
is  the  source  of  much  that  is  bad,  but 
likewise  of  all  that  is  good  in  his  poem. 
This  too  it  is  that  connects  him  with  the 
coming  school.  It  is  quite  evident  that 
he  was  troubled  with  no  sense  of  discon- 
tent with  the  old.  Versification  and 
diction  were  imitated,  as  far  as  the  author 
could  imitate,  from  Pope ;  and  where  the 
matter  suited  he  was  ready  to  adopt  the 


worst  enormities  of  Pope's  followers.  But 
his  choice  of  a  subject  introduced  a  vital 
difference.  He  had  seen  everything  he 
described,  had  felt  the  agonies  he  painted, 
and  was  himself  the  hero  of  his  poem. — 
—Walker,  Hugh,  1893,  Three  Centuries 
of  Scottish  Literature f  vol.  ii,  p,  116. 

The  first  and  greatest  of  British  marine 
poets.— Eyre-Todd,  George,  1896,  Scot- 
tish Poetry  of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol. 
I,  p.  209. 


Thomas  Chatterton 

1752-1770 

Bom,  at  Bristol,  20  Nov.  1752.  Educated  at  Colston's  Hospital,  Bristol,  Aug. 
1760  to  July  1767.  First  poems  printed  in  "Farley's  Bristol  Journal"  1763  and 
1764.  Apprenticed  to  a  Bristol  attorney,  July  1767.  First  of  "Rowley"  poems  writ- 
ten, 1768.  Success  with  pseudo-antique  poems.  Apprentice  indentures  cancelled, 
April  1770.  Left  Bristol  for  London,  24  April  1770.  Contributed  to  various  peri- 
odicals, but  resources  gradually  failed.  Only  one  poem  separately  printed  in  lifetime. 
Committed  suicide,  25  Aug.  1770.  Buried  in  Shoe  Lane  Workhouse  Churchyard. 
Afterwards  transferred  to  graveyard  in  Gary's  Inn  Road.  Works:  "An  Elegy  on 
the  much  lamented  death  of  William  Beckford,  Esq."  (anon.),  1770.  Posthumous: 
"The  Execution  of  Sir  Charles  Baldwin"  (ed.  by  T.  Eagles),  1772;  "Poems  supposed 
to  have  been  written  at  Bristol,  by  Thomas  Rowley  and  others"  (ed.  by  T.  Tyrwhitt), 
1777  (2ndedn.,  same  year) ;  "Miscellanies  in  Prose  and  verse"  (ed.  by  J.  Broughton), 
1778;  "Rowley"  poems,  ed.  by  Dean  Milles,  1782;  Supplement  to  "Miscellanies," 
1784;  "Rowley"  poems,  ed.  by  L.  Sharpe,  1794;  "The  Revenge,"  1795.  Poetical 
Works:  in  1  vol.,  1795;  in  3  vols.,  1803;  in  2  vols.,  1875;  in  1  vol.,  1885.  Life: 
by  Gregory.  1789 ;  by  Davis  (with  letters)  1806 ;  by  Dix,  1837 ;  by  Wilson,  1869,  and 
memoirs  in  edns.  of  works. — Sharp,  R.  Parquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  Ekglish 
Authors,  p.  53. 


PERSONAL 

Sir, — Upon  recollection  I  don't  know 
how  Mr.  Clayfield  could  come  by  his  letter ; 
as  I  intended  to  have  given  him  a  letter,  but 
did  not.  In  regard  to  my  motives  for  the 
supposed  rashness,  I  shall  observe  that  I 
keep  no  worse  company  than  myself.  I 
never  drink  to  excess ;  and  have,  without 
vanity,  too  much  sense  to  be  attracted  to 
the  mercenary  retailers  of  iniquity.  No ! 
it  is  my  pride,  my  damn'd  native,  uncon- 
querable pride,  that  plunges  me  into  dis- 
traction. You  must  know  that  19-20th8 
of  my  composition  is  pride.  I  must  either 
live  a  slave,  a  servant ;  have  no  will  of 
my  own,  no  sentiments  of  my  own  which 
I  may  freely  declare  as  such ;  or  die ! — 
perplexing  alternative.  But  it  distracts 
me  to  think  of  it.  I  will  endeavour  to 
learn  humility,  but  it  cannot  be  here. 
What  it  will  cost  me  on  the  trial  Heaven 
knows ! 

I  am  your  much  obliged,  unhappy,  hum- 
ble Servant,  T.  C. 


—Chatterton,  Thomas,  1770,  Letter  to 
Mr,  Barrett. 

Edwin  Cross,  apothecary,  Brook 
Street,  Holborn.  Knew  the  deceased 
well,  from  the  time  he  came  to  live  with 
Mrs.  Angell  in  the  same  street.  Deceased 
used  generally  to  call  on  him  every  time 
he  went  by  his  door,  which  was  usually 
two  or  three  times  in  a  day :  Deceased 
used  to  talk  a  great  deal  about  physic, 
and  was  very  inquisitive  about  the  natures 
of  different  poisons.  I  often  asked  him 
to  take  a  meal  with  us,  but  he  was  so 
proud  that  I  could  never  but  once  prevail 
on  him,  though  I  knew  he  was  half-starv- 
ing. One  evening  he  did  stay,  when  I 
unusually  pressed  him.  He  talked  a  great 
deal,  but  all  at  once  became  silent,  and 
looked  quite  vacant.  He  used  to  go  very 
often  to  Falcon  Court,  Fleet  Street,  to  a 
Mr.  Hamilton,  who  printed  a  magazine; 
but  who,  he  said,  was  using  him  very 
badly.  I  once  recommended  him  to  re« 
turn  to  Bristol,  but  he  only  heaved  a  deep 
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sigh;  and  begged  me»  with  tears  in  his 
eyes,  never  to  mention  the  hated  name 
again.  He  called  on  me  on  the  24th 
August  about  half-past  eleven  in  the 
morning,  and  bought  some  arsenic,  which 
he  said  was  for  an  experiment.  About 
the  same  time  next  day,  Mrs.  Wolfe 
ran  in  for  me,  saying  deceased  had  killed 
himself.  I  went  to  his  room,  and  found 
him  quite  dead.  On  his  window  was  a 
bottle  containing  arsenic  and  water ;  some 
of  the  little  bits  of  arsenic  were  between 
his  teeth.  I  believe  if  he  had  not  killed 
himself,  he  would  soon  have  died  of  star- 
vation; for  he  was  too  proud  to  ask 
of  anyone.  Witness  always  considered 
deceased  as  an  astonishing  genius. — 
?Cross,  Edwin,  1770,  Testimony  at  Inqtiest, 
Aug.  27. 

Unfortunate  boy !  poorly  wast  thou  ac- 
commodated during  thy  short  sojourning 
among  us; — rudely  wast  thou  treated, — 
sorely  did  thy  feeling  soul  suffer  from  the 
scorn  of  the  unworthy ;  and  there  are,  at 
last,  those  who  wish  to  rob  thee  of  thy 
only  meed,  thy  posthumous  glory.  Severe, 
too,  are  the  censurers  of  thy  morals.  In 
the  gloomy  moments  of  despondency,!  fear 
thou  has  uttered  impious  and  blasphemous 
thoughts,  which  none  can  defend,  and  which 
neither  thy  youth,  nor  thy  fiery  spirit,  nor 
thy  situation,  can  extenuate.  But  let  thy 
more  rigid  censors  reflect,  that  thou  wast 
literally  and  strictly  but  a  boy.  Let  many 
of  thy  bitterest  enemies  reflect  what  were 
their  own  religious  principles,  and  whether 
they  had  any,  at  the  age  of  fourteen, 
fifteen,  and  sixteen.  ...  In  return 
for  the  pleasure  I  have  received  from  thy 
poems,  I  pay  thee,  poor  boy,  the  trifling 
tribute  of  my  praise.  Thyself  thou  has 
emblazoned;  thine  own  monument  thou 
has  erected.  But  they  whom  thou  has 
delighted,  feel  a  pleasure  in  vindicating 
thine  honours  from  the  rude  attacks  of 
detraction.— Knox,  Vesimus,  1777-1824, 
Essays,  Moral  and  Literary,  No.  144. 

I  am  always  intending  to  draw  up  an 
account  of  my  intercourse  with  Chatter- 
ton,  which  I  take  very  kindly  you  remind 
me  of,  but  some  avocation  or  other  has 
prevented  it.  My  perfect  innocence  on 
having  indirectly  been  an  ingredient  in 
his  dismal  fate,  which  happened  two  years 
after  our  correspondence,  and  after  he  had 
exhausted  both  his  resources  and  his  con- 
stitution, have  made  it  more  easy  to  prove 


that  I  never  saw  him,  knew  nothing  of  his 
ever  being  in*  London,  and  was  the  first 
person,  instead  of  the  last,  on  whom  he 
had  practiced  his  impositions,  and  founded 
his  chimeric  hopes  of  promotion.  My 
very  first,  or  at  least  second  letter,  unde- 
ceived him  in  those  views,  and  our  corre- 
spondence was  broken  off  before  he  quitted 
his  master's  business  at  Bristol ;  so  that  his 
disappointment  with  me  was  but  his  first 
ill  success ;  and  he  resented  my  incredulity 
so  much,  that  he  never  condescended  to 
let  me  see  him.  Indeed,  what  I  have  said 
now  to  you,  and  which  cannot  be  contro- 
verted by  a  shadow  of  a  doubt,  would  be 
sufficient  vindication.  I  could  only  add 
to  the  proofs,  a  vain  regret  of  never  hav- 
ing known  his  distresses,  which  his  amaz- 
ing genius  would  have  tempted  me  to  re- 
lieve, though  I  fear  he  had  no  other  claim 
to  compassion.— Walpole,  Horace,  1778, 
Letter  to  Rev.  William  Cole,  May  21 ;  Let- 
ters, ed.  Ounningham^  vol.  vii,  p.  70. 

The  activity  of  his  mind  is  indeed  almost 
unparalleled.  But  our  surprise  must  de- 
crease, when  we  consider  that  he  slept 
but  little;  and  that  his  whole  attention 
was  directed  to  literary  pursuits ;  for  he 
declares  himself  so  ignorant  of  his  profes- 
sion, that  he  was  unable  to  draw  out  a 
clearance  from  his  apprenticeship,  which 
Mr.  Lambert  demanded.  He  was  also  un- 
fettered by  the  study  of  the  dead  lan- 
guages, which  usually  absorb  much  of  the 
time  and  attention  of  young  persons ;  and 
though  they  may  be  useful  to  the  attain- 
ment of  correctness,  perhaps  they  do  not 
much  contribute  to  fluency  in  writing. 
Mr.  Catcott  declared,  that  when  he  first 
knew  Chatterton,  he  was  ignorant  even  of 
Grammar.  .  .  .  The  person  of  Chat- 
terton, like  his  genius,  was  premature; 
he  had  a  manliness  and  dignity  beyond 
his  years,  and  there  was  a  something 
about  him  uncommonly  prepossessing.  His 
most  remarkable  feature  was  his  eyes, 
which  though  grey,  were  uncommonly 
piercing;  when  he  was  warmed  in  argu- 
ment, or  otherwise,  they  sparkled  with 
fire,  and  one  eye,  it  is  said,  was  still  more 
remarkable  than  the  other. — Gregory, 
George,  1779-1803,  Life  o/  Thomas  Choi- 
terton,  ed.  Southey,  vol.  i,  pp.  Iv,  Ixxi. 

Oh,  ill-Starr 'd  Tenth,  whom  Natnie  formed 

in  vain, 
With  powers  on  Pindns'  splendid  hei^t  to 

reign! 
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O  dread  example  of  what  pangs  await 
Young  Gtenios  struggling  with   malignant 
fate! 

— Hayley,  Wiluam,  1782,  An  Essay  on 
Epic  Poetry. 

Tet  as  with  streaming  eye  the  sorrowing 

muse, 
Pale  Chatterton*s  untimely  urn  hedews; 
Her  accents  shall  arraign  the  partial  care, 
Tliat  sliielded  not  her  son  from  cold  despair. 

— Pye,  Henry  James,  1783,  The  Progress 
of  Refinement,  pt.  ii. 

Sweet  Flower  of  Hope !  free  Nature's  genial 

child! 
That  didst  so  fair  disclose  thy  early  bloom, 
Filling  the  wide  air  with  a  rich  perfume  1 

Poor  Ohatterton  I  he  sorrows  for  thy  fate 
Who  would  have  praised  and  loved  thee,  ere 

too  late, 
Poor  Ghatterton !  farewell  I  of  darkest  hues 
This  chaplet  cast  I  on  thy  unshaped  tomb ; 
But  dare  no  longer  on  the  sad  theme  muse, 
Lest  kindred  woes  i)ersuade  a  kindred  doom: 
For  oh !  big  gall-drops,  shook  from  Folly's 

wing, 
Have  blackened  the  fair  promise  of  my  spring ; 
And  the  stem  Fate  transpierced  with  view- 
less dart 
The  last  pale  Hope  that  shivered  at  my  heart  I 

O  Ghatterton  I  that  thou  wert  yet  alive  I 

We,  at  sober  eve,  would  round  thee  throng, 
Hanging,  enraptured,  on  thy  stately  song, 
And  greet  with  smiles  the  young-eyed  Poeoy 
All  deftly  masked  as  hoar  Antiquity. 

Sweet  Harper  of  time-shrouded  Minstrelsy  I 

— Ck)LERiDGE,    Samuel  Taylor,    1790- 
1829,  Monody  on  the  Death  of  Oiatterton^ 

The  Bard,  to  dark  despair  resign 'd. 

With  his  expiring  art, 
Sings,  midst  the  tempest  of  his  mind, 

The  shipwreck  of  his  heart. 
If  Hope  still  seem  to  linger  nigh, 

And  hover  o'er  his  head. 
Her  pinions  are  too  weak  to  fly, 

Or  Hope  ere  now  had  fled. 
Rasli  Minstrel !  who  can  hear  thy  songs. 

Nor  long  to  sliare  thy  fire? 
Wlio  read  thine  errors  and  thine  wrongs. 

Nor  execrate  the  lyre? 
The  lyre,  that  sunk  thee  to  the  grave. 

When  bursting  into  bloom. 
That  lyre,  the  power  to  Genius  gave 

To  blossom  in  the  tomb. 
Yes ;— till  his  memory  fail  with  yean. 

Shall  Time  thy  strains  recite ; 
And  while  thy  story  swells  his  tears, 

Thy  song  shall  charm  his  flight. 

—Montgomery,  James,  1802,  Chattertm. 
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I  thought  of  Ghatterton,  the  marvellous  Boy, 
The  sleepless  Soul  that  perished  in  liis  pride. 

—Wordsworth,  Williaii,  1802,  Resolu- 
tion  and  Independence. 

As  to  his  person,  his  sister  said  that  he 
was  thin  of  body,  but  neatly  made ;  that 
his  features  were  by  no  means  handsome, 
and  yet,  notwithstanding,  the  tout-ensembk 
was  striking ;  which  arose,  she  conceived, 
from  the  wonderful  expression  of  his  eyes, 
and  more  particularly  of  the  left  eye, 
which,  to  use  her  own  words,  seemed  at 
times,  from  its  brilliancy,  ''to  flash  fire." 
She  then  proceeded  to  acquaint  me  that 
some  malevolent  aspersions  had  been 
thrown  out  as  to  his  moral  character,  and 
particularly  his  being  partial  to  the  society 
of  abandoned  women,  which  she  positively 
denied,  with  tears  in  her  eyes;  stating 
that  he  was  the  best  and  most  tender  of 
brothers,  never  enjoying  so  much  satisfac- 
tion as  when  he  could  present  them  some 
little  token  of  his  affection ;  that  he  alwaya 
kept  good  hours  at  night,  to  her  certain 
knowledge;  and  that  by  day  he  was  by 
far  too  much  taken  up  with  books  and  his. 
occupations  to  be  a  loose  character. — As 
to  his  having  a  predilection  for  some 
female,  she  told  me  she  believed  that  to 
have  been  the  case ;  but,  to  the  best  of 
her  knowledge,  and  from  her  soul  Cshe 
assured  me)  she  spoke  it,  no  stain  what- 
soever could  attach  itself  to  his  moral  con- 
duct.—Ireland,  William-Henry,  1805, 
Confessions,  p.  15. 

This  boy  [a  nephew  of  Mr.  Walmsley] 
who  was  the  bedfellow  of  Ghatterton,  in- 
formed Mr.  Croft  that  Ghatterton  used  to 
sit  up  all  night  reading  and  writing ;  that 
he  never  came  to  bed  till  very  late,  often 
three  or  four  o'clock,  but  that  he  was  al- 
ways awake  when  he  waked,  and  got  up  at 
the  same  time.  He  lived  chiefly  upon  a 
half -penny  roll,  or  a  tart  and  some  water. 
.  .  .  He  did  not,  however,  wholly 
abstain  from  meat,  for  he  was  once  or 
twice  known  to  take  a  sheep's  tongue  out 
of  his  pocket.  .  .  .  Early  in  July 
Ghatterton  left  his  lodgings  in  Shoreditch, 
and  went  to  lodge  with  Mrs.  Angel,  a 
sock-maker,  in  Brook  Street,  Hoi  born.  It 
were  an  injury  not  to  mention  historically ' 
the  lodgings  of  Ghatterton,  for  every  spot 
he  made  his  residence  has  become  poetical 
ground.  ...  Of  his  extreme  indi- 
gence there  is  positive  testimony.  Mrs. 
Angel  remembers  that  for  two  days,  when 
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he  did  not  absent  himself  from  his  room, 
he  went  without  food.  .  .  .  Pressed  hard 
by  indigence  and  its  companions,  gloom 
and  despondency,  the  mind  of  Chatterton 
became  disordered,  and  on  the  night  of 
the  24th  of  August,  1770,  he  swallowed 
a  large  dose  of  opium,  which  caused  his 
death.  .  .  .  The  inquest  of  the  jury 
was  brought  in  insanity,  and  the  body  of 
Chatterton  was  put  inta  a  shell,  and  car- 
ried unwept,  unheeded,  and  unowned  to 
the  burying-ground  of  the  workhouse  in 
Shoe  Lane.— Davis,  John,  1806,  L4fe  of 
Chatterton. 

He  became  an  infidel,  but  whether  this 
was  in  consequence  of  any  course  of  read- 
ing into  which  he  had  fallen,  or  that  he 
found  it  convenient  to  get  rid  of  the  obli- 
gations which  stood  in  the  way  of  his 
past  or  future  schemes,  it  is  not  very 
material  to  inquire.  ...  In  his  wTitings 
we  find  some  passages  that  are  more  licen- 
tious than  could  have  been  expected  from 
a  young  man  unhackneyed  in  the  way  of 
vice,  but  not  more  so  than  might  be  ex- 
pected in  one  who  was  premature  in 
every  thing,  and  had  exhausted  the  stock 
of  human  folly  at  an  age  when  it  is  usually 
found  unbroken.  All  his  deceptions,  his 
prevarications,  his  political  tergiversation, 
&c.,  were  such  as  should  have  been  looked 
for  in  men  of  an  advanced  age,  hardened 
by  evil  associations,  and  soured  by  disap- 
pointed pride  or  avarice.  —  Chalmers, 
Alexander,  1814,  The  Works  of  the  Eng- 
lish Poets. 

When  we  conceive  the  inspired  boy 
transporting  himself  in  imagination  back 
to  the  days  of  his  fictitious  Rowley,  em- 
bodying his  ideal  character,  and  giving  to 
airy  nothing  a  ''local  habitation  and  a 
name,"  we  may  forget  the  impostor  in 
the  enthusiast,  and  forgive  the  falsehood 
of  his  reverie  for  its  beauty  and  ingenuity. 
— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  (f 
the  British  Poets. 

Marvellous  boy,  whose  antique  songs  and  un- 
liappy  story 

Shall,  by  gentle  hearts,  be  in  monrnful  mem- 
ory cherished 

Long  as  thy  ancient  towers  endure,  and  the 
rocks  of  St.  Vincent, 

Bristol !  my  birthplace  dear. 

— Southey,  Robert,  1821,  A  Vision  qf 

JvdgmeTVt,  xi. 

O  Chatterton !  how  very  sad  thy  fate! 
Dear  child  of  sorrow— eon  of  misery  I 


How  soon  the  film  of  death  obscnr'd  that  eye, 
Whence  Genius  mildly  flashed,  and  high  de- 
bate. 
How  soon  that  voioe,  majestic  and  elate, 
Melting  in  dying  numbers  I  Oh!  how  nigh 
Was  night  to  thy  fair  morning.    Thon  didst 

die 
A  half-blown    flow'ret    which   cold  blasts 

amate. 
Bnt  this  is  past:  thon  art  among  the  stars 
Of  highest  Heaven :  to  the  rolling  spheres 
Thon  sweetly  singest:  nought  thy  hymning 

mars, 
Above  the  ingrate  world  and  human  fears. 
On  earth  the  good  man  base  detraction  bars 
From  thy  fair  name,  and  waters  it  with  tears. 

—Keats,  John,  1821  ?  To  Chatterton. 

He  would  sometimes,  for  days  together, 
go  in  and  out  of  the  house  without  speak- 
ing to  any  one,  and  seemingly  absorbed 
in  thought.  After  such  occasions  he  fre- 
quently called  some  of  his  associates  into 
his  room,  and  read  them  some  portions  of 
Rowley.— Dix,  John,  1837-51,  Life  (/ 
Chatterton. 

A  native  aptitude  to  self-suflSciency, 
pertinacity,  and  scorn  of  interference  or 
censure,  gave  a  ready  admission  into  the 
formation  of  his  character  of  the  unmit- 
igated effect  of  every  thing  that,  in  the 
circumstances  of  his  situation,  tended  to 
create  a  predominance  of  the  qualities  we 
are  describing.  Growing  up  separate  and 
alien,  in  a  great  degree,  from  the  social 
interests  and  sentiments  which  bind  men 
together,  he  was  habitually  ready  and 
watchful  for  occasions  to  practise  on 
their  weakness  and  folly,  and  to  indulge 
a  propensity  to  annoyance  by  satire.  He 
would  play  off  the  witty  malice,  no  matter 
who  was  the  object.  He  was  a  very  Ish- 
mael  with  this  weapon.  It  is  somewhere 
his  own  confession  that,  when  the  mood 
was  on  him,  he  spared  neither  foe  nor 
friend.  Very  greatly  amusing  as  it  may 
well  be  believed  that  his  company  was 
when  he  chose  to  give  it,  nobody  was  safe 
against  having  his  name,  with  his  peculiar- 
ities, his  hobby,  his  vanity,  hitched  into 
some  sarcastic  stanza.  Men  must  not  be 
expected  to  sympathize  very  kindly  with 
the  mortifications  of  a  person,  who,  what- 
ever be  his  talents,  demands  that  such  tem- 
per and  habits  shall  be  no  obstruction  to 
advancement  in  society. —  Foster,  John, 
1838-56,  Critical  Essays^  ed.  Ryland^  vcL 
n,  J).  520. 

The  house  in  which  Chatterton  was  bom 
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was  behind  a  shop  nearly  opposite  the 
northwest  corner  of  the  church ;  and  the 
monument  to  the  young  poet,  lately  erected 
by  subscription,  has  been  very  appropri- 
ately placed  in  a  line  between  this  house 
and  the  north  porch  of  the  church  in 
which  he  professed  to  have  found  the 
Rowley  MSS.  This  monument  is  a  Gothic 
erection,  much  resembling  an  ancient 
cross,  and  on  the  top  stands  Chatterton, 
in  the  dress  of  Colston's  school,  and  with 
an  unfolded  roll  of  parchment  in  his  hand. 
This  monument  was  erected  under  the 
care  and  from  the  design  of  John  Britton, 
the  antiquary,  who,  so  much  to  his  honor, 
long  zealously  exerted  himself  to  rescue 
Chatterton 's  memory  from  apparent  neg- 
lect in  his  native  city.  The  man  who  can 
gaze  on  this  monument ;  can  contemplate 
the  boyish  figure  and  face  of  the  juvenile 
poet ;  can  glance  from  this  quarter,  where 
he  was  born  in  poverty,  to  that  old  porch, 
where  he  planned  the  scheme  of  his  fame ; 
and  can  call  to  mind  what  he  was  and 
what  he  did  without  the  profoundest 
sensations  of  wonder  and  regret,  may 
safely  pass  through  life  without  fear  of 
an  astonishment.  It  is,  in  my  opinion  one 
of  the  most  affecting  objects  in  Ofeat 
Britain.  How  much,  then,  is  that  feeling 
of  sympathy  and  regret  augmented  when 
you  approach,  and,  upon  the  monument, 
read  the  very  words  written  by  the  in- 
spired boy  himself  for  his  supposed  mon- 
ument, and  inserted  in  his  **  will." 

**Tothe  Memory  of 
Thomas  Chatterton. 
Reader,  jndge  not :  if  thon  art  a  Christian — 
believe  that  he  shall  be  Judged  by  a  Sni)erior 
Power ;  to  that  Power  alone  is  he  now  an- 
swerable." 

— HowiTT,  WiLUAM,  1846,  Homes  and 
Haunts  of  the  Most  Eminent  British  Poets, 
vol.  I,  p.  299. 

A  little  beyond  Snow  Hill  is  Shoe  Lane, 
running  from  Holborn  into  Fleet  Street. 
In  the  burial  ground  of  Shoe  Lane  work- 
house was  interred  the  ill-fated  poet, 
Thomas  Chatterton.  The  ground  in  which 
he  lies  buried  now  forms  a  part  of  Far- 
ringdon  Market,  immediately  adjoining 
Shoe  Lane,  but  the  exact  site  of  his  rest- 
ing place  is  unfortunately  unknown. — 
Jesse,  J.  Heneage,  1850,  London  and 
Its  CekbrUies,  vol.  l,  p.  438. 

The  first  place  that  I  visited  was  con- 
nected with  a  far  deeper  tragedy,  the 
beautiful  church  of  St.  Mary  Redcliffe.     I 


climbed  up  to  the  muniment  room  over 
the  porch,  now  and  forever  famous,  and 
sitting  down  on  the  stone  chest  then 
empty,  where  poor  Chatterton  pretended 
to  have  found  the  various  writings  he  at- 
tributed to  Rowley,  and  from  whence  he 
probably  did  obtain  most  of  the  ancient 
parchment  that  served  as  his  material,  I 
could  understand  the  effect  that  the  mere 
habit  of  haunting  such  a  chamber  might 
produce  upon  a  sensitive  and  imaginative 
boy.  ...  A  most  painful  irreligious 
paper,  called  his  will,  written,  let  us  hope, 
under  the  influence  of  the  same  phrensy 
that  prompted  his  suicide,  is  shown  in  a 
glass  case  in  the  museum  at  Bristol. — 
MiTFORD,  Mary  Russell,  1851,  Recol- 
lections of  a  Literary  Life,  pp.  387,  389. 

Although  Walpole  was  very  indignant 
at  Chatterton's  attempt  to  impose  upon 
him,  in  the  course  of  his  own  career  he 
affords  several  instances  of  having  in- 
dulged in  similar  deceptions.  .  .  . 
Walpole  quite  forgot  his  own  offences  in 
the  greatness  of  his  anger  at  the  offence 
of  the  Bristol  apprentice— possibly  im- 
agining, that  what  was  the  most  natural 
thing  in  the  world,  when  done  by  a  gentle- 
man of  family,  was  altogether  unpardona- 
ble when  attempted  by  a  boy  just  emanci- 
pated from  a  charity  school. — Warbur- 
TON,  Eliot,  1852,  Memoirs  of  Horace 
Walpole,  vol.  ii,  p.  346. 

Besides  being  an  antiquarian,  and  a 
creative  genius  in  the  element  of  the  Eng- 
lish antique,  Chatterton  was  also,  in  the 
year  1769-70,  a  complete  and  very  char- 
acteristic specimen  of  that  long-extinct 
phenomenon,  a  thinking  young  Englishman 
of  the  early  part  of  the  reign  of  George 
III.  In  other  words,  reader,  besides  being, 
by  the  special  charter  of  his  genius,  a  poet 
in  the  Rowley  vein,  he  was  also,  by  the 
more  general  right  of  his  life  at  that  time, 
very  much-^such  a  young  fellow  as  your 
own  unmarried  great-great-grandfather 
was.— Masson,  David,  1856-74,  Chatter- 
ton, A  Story  of  the  Year  1770,  p.  53. 

That  he  was,  in  one  sense  of  the  word, 
profligate — that  is,  that  he  was  a  habitual 
and  gross  liar,  and  not  restrained  by  any 
religious  or  moral  principle  from  saying 
or  writing  that  which  he  knew  to  be  false, 
for  the  MJte  of  gain, — is  too  clear ;  but 
that  he  was  profligate  as  the  word  is  used 
with  reference  to  sensual  immorality,  at 
least  in  such  way  as  should  account  for 
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pecuniary  distress,  I  do  not  believe. — 
Maitland,  Samuel  Roffey,  1857,  Chatr 
terton :  An  Essay,  p.  47. 

At  every  step  it  is  needful  to  recall 
this  fact  of  boyhood,  apart  from  every 
other  adverse  element  of  orphanage,  pov- 
erty, and  misguidance.  For  the  study  is 
that  of  a  child,  a  boy,  a  youth,  running 
counter  to  all  the  tastes  and  habits  of 
his  age;  acting  in  defiance  of  ordinary 
influences ;  at  every  stage  doing  a  man's 
work:  often  unwisely,  perversely,  unac- 
countably ;  but  still  doing  the  work  of  a 
man,  and  baffling  the  astute  selfishness 
of  men,  while  yet  a  child.  Viewed  in  its 
most  unfavourable  aspects,  such  an  intel- 
lectual phenomenon  may  well  attract  our 
study,  as  a  strange  example  of  precocity, 
approximating,  almost  to  genius  acting 
by  instinct :  like  those  manifestations  of 
irrational  vital  action,  which  puzzle  us  by 
their  resemblance  to  the  highest  intelli- 
gence. But  the  brief  existence  here  re- 
traced has  also  its  phases  of  sorrowful, 
and  even  tragic  interest,  on  which  we  now 
look  back  as  on  a  precious  inheritance 
which  that  eighteenth  century  wasted 
and  flung  aside.— Wilson,  Daniel,  1869, 
Chattertan :  A  Biographical  Study,  Intro- 
duction, p.  xvi. 

Thomas  Chatterton,  whose  forgery  con- 
sisted in  publishing  his  own  compositions 
as  the  poems  of  Rowley,  who  lived  in  the 
fifteenth  century,  was  an  infidel  in  profes- 
sion and  a  libertine  in  practice ;  and  as  he 
was  the  most  precocious  in  genius,  so  was 
he  the  most  circumstantial  in  falsehood, 
of  the  literary  forgers  of  the  age.  That 
his  suicide  was  premeditated  is  undoubted. 
.  .  .  He  chose  to  leave  Bristol,  where 
he  had  many  friends,  to  seek  his  fortune 
in  London,  where  he  had  none ;  and,  when 
he  failed,  was  too  proud  to  return  to  his 
native  city.  To  complain  of  the  **cold 
neglect"  of  the  world  with  regard  to  a 
boy  of  eighteen,  however  great  his  genius, 
is  quite  preposterous.  But  it  was  the 
fashion  to  consider  he  was  neglected  and 
starved,  and  epigrams,  such  as  the  fol- 
lowing, were  written  on  him  (**  Asylum 
for  Fugitive  Pieces,"  1785,  118): 

All  think,  now  Chatterton  is  dead, 
His  works  are  worth  preserving! 

Yet  no  one,  when  ho  was  alive, 
Would  keep  the  bard  from  starving  1 

Johnson,  Goldsmith,  and  a  hundred  others, 
who  were  nearly  starved  at    eighteen. 


persevered  and  won  their  way  to  fame,  as 
Chatterton  might  have  done,  had  his 
character  been  of  a  higher  stamp. — 
DoDD,  Henry  Philip,  1870,  The  Epigram- 
matists, pp.  424,  425. 

With  Shakspeare*s  manhood  at  a  boy's  wild 
heart, — 
Through  Hamlet's  donbt   to   Shakspeare 

near  allied, 
And  kin  to  Milton  through  his  Satan's 
pride,— 
At  Death's  sole  door  he  stooped,  and  craved 

adart; 

And  to  the  dear  new  bower  of  £higland*s  art,— 

Bven  to  that  shrine  Time  else  had  deified, 

The  unnttered  heart  that  soared  against 

his  side, — 

Drove  the  fell  point,  and  smote  life's  seals 

apart. 
Thy  nested  home-loves,  noble  Chatterton; 
The  angel-trodden  stair  thy  sonl  oould  tntoe 
Up  Redoliffe's  spire;  and  in  the  world's 
armed  space 
Thy  gallant  sword-play  :~the8e  to  many  an 

one 
Are  sweet  for  ever;  as  thy  grave  nnknown 
And  love-dream  of  thine  unrecorded  face. 

— RossETTi,  Dante  Gabriel,  1881,  Five 
English  Poets,  Ballads  and  Sonnets. 

Chatterton's  remains,  enclosed  in  a 
shell,  were  interred  in  the  Shoe  Lane 
workhouse  burying-ground  on  28  Aug. 
1770,  as  appears  from  the  register  of 
burials  at  St.  Andrew's,  Holbom,  where 
the  name  is  entered  as  *  *  William  Chatter- 
ton,'' to  which  another  hand  has  added 
'*the  poet."  Years  afterwards,  when 
that  site  had  to  be  cleared  for  the  build- 
ing up  of  the  new  Farringdon  Market,  the 
paupers'  bones,  all  huddled  together, 
were  removed  to  the  old  graveyard  in  the 
Gray's  Inn  Road.  A  wildly  improbable 
story  about  the  exhumation  and  reinter- 
ment of  his  remains  at  Bristol  was  first 
told  by  George  Cumberland  in  Dix's  Ap- 
pendix A  (p.  299),  and  afterwards  reit- 
erated more  in  detail  by  Joseph  Cottle  in 
Pryce's**  Memorials  of  theCanynges  Fam- 
ily" (p.  293).  A  still  wilder  story  was 
put  forth  in  1853  by  Mr.  Gutch  in  *' Notes 
and  Queries"  (vii.  138,  139)  and  which 
purported  to  be  an  authentic  record  of 
the  coroner's  inquest  on  the  occasion  of 
Chatterton's  suicide.  Four  years  after- 
wards, however,  Mr.  Moy  Thomas  was  able 
to  demonstrate,  from  the  parish  books  of 
St.  Andrew's,  Holborn,  in  the  **Athe- 
nseum"  of  5  Dec,  1857,  the  spurious 
character  of  the  whole  narrative*    The 
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books  also  showed  that  Chatterton  died 
in  the  first  house  from  Holbom  on  the 
left-hand  side,  the  last  number  of  all  in 
Brooke  Street,  No.  39.— Kent,  Charles, 
1887,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  X,  p.  150. 
Below,  an  oi)en  window  kept 

Old  books  in  rare  display, 
Where  critics  drowsed  and  poets  slept 

Till  Grub  Street's  Jndgment-day. 
One  book  brought  care  again  to  me, — 

The  book  of  Rowley's  rhyme. 
That  Ohatterton,  in  seigneory 

Of  song,  bore  out  of  time. 
The  merchant  of  such  ware,  unseen. 

Watched  spider-like  the  street ; 
He  came  forth,  gray,  and  spider-thin, 

And  talked  with  grave  conceit. 
Old  books,  old  times, — he  drew  them  nigh 

At  Chatterton 's  pale  spell: 
**  'Twas  Brook  Street,"  said  he,  **8aw  him 
die. 

Old  Holbom  knew  him  well." 
The  words  brought  back  in  sudden  sway 

That  new -old  tale  of  doom; 
It  seemed  the  boy  but  yesterday 

Died  in  his  lonely  room. 
Without,  the  press  of  men  was  heard; 

I  heard,  as  one  who  dreamed, 
The  hurrying  throng,  the  singing  bird, 

And  yesterday  it  seemed. 
And  as  I  turned  to  go,  the  tale 

This  pensive  requiem  made. 
As  thougli  within  the  churchyard's  pale 

The  boy  was  newly  laid: 
Perhaps,  who  knows?  the  hurrying  throng 

Gave  hopeless  thoughts  to  him ; 
I  fancy  how  he  wandered,  long, 

Until  the  light  grew  dim. 
The  windows  saw  him  come  and  pass 

And  come  and  go  again, 
And  still  the  throng  swept  by— alas  1 

The  barren  face  of  men. 
And  when  the  day  was  done,  the  way 

Was  lost  in  letlial  deeps: 
Sweet  Life ! — what  requiem  to  say? — 

**  *Tis  well,  'tis  well,  he  sleeps." 

—Rhys,  Ernest,  1891,  Chatterton  in 
Holbom,  Century  Magazine,  vol.  42,  p.  350. 
The  public  of  1830  permitted  itself  to 
be  moved  by  the  misfortune  of  Chatterton ; 
it  pitied  that  ulcerated  soul,  for  whom 
the  fatal  result  of  genius  is  suicide. 
When  the  work  is  repr^uced  thirty  years 
later,  the  audience  advises  the  poor  devil 
**to  sell  his  boots."— Pelussier,  Georges, 
1897,  The  Evolution  of  Realitm,  The  lAt- 
erary  Movement  in  Prance  During  the 
Nineteenth  Century,  tr.  Brinton,  p.  332. 

Perhaps  it    may   be    more  than    an 
idle  fancy  to  attribute  to  heredity  the 


bent  which  Chatterton's  genius  took 
spontaneously  and  almost  from  infancy; 
to  guess  that  some  mysterious  ante- 
natal influence — ''striking  the  electric 
chain  wherewith  we  are  darkly  bound'' 
— may  have  set  vibrating  links  of  uncon- 
scious association  running  back  through 
the  centuries.  Be  this  as  it  may,  Chat- 
terton was  the  child  of  Redcliffe  Church. 
St.  Mary  stood  by  his  cradle  and  rocked 
it;  and  if  he  did  not  inherit  with  his 
blood,  or  draw  in  with  his  mother's  milk 
a  veneration  for  her  ancient  pile,  at  least 
the  waters  of  her  baptismal  font  seemed 
to  have  signed  him  with  the  token  of  her 
service.  Just  as  truly  as  "The  Castle  of 
Otranto"  was  sprung  from  Strawberry 
Hill,  the  Rowley  poems  were  bom  of  St. 
Mary's  Church.— Beers,  Henry  A.,  1898, 
A  History  of  English  Romanticism  in  the 
Eighteenth  Century,  p.  339. 

We  all  know  the  history  of  Chatterton : 
what  would  be  the  history  of  a  Chatterton 
of  the  present  day  ?  I  will  tell  it,  taking 
a  living  example,  from  my  own  knowl- 
edge. As  a  boy  he  was  bookish:  he 
devoured  all  the  books  he  could  lay 
hands  upon:  he  borrowed  and  read:  at 
school  he  was  easily  first:  at  home 
he  locked  himself  up  and  secretly  wrote 
poetry:  already  he  had  joined  the  fra- 
ternity of  those  who  write.  When  he 
left  school,  at  which  he  had  learned  short- 
hand, be  was  placed  in  a  newspaper  office. 
Here  he  reported  meetings  and  lectures 
and  police  cases :  he  picked  up  news ;  he 
shaped  the  paragraph :  he  made  himself 
generally  useful:  presently  he  began  to 
write  descriptive  papers:  he  reviewed 
books:  all  this  time  he  was  giving  his 
leisure  hours — which  were  not  too  many 
— to  the  cultivation  of  literature.  And 
at  last  he  brought  out  his  first  work — a 
volume  of  poems  perhaps:  or  a  volume 
of  fiction  or  a  volume  of  essavs — with  the 

m 

help  of  which  he  introduced  himself.  His 
name  now  began  to  appear  in  magazines, 
and  more  and  more  frequently — yet  he 
remained  on  his  newspaper :  he  was  not 
in  the  least  danger  of  starving :  he  was, 
on  the  contrary,  well  fed  and  fairly  pros- 
perous. But  he  drifted  more  and  more 
into  authorship.  He  has  now  become 
well  known  as  a  writer.  If  he  is  wise  he 
will  continue  to  write  for  the  papers  as 
well  as  the  magazines.  Perhaps  at  last 
the  day  will  come  when  he  will  be  fully 
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justified  in  trusting  to  himself,  and  can 
give  up  the  newspaper  work.  But  he  will 
never  quite  give  up  his  connection  with 
journalism.  Very  likely  he  will  be  ap- 
pointed editor  of  some  magazine :  he  may 
be  invited  to  advise  on  some  great  publish- 
ing firm:  he  may  be  appointed  literary 
editor  of  a  great  morning  paper.  That 
would  be  the  modem  career  of  a  new 
Chatterton.—  Besant,  Walter,  1898, 
The  Pen  and  the  Book,  p.  23. 

GENERAL 

Johnson  said  of  Chatterton,  ''  This  is 
the  most  extraordinary  young  man  that 
has  encountered  my  knowledge.  It  is 
wonderful  how  the  whelp  has  written  such 
things."— Johnson,  Samuel,  1776,  Ltfe 
by  BoBweUy  ed.  Hill,  vol,  in,  p.  59. 

I  think  poor  Chatterton  was  an  aston- 
ishing genius.  .  .  .  The  prematurity 
of  Chatterton's  genius  is,  however,  full 
as  wonderful,  as  that  such  a  prodigy  as 
Rowley  should  never  have  been  heard  of 
till  the  eighteenth  century.  The  youth 
and  industry  of  the  former  are  mira- 
cles, too,  yet  still  more  credible.  There 
is  not  a  symptom  in  the  poems,  but  the 
old  words,  that  savours  of  Rowley's  age 
— change  the  old  words  for  modem,  and 
the  whole  construction  is  of  yesterday. 
— Walpole,  Horace,  1777,  Letter  to 
Rev.  William  CoUj  June  19;  Letters,  ed. 
Cunningham,  vol.  vi,  p.  447. 

We  find,  among  these  Poems,  Odes  in 
irregular  metres.  Eclogues  of  the  Pastoral 
kind,  and  Discoursing  Tragedies ;  compo- 
sitions, for  not  one  of  which  any  example 
could  be  found  in  England  in  the  XVth 
century.  Even  in  those  compositions,  of 
which  the  species  was  not  entirely  un- 
known, it  is  impossible  not  to  observe  a 
striking  diflPerence  from  the  other  com- 
positions of  that  age,  with  respect  to  the 
manner  in  which  they  are  constructed, 
and  the  subjects  to  which  they  are  applied, 
bistead  of  tedious  chronicles  we  have 
here  interesting  portions  of  history, 
selected  and  embellished  with  all  the 
graces  of  epic  poetry;  instead  of  devo- 
tional hymns,  legendary  tales,  and  moral- 
izations  of  scripture,  we  have  elegant  lit- 
tle poems  upon  charitie  and  happinesse,  a 
iiew  church,  a  living  worthy,  and  other 
occurrences  of  the  moment:  no  transla- 

• 

tions  from  the  French,  no  allusions  to  the 
popular  authors  of  the  middle  ages ;  noth- 
ing, in  short,  of  what  we  see  in  so  many 


other  writers  about  that  time.  If  Rowley 
really  lived  and  wrote  these  poems  in  the 
XVth  century,  he  must  have  stalked  about, 
like  Tiresias  among  the  Homeric  ghotAs— 
'*He  only  wise,  the  rest  mere  fleeting 
shades.*' — 

— Tyrwhitt,  Thomas,  1777-84,  ed.  Row- 
ley Poems. 

On  the  whole,  I  am  inclined  to  believe, 
that  these  poems  were  composed  by  the 
son  of  the  school-master  before  mentioned ; 
who  inherited  the  inestimable  treasures  of 
Cannynge's  chest  in  Radcliffe-church,  as 
I  have  already  related  at  large.  This 
youth,  who  died  at  eighteen,  was  a  prodigy 
of  genius :  and  would  have  proved  the  first 
of  English  poets,  had  he  reached  a 
maturer  age. — Warton,  Thomas,  1778- 
81,  The  History  qf  English  Poetry,  see. 
xxvi. 

Nor  does  my  memory  supply  me  with 
any  human  being,  who,  at  such  an  age, 
with  such  disadvantages,  has  produced 
such  compositions.  Under  the  heathen 
mythology,  superstition  and  admiration 
would  have  explained  all,  by  bringing 
Apollo  upon  earth ;  nor  would  the  god  ever 
have  descended  with  more  credit  to  him- 
self.—Croft,  Sm  Herbert,  1780,  Love 
and  Madness. 

Gentlemen  of  the  jury,  the  prisoner  at 
the  bar  is  indicted  for  the  uttering  cer- 
tain poems  composed  by  himself,  purport- 
ing them  to  be  the  poems  of  Thomas 
Rowley,  a  priest  of  the  fifteenth  century, 
against  the  so  frequently  disturbed  peace 
of  Parnassus,  to  the  great  disturbance 
and  confusion  of  the  Antiquary  Society, 
and  likewise  notoriously  to  the  prejudice 
of  the  literary  fame  of  the  said  Thomas 
Chatterton.— Maty,  Henry,  1782,  New 
Review. 

Chatterton's  conduct  and  opinions  were 
early  tinctured  with  irreligion.  How 
must  his  mind  have  laboured  under  the 
burden  of  describing  pathetically  the 
pleasures  of  virtue  and  the  rewards  of 
religion;  which  are  so  frequently  men- 
tioned in  these  poems,  though  they  had 
not  made  their  proper  impression  on  his 
heart!  —  Milles,  Jeremiah,  1782,  Pre- 
liminary Dissertation  to  Rowley's  Poems. 

The  greatest  genius  Ehigland  has  pro- 
duced since  the  days  of  Shakespear. — 
JIalone,  Edmond,  1782,  Cursory  Obser- 
vaiions  on  the  Poems  Attributed  to  Rou^, 
p.  41. 
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For  Chatterton,  he  was  a  gigantic 
genius,  and  might  have  soared  I  know  not 
whither.— Walpolb,  Horace,  1785,  Ld- 
iertotke  Countess  of  Ossory,  July  4 ;  Let- 
terSy  ed.  Cunningham^  vol.  viii,  p.  570. 

On  Monday,  April  29,  he  [Johnson]  and  I 
made  an  excursion  to  Bristol,  where  I  was 
entertained  with  seeing  him  enquire  upon 
the  spot,  into  the  authenticity  of  "Row- 
ley's Poetry,"  as  I  had  seen  him  enquire 
upon  the  spot  into  the  authenticity  of 
'*Ossian*s  Poetry."  George  Catcot,  the 
pewterer,  who  was  as  zealous  for  Rowley, 
as  Dr.  Hugh  Blair  was  for  Ossian,  (I 
trust  my  Reverend  friend  will  excuse  the 
comparison),  attended  us  at  our  inn,  and 
with  a  triumphant  air  of  lively  simplicity 
called  out,  "I'll  make  Dr.  Johnson  a  Con- 
vert." Dr.  Johnson,  at  his  desire,  read 
aloud  some  of  Chatterton's  fabricated 
verses,  while  Catcot  stood  at  the  back  of 
his  chair,  moving  himself  like  a  pendulum, 
and  beating  time  with  his  feet,  and  now 
and  then  looking  into  Dr.  Johnson's  face, 
wondering  that  he  was  not  yet  convinced. 
We  called  on  Mr.  Barret  the  surgeon, 
and  saw  some  of  the  originals  as  they  were 
called,  which  were  executed  very  artifi- 
cially; but  from  a  careful  inspection  of 
them,  and  a  consideration  of  the  circum- 
stances with  which  they  were  attended, 
we  were  quite  satisfied  of  the  imposture, 
which,  indeed,  has  been  clearly  demon- 
strated from  internal  evidence,  by  sev- 
eral able  critics.— BoswELL,  James,  1791- 
93,  Lije  of  Johnson,  ed.  Hilly  vol.  in,  p.  58. 

That  the  Rowley-poems  are  thus  printed 
as  the  Works  of  Chatterton,  will  not  sur- 
prise the  public,  though  it  may  perhaps 
renew  a  controversy  in  which  much  talent 
has  been  mis-employed.  The  merit  of 
these  poems  has  been  long  acknowledged. 
Whatever  be  the  value  of  the  others,  the 
Editors  hope  they  have  performed  an 
acceptable,  as  they  know  it  to  be  a  use- 
ful labour,  in  thus  collecting,  so  far  as 
they  have  been  able,  all  the  productions 
of  the  most  extraordinary  young  man  that 
ever  appeared  in  this  country.  They  have 
felt  peculiar  pleasure,  as  natives  of  the 
same  city,  in  performing  this  act  of  jus- 
tice to  his  fame  and  to  the  interests  of 
his  family.— Southey,  Robert,  1803, 
ed.y  The  Works  of  Thomas  Chatterton, 
Preface,  vol.  i,  p.  vi. 

As  Rowley,  Chatterton  had  put  forth  his 
whole  strength,  and  exerted  himself  to 


the  utmost,  in  describing  those  scenes  of 
antique  splendour  which  captivated  his 
imagination  so  strongly.  But  when  he 
wrote  in  his  own  character,  he  was  under 
the  necessity  of  avoiding  every  idea,  sub- 
ject, or  expression,  however  favourite, 
which  could  tend  to  identify  the  style  of 
Chatterton  with  that  of  Rowley;  and 
surely  it  is  no  more  to  be  expected  that, 
thus  cramped  and  trammelled,  he  should 
equal  his  unrestrained  efforts,  than  that 
a  man  should  exert  the  same  speed  with 
fetters  on  his  limbs,  as  if  they  were  at 
liberty.— Scott  Sir  Walter,  1804,  Chat- 
terton, Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  4,  p.  221. 

Chatterton  had  written  a  political  essay 
for  '*The  North  Briton,"  which  opened 
with  the  preluding  flourish  of  ''A  spirited 
people  freeing  themselves  from  insupport- 
able slavery :"  it  was,  however,  though 
accepted,  not  printed,  on  account  of  the 
Lord  Mayor's  death.  The  patriot  thus 
calculated  the  death  of  his  great  patron ! 

£.     s.     d. 
Lost  by  his  death  in  this 

Essay, 1     11      6 

Gained  in  Elegies,     .  £2  2 
in  Essays,      .    3  3 

5      5     0 


Am  glad  he  is  dead  by  .  £3  13  6 
— Disraeu,  Isaac,  1812-13,  A  Mendi- 
card  Author,  Calamities  of  Authors,  note. 

I  cannot  find  in  Chatterton's  works  any- 
thing so  extraordinary  as  the  age  at  which 
they  were  written.  They  have  a  facility, 
vigour,  and  knowledge,  which  were  pro- 
digious in  a  boy  of  sixteen,  but  which 
would  not  have  been  so  in  a  man  of  twenty. 
He  did  not  shew  extraordinary  powers 
of  genius,  but  extraordinary  precocity. 
Nor  do  I  believe  he  would  have  written 
better  had  he  lived.  He  knew  this  himself, 
or  he  would  have  lived.  Great  geniuses, 
like  great  kings,  have  too  much  to  think 
of  to  kill  themselves ;  for  their  mind  to 
them  also  ''a  kingdon  is."  With  an  un- 
accountable power  coming  over  him  at  an 
unusual  age,  and  with  the  youthful  confi- 
dence it  inspired,  he  performed  wonders, 
and  was  willing  to  set  a  seal  on  his  repu- 
tation by  a  tragic  catastrophe.  He  had 
done  his  best ;  and,  like  another  Empedo- 
cles,  threw  himself  into  ^na,  to  ensure 
immortality.— Hazlitt,  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Poets,  Lecture  vi. 


536 


THOMAS  CHATTERTON 


INSCRIBED, 
VnTE  EVERY  FEELING  OF  PRIDE  AND 

REGRET 

AND  WITH  "A  BOVnSD  MIND," 

TO  THE  MEMOR  Y  OF 

THE  MOST  ENGLISH  OF  POETS  EXCEPT 

SHAKESPEARE, 

THOMAS  CHATTERTON. 
— Keats,  John,  1818,  Original  Inscrip- 
tion of  Ekdymion. 

Had  Chatterton  possessed  sufficient 
manliness  of  mind  to  know  the  magna- 
nimity of  patience,  and  been  aware  that 
great  talents  have  a  commission  from 
Heaven,  he  would  not  have  deserted  his 
post,  and  his  name  might  have  been  paged 
with  Milton. —  Porter,  Jane,  1819,  Let- 
ter to  Keats. 

Chatterton's  language  is  entirely  north- 
em.  1  prefer  the  native  music  of  it  to 
Milton's,  cut  by  feet. — Keats,  John, 
1819,  Letter  to  George  and  Georgiana 
Keats,  Sept.  22 ;  Letters,  ed.  Colvin,p.  313. 

The  inequality  of  Chatterton's  various 
productions  may  be  compared  to  the  dis- 
proportions of  the  ungrown  giant.  His 
works  had  nothing  of  the  definite  neatness 
of  that  precocious  talent  which  stops 
short  in  early  maturity.  His  thirst  for 
knowledge  was  that  of  a  being  taught  by 
instinct  to  lay  up  materials  for  the  exer- 
cise of  great  and  undeveloped  powers. 
Even  in  his  favourite  maxim,  pushed  it 
might  be  to  hyperbole,  that  a  man  by 
abstinence  and  perseverance  might  accom- 
plish whatever  he  pleased,  may  be  traced 
the  indications  of  a  genius  which  nature 
had  meant  to  achieve  works  of  immortal- 
ity. Tasso  alone  can  be  compared  to  him 
as  a  juvenile  prodigy.  No  English  poet 
ever  equalled  him  at  the  same  age. — 
Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of 
the  British  Poets. 

We  are  told  in  the  life  of  Chatterton, 
that,  in  his  early  boyhood,  he  was  reck- 
oned of  very  dull  intellect,  till  he  **fell  in 
love,"  as  his  mother  expressed  it,  with 
the  illuminated  capitals  of  an  old  musical 
manuscript,  in  French,  from  which  she 
taught  him  his  letters.  ...  It  is  im- 
possible to  think  of  the  subsequent  his- 
tory of  this  wonderful  young  man,  with- 
out tracing  a  probable  connexion  of  those 
accidental  circumstances,  which  could  not 
fail  to  give  a  peculiar  importance  to  cer- 
tain conceptions,  with  the  character  of 
that    genius,  which  was  afterwards  to 


make  grey-headed  erudition  bend  before  it, 
and  to  astonish  at  least  all  those  on 
whom  it  did  not  impose. — Brown, Thomas, 
1820,  The  Philosophy  qfthe  Human  Mind, 
Lecture  xliv. 

Nothing  indeed  is  more  wonderful  in 

the  Rowley  poems  than  the  masterly  style 

of    versification  which   they   frequently 

display.     Few  more  exquisite  specimens 

of  this  kind  can  be  found  in  our  language 

than  the  Ministrel's  song  in  ^la,  begm- 

ning, 

O  sing  onto  my  roundelay. 

A  young  poet  may  be  expected  to 
describe  warmly  and  energetically  what- 
ever interests  his  fancy  or  his  heart ;  but  a 
conunand  of  numbers  would  seem  to  be  an 
art  capable  of  being  perfected  only  by 
long-continued  and  diligent  endeavours. 
It  must  be  recollected,  however,  that 
much  might  be  done  in  the  time  which  was 
at  Chatterton's  disposal,  when  that  time 
was  undivided  by  the  study  of  any  other 
language  but  his  own. — Gary,  Henry 
Francis,  1821-24-46,  Lives  cf  English 
Poets,  ed.  Gary,  p.  408. 

I  have  said  that  there  was  not  a  new 
book  written  within  these  ten  years.  In 
the  days  of  our  fathers,  it  would  have 
been  necessary,  at  least,  to  mention  as  a 
forgery  the  celebrated  poems  attributed 
to  Thomas  Rowley.  But  probably  no  one 
person  living  believes  in  their  authen- 
ticity.—Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  In- 
troduction to  the  Literature  of  Europe,  pt. 
i,  ch.  iii,  par,  43. 

It  may  be  observed,  before  we  close  the 
chapter,  that  Chatterton  has  used  the 
Spenser-staves,  in  the  poems  which  he 
ascribed  to  Rowley.  This  anachronism 
would,  of  itself,  be  sufficient  to  prove  the 
forgery,  even  though  it  had  baffled  every 
other  test,  which  modem  criticism  has 
applied  to  it.— Guest,  Edwin,  1838,  A 
History  of  English  Rhythms,  vol.  n,  p.  396. 

We  have  never  thought  that  the  world 
lost  more  in  the  ** marvellous  boy,*'  Chat- 
terton, than  a  very  ingenious  imitator  of 
obscure  and  antiquated  dulness. — Lowell, 
James  Russell,  1845,  Edgar  Allan  Pee, 
Graham's  Magazine,  Feb. 

There  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  admirable 
merit  of  the  poems  themselves ;  they  are 
full  of  genius,  and  some  of  them  are  in 
the  highest  degree  dignified  and  sublime ; 
but  this  beauty  and  sublimity  sire  certainly 
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not  of  the  fifteenth  century;  so  that 
whatever  glory  Chatterton  loses  as  an 
antiquarian,  he  more  than  recovers  as  a 
poet.  As  a  poet  alone  he  would,  if  he  had 
lived,  have  been  the  greatest  of  his  age. 
—Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847,  Outlines  of 
English  Literature,  p.  303. 

Chatterton  evinced  how  mighty  his  gen- 
ius was,  by  the  distance  at  which  it  antici- 
pated experience.  Why,  when  most  of 
our  boys  are  but  blubbering  their  books, 
this  superhuman  youth  was  pouring  out 
the  thoughts,  that  swell  and  shake  the 
breast  of  manhood.  Still,  there  is  no 
means  by  which  genius  can  altogether 
anticipate  experience.  The  faculties 
most  powerful,  therefore,  in  the  youth  of 
genius,  are  those  which  distinguish  the 
writings  of  Chatterton.  These  are  luxu- 
riance of  fancy  and  opulence  of  expres- 
sion. The  fancy  of  Chatterton  is  not 
only  rich  but  strong ;  it  has  not  only  a 
plumage  of  dazzling  splendor,  but  a  pinion 
of  daring  flight ;  and  his  language  reflects, 
perfectly,  the  brilliancy  of  his  fancy  and 
sustains  him  amidst  the  bravest  of  its 
soarings. — Giles,  Henry,  1850,  Lectures 
and  Essays,  vol,  ii,  p.  288. 

Curious  is  it  to  note  that  in  the  long 
controversy,  which  followed  on  the  publi- 
cation by  Chatterton  of  the  poems  which 
he  ascribed  to  a  monk  Rowlie,  living  in 
the  fifteenth  century,  no  one  appealed  at 
the  time  to  such  lines  as  the  following, 
*'Life,  and  all  its  goods  I  scorn,' 

as  at  once  decisive  of  the  fact  that  the 
poems  were  not  of  the  age  which  they 
pretended.  Warton  who  rejected,  al- 
though with  a  certain  amount  of  hesita- 
tion, the  poems,  and  gives  reasons,  and 
many  of  them  good  ones,  for  this  rejec- 
tion, yet  takes  no  notice  of  this  little 
word,  which  betrays  the  forgery  at  once ; 
although  there  needed  nothing  more  than 
to  point  to  it,  for  the  disposing  of  the 
whole  question.— Trench,  Richard  Chen- 
EVix,  1855,  English  Past  and  Present, 
p.  101. 

Up  to  a  certain  point,  as  it  were,  Chat- 
terton could  remain  himself;  but  the 
moment  he  was  hurried  past  that  point, 
the  moment  he  attained  to  a  certain  de- 
gree of  sublimity,  or  fervour,  or  solemnity 
in  his  conceptions,  and  was  constrained 
to  continue  at  the  same  pitch,,  at  that 
moment  he  reverted  to  the  fifteenth  cen- 
tury, and  passed  into  the  soul  of  Rowley. 


No  one  who  has  not  read  the  antique 
poems  of  Chatterton  can  conceive  what 
extraordinary  things  they  are.  .  .  . 
These  antique  poems  of  Chatterton  (and 
there  are  about  twenty  shorter  ones  in  the 
same  series)  are  perhaps  as  worthy  of 
being  read  consecutively  as  many  portions 
of  the  poetry  of  Byron,  Shelley,  or  Keats. 
There  are  passages  in  them,  at  least,  quite 
equal  to  any  to  be  found  in  these  poets ; 
and  it  is  only  the  uncouth  and  spurious 
appearance  of  antiquity  which  they  wear 
when  the  absurd  spelling  in  which  they 
were  first  printed  is  retained  that  prevents 
them  from  being  known  and  quoted. 
.  .  .  With  no  other  evidence  before 
us  than  is  afforded  by  this  and  the  other 
antique  pieces  which  we  have  quoted,  one 
may  assert,  unhesitatingly,  not  only  that 
Chatterton  was  a  true  English  poet  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  but  also  that,  com- 
pared with  the  other  English  poets  of  the 
part  of  that  century  immediately  prior  to 
the  new  era  begun  by  Bums  and  Words- 
worth, he  was,  with  all  his  immaturity, 
almost  solitary  in  the  possession  of  the 
highest  poetic  gift.  Pope,  Thomson, 
and  Goldsmith,  were  poets  of  this  century ; 
and  no  sensible  man  will  for  a  moment 
think  of  comparing  the  boy  of  Bristol,  in 
respect  of  his  whole  activity,  with  those 
fine  stars  of  our  literature,  or  even  with 
some  of  the  lesser  stars  that  shone  along 
with  them.  But  he  had  a  specific  fire 
and  force  of  imagination  in  him  which 
they  had  not.— Masson,  David,  1856-74, 
Chatterton :  A  Story  of  the  Year  1770,  pp. 
270,  274,  283. 

Think  yoa,  no  fond  creatures 

Draw  comfort  from  the  features 
Of  Chatterton,  that  Pha^thon  pale,  struck 
down  to  sunless  soil? 

Scorched  with  sunlight  lying, 

Eyes  of  sunlight  hollow, 
But,  see !  upon  the  lips  a  gleam  of  the  chrism 
of  Apollo! 

—Buchanan,  Robert,  1866,  To  David  in 
Heaven. 

Perhaps  the  clearest  evidence  of  his  high 
poetic  gifts  is  to  be  found  in  the  compari- 
sons instituted  between  him  and  other 
poets.  By  reason  of  his  very  excellence 
he  has  been  tried  by  the  highest  stand- 
ards, without  thought  of  his  immaturity. 
Grave  critics  are  found  testing  the  Row- 
ley Poems  by  Chaucer,  or  matching  them 
with  Ck)wley  and  Prior ;  and  even  finding 
in  the  aclmowledged  satires  of  a  boy  of 
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sixteen  ''more  of  the  luxuriance,  fluency, 
and  nef^^ligence  of  Dryden,  than  of  the 
terseness  and  refinement  of  Pope."  One 
of  the  strongest  evidences  of  his  self- 
originating  power  is,  in  reality,  to  be 
found  in  the  contrast  which  his  verse  pre- 
sents to  that  of  his  own  day.  In  an  age 
when  the  seductive  charm  of  Pope's  pol- 
ished numbers  captivated  public  taste, 
Chatterton  struck  a  new  chord  and 
evolved  principles  of  harmony  which 
suggest  comparison  with  Elizabethan 
poets,  rather  than  with  those  of  Anne's 
Augustan  era.  But  he  was  no  imitator. 
Amid  all  the  assumption  of  antique 
thought,  the  reader  perceives  everywhere 
that  he  had  looked  on  Nature  for  himself ; 
and  could  discern  in  her,  alike  in  her  calm 
beauty,  and  in  her  stormiest  moods, 
secrets  hidden  from  the  common  eye.  He 
had,  moreover,  patriotic  sympathies  as  in- 
tense as  Bums  himself.  His  Goddwyn, 
Harold,  iElla,  and  Rycharde,  his  Hastings, 
Bristowe,  or  Ruddeborne,  are  all  lit  up 
with  the  same  passionate  fire,  to  which 
some  of  his  finest  outbursts  of  feeling 
were  due ;  and  which  was  still  more  re- 
plete with  promise  for  the  future. — Wil- 
son, Daniel,  1869,  Chatterton:  A  Bw- 
graphical  SttLdy,  p.  316. 

If  he  had  really  taken  pains  to  read 
and  stTidy  Chaucer  or  Lydgate  or  any  old 
author  earlier  than  the  age  of  Spenser,  the 
Rowley  poems  would  have  been  very  differ- 
ent. They  would  then  have  borne  some 
resemblance  to  the  language  of  the  fif- 
teenth century,  whereas  they  are  rather 
less  like  the  language  of  that  period  than 
of  any  other.  The  spelling  of  the  words 
is  frequently  too  late,  or  too  bizarre, 
whilst  many  of  the  words  themselves 
are  too  archaic  or  too  uncommon. — 
Skeat,  Walter  W.,  1871,  ed,  Chatterton' s 
Poetical  WorkSy  Essay  on  the  Rowley 
Poems,  vol,  ii,  p.  xxvii. 

As  to  the  Rowley  series,  I  do  not  hesi- 
tate to  say  that  they  contain  some  of  the 
finest  poetry  in  our  language,  though  they 
are  unequal,  just  as  the  modern  poems 
are.  They  are  jewels  set  in  the  prose- 
romance  of  ancient  Bristol  as  imagined  by 
Chatterton;  though  Canynge,  the  old 
mayor,  who  is  the  central  figure,  was  an 
actual  person  of  importance. —  Noel, 
RODEN,  1872-86,  Chatterton,  Essays  on 
Poetry  and  Poets,  p.  39. 

His    genius   was    capable   of    great 


sweetness  and  tenderness,  but  it  shows  to 
greatest  advantage  where  he  gives  a  loose 
rein  to  his  powers.  His  description  of  the 
battle  of  Hastings  is  widely  magnificent, 
and  his  ballad  ''Dethe  of  Sir  Charles  Baw- 
din"  ranks  with  the  finest  heroic  lays  of 
the  old  English  and  Scotch  ballads.— 
SCHERR,  J.,  1874,  A  History  qf  English 
lAterature,  tr.  M.  F.,  p.  164. 

His  name,  indeed,  is  better  known  than 
that  of  many  men  who  have  filled  large 
places  in  our  literature ;  and  there  is  a 
general  conviction  that  he  was  a  genius, 
although  it  is  doubtful  if  anyone  except 
his  editor  or  biographer  could  be  found 
who  could  quote  a  line  of  his  works. 
Chatterton's  fame  has  come  primarily 
from  the  events  of  his  own  brief  life,  and 
the  world  has  been  content  to  take  his 
genius  on  trust.  .  .  .  Apart  from 
bis  marvellous  fecundity,  one  finds  buried 
in  the  medisBval  debris  passages  of  real 
beauty  and  strength  both  in  thought  and 
expression.  The  rarity  of  such  qualities 
in  juvenile  verses  entitles  Chatterton  to 
a  high  place  among  very  young  poets,  and 
speculation  may  therefore  fairly  say  that 
in  the  future — never  reached — he  might 
have  been  among  the  first. — Lodge,  Henry 
Cabot,  1875-97,  Certain  Accepted  Heroes 
and  Other  Essays,  pp.  119,  130. 

Chatterton — the  marvellous  youth — 
seems  to  me  to  be  marvellous  chiefly  from 
his  youth.  There  is  little,  if  anything,  of 
permanent  value  in  his  writings.  In  one 
way,  however,  he  showed  an  acute - 
ness  which  may,  perhaps,  be  fairly  called 
marvellous.  He  showed  an  instinctive 
knowledge — remarkable  in  one  so  young— 
of  the  kind  of  intellectual  food  for  which 
a  demand  was  springing  up  in  the  country. 
—Stephen,  Leslie,  1876,  History  of  Eng- 
lish Thought  in  the  Eighteenth  Century, 
vol.  II,  p.  446. 

So  steeped  indeed  was  Chatterton  in 
romance,  that,  except  in  the  case  of  the 
**  African  Eclogues, '*  his  imagination 
seems  to  be  never  really  alive  save  when 
in  the  dramatic  masquerade  of  the  monk 
of  Bristol.  And  here  we  touch  the  very 
core  and  centre  of  Chatterton's  genius— 
his  artistic  identification.  —Watts,  Theo- 
dore, 1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol. 
Ill,  p.  403. 

As  an  unpublished  poem  by  Chatterton 
the  ''Exhibition"  is  deserving  of  notice, 
but  it  would  be  unjust  to  regard  it  in  any 
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as  a  fair  sample  of  its  author's 
IS.  It  was  written  in  great  haste, 
uncorrected,  and,  like  most  of  his 
:cal  pieces  on  local  personages,  was 
intended  for  publication. — Ingram, 
H.,  1883,  Chatterton  and  his  Asso- 
f.  Harper's  Magazine,  vol.  67,  p.  236. 

3  name  has  been  coupled  in  good 

with  that  of  Keats,  a  comparison 
iceivably  unjust  to  the  latter, 
rion  to  a  Satyr,  truth  to  falsehood, 
lot  more  unlike  than  was  Keats  to 
berton.  Keats  was  a  sweet  and  noble 
:,  a  devotee  of  the  beautiful,  a  Gala- 
ircled  about  with  snowy  doves ;  Chat- 
n  was  a  pestilent  backbiter,  a  vain 
[noody  egotist,  a  geniune  product  of 
je  of  shams.  .  .  .  Chatterton's 
)city  is  undeniable.     If  it  be  merito- 

to  write  bad  verses  at  eleven,  that 
;  is  certainly  his.  Few  of  his  pieces, 
ver,  bear  date  prior  to  1768,  when 
terton  was  nearly  sixteen.  Facility 
ssessed,  and  versatility.  He  imitated 
yles  in  turn ;  now  he  smacks  of  Pope, 
of  Gray  or  Spenser,  just  as  the 
)lboy'8  clumsy  copy  bears  a  provok- 
'esemblance  to  the  master's  elegant 
anship.  The  taint  of  insincerity 
through  Chatterton's  writings  almost 

the  first.  Upon  this  point  he  says 
3lf,  **He  is  a  poor  author  who  cannot 
I  on  both  sides."  He  gives  us  alter- 
y  a  hymn  and  an  indecent  lampoon, 
egy  in  the  vein  of  Gray  and  a  bur- 
e  in  the  vein  of  HalSvy.  Lovesick  bal- 
and  mock  heroics  are  addressed  to 
ame  lady.  Satire  was  his  forte,  for 
:ire  the  unscrupulous  egoism  of  his 
•e  found  a  ready  vent. — Harding, 
VRD  J.,  1885,  The  Apotheosis  of  Chat- 
i.  The  CritiCy  vol.  7,  p.  301. 
e  most  extraordinary  poet  for  his 
1  who  ever  lived. — Lang,  Andrew, 
,  Books  and  Bookmeny  p.  28. 
Chatterton's  true  poetry,  as  distin- 
ed  from  his  fugitive  and  occasional 
,  the  two  pre-eminent  qualities  are 
13  and  imagination.  If  any  mortal 
possessed  genius — that  divine  mirage 
explicably  elusive— it  was  Chatter- 

and,  as  in  Byron's  case,  it  must 
'  a  multitude  of  sins.  Artificial  and 
:ed  as  much  of  his  work  is,  there  can 
30  discerned  in  it  the  artistic  power 
e  true  poet ;  and  had  he  written  noth- 
jlse,  ''The  Balade  of  Charitie"  alone 


would  have  rescued  his  name  from  obliv- 
ion. ...  No  poet — not  even  Cole- 
ridge— was  ever  so  imbued  with  the 
romantic  spirit ;  and,  without  giving  him 
more  than  his  due,  we  must  acknowledge 
Chatterton  to  be  the  founder  of  the  mod- 
em romantic  school  of  poetry.  That 
Coleridge  was  influenced  to  a  considerable 
extent  by  Chatterton  is  patent  to  every- 
one, and  that  he  was  deeply  impressed  by 
the  fate  of  the  younger  poet  is  also  evi- 
dent. ...  To  try  and  ascertain  the 
character  of  Chatterton  from  his  works 
were  as  vain  as  to  study  Shakespeare 
with  a  like  object.  We  cannot  trace  his 
personality :  in  vain  do  we  rub  the  ring ; 
the  genius  stubbornly  refuses  to  appear. 
He  belongs  to  the  objective  order  of  poets ; 
his  mind  is  creative  rather  than  reflective. 
This  power  of  concealing,  or  effacing,  his 
own  identity,  while  still  preserving  a 
thorough  sympathy  with  the  character  he 
is  delineating,  is  especially  surprising  in 
one  so  young. — Richmond,  John,  1888, 
ed.y  The  Poetical  Works  of  Thomas  Chat- 
tertoniCanterbury  Poets) y  Prefatory  Notice ^ 
pp.  23,  24,  25. 

It  is  not  to  be  denied  that,  in  relation 
of  his  years  and  equipments  to  the  vigour 
and  bulk  of  his  work  produced,  Chatter- 
ton is — let  us  say  it  boldly — the  most  ex- 
traordinary phenomenon  of  infancy  in  the 
literature  of  the  world.  To  an  intellect 
so  untrammelled,  to  a  taste  so  mature, 
to  an  art  so  varied  and  so  finished  at  the 
age  of  seventeen,  twenty  years  more  of 
life  might  have  sufllced  to  put  the  pos- 
sessor by  the  side  of  Milton  and  perhaps 
of  Shakespeare.  But  when  we  come  to 
think  not  of  what  was  promised,  but  of 
what  was  actually  achieved,  and  to  com- 
pare it  with  the  finished  poems  of  Thom- 
son and  Goldsmith,  of  Collins  and  Gray, 
some  moderation  of  our  rapture  seems 
demanded.  .  .  .  There  are  frequent 
flashes  of  brilliancy  in  Chatterton,  and  one 
or  two  very  perfectly  sustained  pieces, 
but  the  main  part  of  his  work,  if  rigor- 
ously isolated  from  the  melodramatic 
romance  of  his  career,  is  surely  found  to 
be  rather  poor  reading,  the  work  of  a 
child  of  exalted  genius,  no  doubt,  yet 
manifestly  the  work  of  a  child  all  through. 
— GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of 
Eighteenth  Century  Literature^  p.  334, 

After  a  very  brief  period  of  controversy 
as  to  the  genuineness  of  Rowley  (which 
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even  at  the  time  snich  mere  pioneers  and 
dilettanti  in  the  study  of  Old  English  as 
Gray  and  Mason  at  once  negatived),  this 
had  been  entirely  given  up,  and  the 
patient  exertions  of  Professor  Skeat  have 
shown  the  originals,  the  processes,  and 
the  entire  machinery  in  the  invention  of 
the  dialect.  But  it  may  be  permitted  to 
protest  against  the  printing  of  the  poems 
as  a  whole  in  modernised  form,  and  still 
more  against  the  extraordinary  liberties 
which  others  have  taken  with  Chatterton's 
text,  even  to  the  Bentleian  extent  of  sub- 
stituting words  which  to  the  individual 
critic  **seem  more  appropriate.'*  It  is 
certain  that  if  we  wish  to  appreciate 
Chatterton's  actual  poetic  powers,  we 
must  take  the  words  he  wrote  in  the 
spelling  in  which  he  wrote  them ;  though 
linguistic  inquiry  may  take  its  own  course. 
Thus  considering,  we  shall  find  him  a  dis- 
tinct puzzle,  showing  in  his  ordinary  Eng- 
lish nothing  of  the  charm  which  floats 
about  his  Rowleian  dialect-pieces,  and 
even  in  these  not  perhaps  suggesting  the 
certain  possession  of  that  charm  had  he 
lived.  His  metrical  ability  is  great,  though 
it  is  rather  too  much  to  claim  for  him 
that  he  fully  anticipated  Coleridge's  rever- 
sion to  the  Genesis  and  Exodus  scheme, 
and  his  phrase  and  word-music  have  now 
and  then  a  singular  romantic  appeal.  But 
there  is  something  disquieting  in  this, 
since  it  exactly  resembles  the  not  infre- 
quent, but  always  passing,  gifts  of  very 
young  children ;  and  it  makes  him  aesthet- 
ically a  delight,  but  critically  a  problem. 


His  antiques  vary  from  pasHches,  hardly 
more  really  antique  than  Thomson  or 
Shenstone,  though  inspired  by  the  study 
of  somewhat  older  models,  to  things  almost 
or  wholly  exquisite,  like  **-ffilla'8  Dirge." 
The  nature-touches  are  in  the  same  way 
sometimes  exquisite,  sometimes  conven- 
tional, and  the  whole  is  a  strange  medley 
of  promise,  performance,  and  failure.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1897,  A  Short  Hii- 
tory  if  English  Literature^  p.  586. 

My  only  belief  is  that  the  Rowley  poems 
are  interesting  principally  as  literary 
curiosities — the  work  of  an  infant  phe- 
nomenon— and  that  they  have  little  un- 
portance  in  themselves,  or  as  models  and 
inspirations  to  later  poets.  I  cannot  help 
thinking  that,  upon  this  subject,  many  crit- 
ics have  lost  their  heads. — Beers,  Hexry 
A.,  1898,  A  History  of  Bhiglish  Romanti- 
cism in  the  Eighieerdh  Century^  p.  362. 

The  Chatterton  manuscripts  are  sadly 
scattered.  Some  are  in  the  British 
Museum,  some  in  the  museum  in  Bristol, 
one  or  two  at  the  Bodleian,  at  Oxford, 
and  some  in  private  hands.  Many  have 
perished.  No  collection  of  his  writings, 
complete  or  even  fairly  complete,  has  b^n 
made ;  even  his  poems,  although  existent 
in  many  editions,  have  never  been  sys- 
tematically collected.  Oddly,  the  many 
attempts  to  modernize  the  Rowley  poems 
have  had  only  indifferent  success.  They 
must  be  read  in  the  original  to  judge  of 
their  real  beauties. — Russell,  Charles 
E.,  1900,  The  Marvelous  Boy^  Munsetfs 
Magazine,  vol.  24,  p.  676. 


Mark  Akenside 

1721-1770 

Mark  Akenside  was  son  of  a  butcher  at  Newcastle-on-Tyne.  He  was  sent  to  the 
Edinburgh  University,  with  aid  of  a  fund  for  the  purpose,  to  be  educated  as  a  Dis- 
senting minister ;  but  he  made  medicine  his  study,  was  proud  of  his  oratory  in  the 
debates  of  the  Medical  Society,  and  aspired  to  a  seat  in  Parliament.  After  three 
years  at  Edinburgh,  Akenside  went  to  Leyden,  where  he  stayed  another  three  years, 
took  his  degree  as  M.  D.,  and  found  a  friend  in  a  student  of  law,  Jeremiah  Dyson, 
who  came  home  with  him.  ''The  Pleasures  of  Imagination,''  in  its  first  form,  ap- 
peared in  1744,  when  Akenside's  age  was  twenty-three.  Its  subject  was  suggested 
by  Addison's  essays  on  Imagination,  in  the  ''Spectator."  Akenside  wrote  odes  also, 
and  worked  at  the  elaboration  of  his  chief  poem  throughout  his  life,  publishing  the 
enlargement  of  his  First  Book  in  1757,  and  of  the  second  in  1765 ;  the  enlargement  of 
Book  III.,  with  an  unfinished  fragment  of  Book  IV.,  appeared  after  his  death. — Mob- 
ley,  Henry,  1879,  A  Manual  of  English  LUeraturey  ed.  Tyler,  p.  603. 

PERSONAL  Warton,  JOSEPH,  1782,  Essay  m  Pope, 

Of  all  our  poets,  perhaps,  Akenside  was     vol.  ii,  p.  386. 
the  best  Greek  scholar  since  Milton. —        Akenside   used    every   endeavour    to 
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e  popular,  but  defeated  them  all  by 
igh  opinion  he  everywhere  mani- 
of  himself,  and  the  little  condescen- 
e  shewed  to  men  of  inferior  endow- 
;  by  his  love  of  political  controversy, 
ithoritative  censure  of  the  public 
lis,  and  his  bigoted  notions  respect- 
Dvemment,  subjects  foreign  to  his 
ision,  and  with  which  some  uf  the 
.  of  it  have  thought  it  prudent  not 
ncern  themselves.  In  the  winter 
igs  he  frequented  Tom's  coflfee- 
,  in  Devereux  court,  then  the  resort 
me  of  the  most  eminent  men  for 
ng  and  ingenuity  of  the  time,  with 
)f  whom  he  became  entangled  in  dis- 
and  altercations,  chiefly  on  subjects 
mature  and  politics,  that  fixed  on  his 
3ter  the  stamp  of  haughtiness  and 
3nceit,  and  drew  him  into  disagreea- 
tuations.  .  .  .  Akenside  was  a 
f  religion  and  strict  virtue,  a  philos- 
»  a  scholar,  and  a  fine  poet.  His 
rsation  was  of  the  most  delightful 
learned,  instructive,  and  without 
fectation  of  wit,  cheerful  and  enter- 
g.  One  of  the  pleasantest  days  of 
e  I  passed  with  him,  Mr.  Dyson,  and 
Br  friend,  at  Putney  bowling-green 
»  where  a  neat  and  elegant  dinner, 
nllvening  sunshine  of  a  summer's 
md  the  view  of  an  unclouded  sky, 
the  least  of  our  gratifications.  In 
*jt  good  humour  with  himself  and 
ound  him,  he  seemed  to  feel  a  joy 
le  lived,  and  poured  out  his  gratula- 
to  the  great  dispenser  of  all  felicity 
pressions  that  Plato  himself  might 
ittered  on  such  an  occasion. — Haw- 
Sir  John,  1787,  Life  of  Samuel 
m,  pp.  244,  247. 

en  Akenside's  ''Pleasures  of  the 
nation"  first  came  out,  he  did  not 
is  name  to  the  poem.  Rolt  went 
o  Dublin,  published  an  edition  of  it, 
ut  his  own  name  to  it.  Upon  the 
of  this  he  lived  for  several  months, 
entertained  at  the  best  tables  as  the 
ious  Mr.  Rolt.  His  conversation  in- 
did  not  discover  much  of  the  fire  of 
[; ;  but  it  was  recollected,  that  both 
on  and  Thomson  were  equally  dull 
cited  by  wine.  Akenside  having  been 
ned  of  this  imposition,  vindicated  his 
by  publishing  the  poem  with  its  real 
ur'sname.—BoswELL,  James,  1791- 
ife  of  JohnsoUy  ed.  Hill,  vol.  i,  p.  416. 


Akenside,  when  a  student  at  Edinburgh, 
was  a  member  of  the  Medical  Society,  then 
recently  formed,  and  was  eminently  dis- 
tinguished by  the  eloquence  which  he  dis- 
played in  the  course  of  the  debates.  Dr. 
Robertson  (who  was  at  that  time  a  student 
of  divinity  in  the  same  university)  told  me 
that  he  was  frequently  lead  to  attend 
their  meetings  chiefly  to  hear  the  speeches 
of  Akenside,  the  great  object  of  whose 
ambition  then  was  a  seat  in  Parliament ;  a 
situation  which  he  was  sanguine  enough 
to  flatter  himself  he  had  some  prospect  of 
obtaining,  and  for  which  he  conceived  his 
talents  to  be  much  better  adapted  than 
for  the  profession  he  had  chosen.  In  this 
opinion  he  was  probably  in  the  right,  as 
he  was  generally  considered  by  his  fellow- 
studento  as  far  inferior  in  medical  science 
to  several  of  his  companions. — Stewart, 
DuGALD,  1827,  Elements  of  the  Philosophy 
qf  the  Human  Mind,  vol.  ui,  p.  501 

That ''Akenside,  when  he  walked  in  the 
streets,  looked  for  all  the  world  like  one 
of  his  own  Alexandrines  set  upright," 
was  a  saying  of  Henderson  the  actor,  for 
which  I  am  indebted  to  a  true  poet  of  our 
own  day,  Mr.  Rogers,  who  heard  it  re- 
peated many  years  ago. — Dyce,  Alex- 
ander, 1834,  Life  qf  Akenside^  Appendix. 

There  were  two  Akensides — Akenside 
the  poet,  and  Akenside  the  man ;  and  of 
the  man  Akenside  there  were  numerous 
subdivisions.  Remarkable  as  a  poet,  he 
was  even  yet  more  noteworthy  a  private 
individual  in  his  extreme  inconsistency. 
No  character  is  more  commonplace  than 
the  one  to  which  is  ordinarily  applied  the 
word  contradictory;  but  Akenside  was 
a  curiosity  from  the  extravagance  in 
which  this  form  of  "the  conmionplace" 
exhibits  itself  in  his  disposition  and  man- 
ners. By  turns  he  was  placid,  irritable, 
simple,  affected,  gracious,  haughty,  mag- 
nanimous, mean,  benevolent,  harsh,  and 
sometimes  even  brutal.  At  times  he  was 
marked  by  a  childlike  docility,  and  at 
other  times  his  vanity  and  arrogance  dis- 
played him  almost  as  a  madman.  Of 
plebeian  extraction,  he  was  ashamed  of 
his  origin,  and  was  yet  throughout  life 
the  champion  of  popular  interests.  Of 
his  real  humanity  there  can  be  no  doubt, 
and  yet  in  his  demeanor  to  the  unfortu- 
nate creatures  whom,  in  his  capacity  of 
a  hospital-physician,  he  had  to  attend,  he 
was  always  supercilious,  and  often  cruel. 
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.  .  .  Akenside  was  never  very  suc- 
cessful as  a  physician,  although  he  thor- 
oughly understood  his  profession,  and 
in  some  important  particulars  advanced 
its  science.— Jeaffreson,  John  Cordy, 
1861,  A  Book  About  Doctors. 

A  contemporary  has  left  this  portrait 
of  the  poet-physician:  **One  leg  of  Dr. 
Akenside  was  considerably  shorter  than 
the  other,  which  was  in  some  measure 
remedied  by  the  aid  of  a  false  heel.  He 
had  a  pale  strumous  countenance,  but 
was  always  very  neat  and  elegant  in  his 
dress.  He  wore  a  large  white  wig,  and 
carried  a  long  sword.  He  would  order 
the  servants  (at  Christ's  Hospital),  on  his 
visiting  days,  to  precede  him  with  brooms 
to  clear  the  way,  and  prevent  the  patients 
from  too  nearly  approaching  him." — 
GossE,  Edmund,  1885,  Dictionary  of  Na- 
tional Biography,  vol.  i,  p.  210. 

His  English  acquaintances  in  Paris  left 
a  much  less  genial  trace  on  **  Peregrine 
Pickle. ' '  Mark  Akenside  and  his  unnamed 
friend  the  painter  were  the  originals  of 
the  physician  and  Pallet.  What  the 
author  of  the  "Pleasures  of  Imagination" 
had  done  to  offend  Smollett  is  not  very 
clear.  If  it  is  true  that  he  made  **  dis- 
paraging remarks  on  Scotland,"  that 
would  l^  enough  to  account  for  the  un- 
measured attack  made  on  him.  Perhaps, 
however,  Akenside'sreal  offence  was,  that 
he  was  not  a  little  of  a  prig,  and  very 
much  of  a  bore.  He  quoted  Greek,  he 
was  a  great  republican,  he  laid  down  the 
law,  and  annoyed  Smollett  by  continual 
talk  about  the  ancients ;  at  least  this  is 
what  he  did,  if  the  physician  is  even  a 
gross  caricature  of  the  real  Mark  Aken- 
side.—H  ANN  ay,  David,  1887,  Smollett 
{Great  Writers),  p.  83. 

HYMN  TO  THE  NAIADS 

Throughout  the  range  of  English  liter- 
ature, there  is  nothing  more  deeply  im- 
bued with  the  spirit  of  the  ancient  world 
than  our  author's  "Hymn  to  the  Naiads." 
In  its  solemnity,  its  pomp  of  expression, 
and  its  mythologic  lore,  he  has  shown 
himself  a  more  successful  imitator  of  Cal- 
limachus ;  yet  is  far  from  being  the  mere 
echo  of  a  Grecian  hymn. — Dyce,  Alex- 
ander, 1834,  ed.,  The  Poetical  Works  rf 
Mark  Akenside. 

Up  to  the  days  of  Keats'  "Endymion" 
and  "Hyperion,"  Akenside's  '*Hymn  to 


the  Naiads"  was  thought  one  of  the  best 
attempts  to  reproduce  the  classical  spirit 
and  ideas.  It  now  takes  a  secondary 
place ;  and  at  no  time  could  be  compared 
to  an  actual  hymn  of  Callimachus  or  Pin- 
dar, any  more  than  Smollett's  ''Supper 
after  the  Manner  of  the  Ancients"  was 
equal  to  a  real  Roman  Goena,  the  ideal  of 
which  Croly  has  so  superbly  described  in 
**Salathiel."— GiLFiLLAN,  George,  1857, 
ed.,  The  Poetical  Works  (f  Mark  Akenside, 
Life,  p.  XX. 

Akenside's  ''Hymn  to  the  Naiads"  has 
the  true  classical  spirit.  He  had  caught 
the  manner  and  feeling,  the  varied  pause 
and  harmony,  of  the  Greek  poets,  with 
such  felicity  that  Lloyd  considered  his 
'*Hymn"  as  fitted  to  give  a  better  idea  of 
that  form  of  composition,  than  could  be 
conveyed  by  any  translation  of  Homer  or 
Callimachus. — Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
CyclopcBdia  of  English  Literature,  ed.  Car- 
nUhers. 

His  "Hymn  to  the  Naiads"  is  usually 
held,  and  with  good  cause,  to  be  his  best 
poem,  the  most  graceful,  the  most  sculp- 
turesque specimen  of  his  blank  verse.— 
GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  qf  Eight- 
eenth Century  Literature,  p.  311. 

PLEASURES  OF  THE   IMAGINATION 

Johnson.  "I  think  we  have  had  enough 
of  Gray.  I  see  they  have  published  a 
splendid  edition  of  Akenside's  works. 
One  bad  ode  may  be  suffered ;  but  a  num- 
ber of  them  together  makes  one  sick." 
Boswell.  "Akenside's  distinguished  poem 
is  his  '  Pleasures  of  Imagination ' :  but, 
for  my  part,  I  never  could  admire  it  so 
much  as  most  people  do."  Johnson. 
"Sir,  I  could  not  read  it  through." 
Boswell.  "I  have  read  it  through;  but  I 
did  not  find  any  great  power  in  it."— 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1772,  L\fe  by  Boswell, 
ed.  Hilt,  vol.  ii,  p.  188. 

In  English,  Dr.  Akenside  has  attempted 
the  most  rich  and  poetical  form  of  didac- 
tic writing  in  his  "Pleasures  of  the  Imag- 
ination, "and  though,  in  the  execution  of 
the  whole,  he  is  not  equal,  he  has,  in  sev- 
eral parts,  succeeded  happily,  and  dis- 
played much  genius. — Blair,  Hugh,  1783, 
Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and  BeUes-Lettres, 
ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xl. 

It  was  welcomed  as  a  work  of  such  in- 
trinsic worth  ought  to  be  welcomed.  From 
its  sale  the  author's  finances  were  improved 
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and  his  fame  established.  Dr.  Johnson 
mentions,  that  he  has  heard  Dodsley  (by 
whom  it  was  published)  say,  that  when 
the  copy  was  offered  him,  the  price  de- 
manded for  it,  which  was  a  hundred  and 
twenty  pounds,  being  such  as  he  was  not 
inclined  to  give  precipitately,  he  carried 
the  work  to  Pope,  who  having  looked  into 
it,  advised  him  not  to  make  a  niggardly 
offer,  for**  this  was  no  everyday  writer." 
— Hutchinson,  Benjamin,  1789,  Bio- 
graphia  Medica. 

If  his  genius  is  to  be  estimated  from 
this  poem,  it  will  be  found  to  be  lofty  and 
elegant,  chaste,  correct,  and  classical. — 
Barbauld,  Anna  Letitia,  1795,  ed..  The 
Pleasures  of  Imagination. 

Akenside  had  in  him  the  materials  of 
poetry,  but  he  was  hardly  a  great  poet.  He 
improved  his  *' Pleasures  of  the  Imagina- 
tion'' in  the  subsequent  editions  by  pruning 
away  a  great  many  redundances  of  style 
and  ornament.— Hazutt,  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

Of  Akenside  (the  most  perfect  builder 
of  our  blank  verse)  I  know  of  no  edition 
entitled  to  particular  commendation. 
Why  are  his  *' Pleasures  of  the  Imagina- 
tion" so  little  perused?  There  are  a 
hundred  (I  had  well  nigh  said  a  thousand) 
electrical  passages  in  this  charming  poem. 
— DiBDiN,  Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The 
Library  Companiony  p.  735,  note. 

In  his  poem,  as  an  elegant  critic  has 
observed  with  great  propriety,  he  has 
united  the  grace  of  Virgil,  the  colouring 
of  Milton,  the  incidental  expression  of 
Shakspeare,  to  paint  the  finest  features 
of  the  human  mind,  and  the  most  lovely 
forms  of  true  morality  and  religion. — 
BucKE,  Charles,  1832,  Life,  Writings 
and  Genius  of  Akenside. 

Few  English  poets  of  the  eighteenth 
century  are  to  be  ranked  before  the 
author  of  **The  Pleasures  of  the  Imagina- 
tion."—Cleveland,  Charles  D.,  1848,  A 
Compendium  of  English  Literature,  p.  578. 

The  mischief  is,  that  the  poet,  theoriz- 
ing and  poetizing  by  turns,  loses  his  hold 
of  his  readers  more  than  other  writers 
whose  topics  are  less  abstract.  The  phil- 
osophical thinker  finds  better  teaching 
elsewhere ;  and  the  poetical  student,  un- 
less he  is  also  metaphysically  inclined,  has 
his  enthusiasm  chilled  by  the  obtrusive 
dissertations.  —Spalding,  Willum,  1852- 
82,  A  History  ofBkglish  IMeraturCy  p.  837. 


The  analysis  of  the  pleasurable  feelings 
which  are  awakened  in  the  mind  by  what- 
ever excites  the  imagination,  though  suit- 
able enough  as  a  subject  for  an  essay, 
becomes  insupportable  when  carried  on 
through  a  poem  of  more  than  two  thousand 
blank  verses.  Akenside  had  no  sense  of 
humour  and  no  wit,  but  was  an  ardent 
lover  of  nature;  he  may  be  called  a 
second-rate  Wordsworth,  whose  style  that 
of  some  of  his  ** Odes'*  much  resembles. 
—Arnold,  Thomas,  1868-75,  Chaucer  to 
Wordsworth,  p.  355. 

Whether  his  view  of  the  imagination  is 
always  correct  or  not,  his  sentiments  are 
always  elevated ;  his  language  high  sound- 
ing but  frequently  redundant,  and  his 
versification  correct  and  pleasing.  His 
descriptions  of  nature  are  cold  but  cor- 
rect; his  standard  of  humanity  is  high 
but  mortal.  Grand  and  sonorous,  he  con- 
structs his  periods  with  the  manner  of  a 
declaimer ;  his  ascriptions  and  apostrophes 
are  like  those  of  a  high-priest. — Copp6e, 
Henry,  1872,  English  Literature,  p.  351. 

The  poem  is  really  Romantic  only  in  its 
title.— Phelps,  William  Lyon,  1893,  The 
Beginnings  oj  the  English  Romantic  Move- 
ment, p.  39. 

One  cannot  read  *'The  Pleasures  of 
Imagination''  without  becoming  sensible 
that  the  writer  was  possessed  of  poetic 
feeling,  and  feeling  of  a  kind  that  we 
generally  agree  to  call  romantic.  His 
doctrine  at  least,  if  not  his  practice,  was 
in  harmony  with  the  fresh  impulse  which 
was  coming  into  English  poetry.  .  .  . 
But  Akenside  is  too  abstract.  In  place 
of  images,  he  presents  the  reader  with 
dissertations.— Beers,  Henry  A.,  1898, 
A  History  (f  English  Romanticism  in  the 
Eighteenth  Century,  p.  140. 

GENERAL 

Is  this  the  land  where  Akenside  displays 
The  bold  yet  temperate  flame  of  ancient  days? 

— Beattie,  William,  1765,  On  the  Report 
of  a  Monument  to  be  Erected  in  Westmin- 
ster Abbey  to  the  Memory  <f  a  Late  Author. 

To  his  versification  justice  requires  that 
praise  should  not  be  denied.  In  the  gen- 
eral fabrication  of  his  lines  he  is  perhaps 
superior  to  any  other  writer  of  blank- 
verse  ;  his  flow  is  smooth,  and  his  pauses 
are  musical ;  but  the  concatenation  of  his 
verses  is  commonly  too  long  continued, 
and  the  full  close  does  not  recur  with 
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Bufficient  frequency.  The  sense  is  carried 
on  through  a  long  intertextore  of  com- 
plicated clauses,  and  as  nothing  is  distin- 
guished, nothing  is  remember^. — John- 
son, Samuel,  1779-81,  Akermde,  Lives  qf 
the  English  Poets. 


-Be  thou  our  guest, 


Impetuous  Akenside,  some  gloomy  eve 
When  the  red  lightning  scarce   begins  to 

glare, 
And   the  mute  thunder  hardly  designs  to 

growl. 
Raised  by  thy  torrent  song,  we  shall  enjoy 
The  loud  increasing  horrors  of  the  storm, 
Awfully  grand. 

— HuRDis,    James,    1788,    The    Village 
Curate. 

He  possesses  a  warm  imagination  and 
great  strength  and  beauty  of  diction. 
His  poem,  you  know,  does  not,  like 
Campbeirs  ''Hope,"  consist  of  a  number 
of  little  incidents  told  in  an  interesting 
manner,  and  selected  to  illustrate  his  posi- 
tions,— it  is  little  else  than  a  moral  dec- 
lamation. Nevertheless  I  like  at.  Aken- 
side  was  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  the 
ancient  republics  and  of  the  ancient  phi- 
losophers. He  thought  highly  of  Lord 
Shaftesbury's  principles,  and  had  a  bad 
opinion  of  Scotsmen.  For  this  last 
peculiarity  he  has  been  severely  carica- 
tured by  Smollett  in  his  ''Peregrine 
Pickle"  under  the  character  of  the  fantas- 
tic English  doctor  in  France. — Carlyle, 
Thomas,  1815,  Early  Letters,  ed.  Norton, 
p.  23. 

Akenside  attempted  a  sort  of  classical 
and  philosophical  rapture,  which  no  ele- 
gance of  language  could  easily  have  ren- 
dered popular,  but  which  had  merits  of  no 
vulgar  order  for  those  who  could  study  it. 
— Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord,  1816,  Jona- 
than  Swift,  Edinburgh  Review,  voL2^,p,7, 

The  sweetness  which  we  miss  in  Aken- 
side is  that  which  should  arise  from  the 
direct  representations  of  life,  and  its 
warm  realities  and  affections.  We  seem 
to  pass  in  his  poem  through  a  gallery  of 
pictured  abstractions  rather  than  of 
pictured  things.  He  reminds  us  of  odours 
which  we  enjoy  artifically  extracted  from 
the  flower  instead  of  inhaling  them  from 
its  natural  blossom.  It  is  true  that  his 
object  was  to  teach  and  explain  the 
nature  of  mind,  and  that  his  subject  led 
him  necessarily  into  abstract  ideas,  but  it 
admitted  also  of  copious  scenes,  full  of 


solid  human  interest,  to  illustrate  the  phi- 
losophy which  he  taught. — Campbell, 
Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  qf  the  British 
Poets. 

Akenside  was  one  of  the  fiercest  and 
most  uncompromising  of  the  young  patri- 
ots out  of  Parliament.  When  he  found 
that  the  change  of  administration  had 
produced  no  change  of  system,  he  gave 
vent  to  his  indignation  in  the  "Epistle  to 
Curio, "  the  best  poem  that  he  ever  wrote ; 
a  poem,  indeed,  which  seems  to  indicate, 
that,  if  he  had  left  lyric  composition  to 
Gray  and  Collins,  and  had  employed  his 
powers  in  grave  and  elevated  satire,  he 
might  have  disputed  the  pre-eminence  of 
Dryden.—MACAULAY,  Thomas  Babington, 
1833,  Walpole^s  Letters  to  Sir  Horace 
Mann,  Edinburgh  Review;  Critical  and 
MiscellaneotLS  Essays. 

His  genius  was  more  allied  to  the  sub- 
lime than  the  vivacious.  He  had  a  deep 
love  for  nature ;  but  it  was  for  her  laws, 
her  general  effects  and  grand  combina- 
tions rather  than  her  special  beauties. 
Hence  his  descriptions,  although  often 
winsome,  are  vague  and  partake  more  of 
thoughtful  reverie  than  minute  observa- 
tion. He  delighted  to  trace  mental  phe- 
nomena more  than  to  paint  elaborate 
landscapes.  The  metaphysician  and  nat- 
uralist are  coevident  with  the  scholar  and 
aspirant  in  his  verse.  —  Tuckerman, 
Henry  T.,  1849,  Characteristics  rf  Litera- 
ture, p.  253. 

Akenside  would  have  made  a  first-class 
metaphysical  professor,  particularly  in 
the  aesthetic  department.  —Miller,  Hugh, 
1856,  Essays,  p.  451. 

Akenside's  rich,  thougb  diffuse,  elo- 
quence, and  the  store  of  fanciful  illustra- 
tion which  he  pours  out,  evidence  a  won- 
derfully full  mind  for  so  young  a  man.— 
Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious 
History  of  English  Literature  and  of  the 
English  Language,  vol.  ii,  p.  287. 

A  noble  thinker.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  il,  hk.  iii,  ch.  vii,  p.  220. 

He  had  the  conceptions  of  a  great  poet 
with  less  faculty  than  many  a  little  one, 
and  is  one  of  those  versifiers  of  whom  it 
is  enough  to  say  that  we  are  always  will- 
ing to  break  him  off  in  the  middle  with  an 
&c.,  well  knowing  that  what  follows  is 
but  the  coming-round  again  of  wlmt  went 
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before,  marching  in  a  circle  with  the 
cheap  numerosity  of  a  Btage-army. — 
Lowell,  James  Russell,  1871,  A  Good 
Word  for  Winter,  My  Study  Windows, 
p.  33. 

Akenside,  didactic  in  matter,  stiffly 
classical  in  manner,  with  a  coldly  poetic 
elevation  of  diction,  was  not  fitted  to 
help  his  age  onward  either  in  freedom, 
depth  or  boldness. — Bascom,  John,  1874, 
Philosophy  of  English  Literature,  p.  213. 

A  certain  force  and  dignity  of  thought 
is  perceptible  beneath  a  rather  cumbrous 
style ;  he  is  prompted  to  write  by  a  full 
mind  instead  of  an  empty  purse.  He  has 
a  certain  message  to  deliver  to  mankind, 
and  the  difficulty  of  his  utterance  is  char- 
acteristic. .  .  .  Akenside  judged 
well  in  desiring  a  harmony  between  poetry 
and  philosophy;  but  the  attempt  at  a 
fusion  was  unfortunate.  His  formulas 
suffered  a  fate  analogous  to  that  of  his 
master's  writings.  The  rather  stilted 
style  and  not  very  lucid  thought  have  in 
both  cases  rendered  the  difficulty  of  pene- 
trating to  the  real  thought  too  great  for 
cursory  readers ;  and  a  poet  suffers  more 
than  a  philosopher  for  wrapping  his  mean- 
ing in  sententious  obscurity. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1876,  History  of  English  Thought  in 
the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  n,  pp.  364,  365. 

Honour  is  due  to  Akenside  for  his  hom- 
age to  the  mind  and  to  things  of  the  mind. 
And  it  would  be  unjust  to  say  that  his  enthu- 
siasm was  not  sincere.  Since,  however, 
he  lived  as  poet  so  much  among  ideas, 
since  apart  from  these  ideas  his  poetry 
ceases  to  exist,  one  cannot  but  ask, 
Were  his  ideas  true  ?  Were  they  the  best 
ideas?  Do  they  still  survive?  And 
again.  Did  Akenside  present  his  ideas  in 
the  best  way,  in  a  way  at  once  philosoph- 
ical and  poetic  ?  Did  he  indeed  effect  the 
use  of  reason  and  imagination  ?  It  must 
be  answered  that  Akenside's  theory  as  a 
whole  will  not  bear  investigation,  that 
some  of  his  ideas  are  commonplace,  some 
fantastic.     .      .      .     Akenside's  moral 


elevation  was  self-conscious,  a  dignity  of 
attitude  assumed  deliberately,  a  construct- 
ive elevation.  ...  He  was  deficient 
on  the  side  of  common  human  sympathy ; 
he  lacked  geniality.  He  felt  himself  to 
be  a  "superior  person,  "and  he  was  so  in 
fact ;  but  he  had  the  kind  of  superior  fat- 
uousness that  such  persons  are  readily  be- 
trayed into.  His  tone  is  too  high-pitched ; 
his  ideas  are  too  much  in  the  air; 
they  do  not  nourish  themselves  in  the 
common  heart,  in  the  common  life  of 
man.  Still  Akenside  really  lifts  up  his 
head  and  tries  to  breathe  empyreal  gales. 
— DowDEN,  Edward,  1880,  The  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  ni,  p.  342. 

Akenside  is  stiffly  classical  in  manner, 
and  gives  us  too  much  foliage  for  the 
fruit.— Welsh,  Alfred  H.,  1883,  Devel- 
opment ofEkglish  Literature  and  Language, 
vol.  II,  p.  135. 

At  his  very  best  Akenside  is  sometimes 
like  a  sort  of  frozen  Keats. — GossE,  Ed- 
mund, 1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Cen- 
tury Literature,  p.  312. 

The  poet,  it  may  be  added,  wrote  a 
great  number  of  odes  that  lack  all,  or 
nearly  all,  the  qualities  which  should  dis- 
tinguish lyrical  poetry.  Not  a  spark  of 
the  divine  fire  warms  or  illuminates  these 
reputable  verses,  but  the  author  states 
that  his  chief  aim  was  to  be  correct,  and  in 
that  he  has  succeeded. — Dennis,  John, 
1894,  The  Age  of  Pope,  p.  118. 

Akenside  is  a  very  fair  touchstone  of 
criticism.  It  is  impossible  to  like  or 
even  to  admire  him  very  heartily ;  he  be- 
longs to  a  class  of  poets,  represented  in 
most  days,  who  are  plaster  rather  than 
marble,  photograph  rather  than  picture, 
pinchbeck  rather  than  gold  or  even  cop- 
per. And  yet  a  reluctant  confession 
must  accompany  all  reasonable  deprecia- 
tion of  him.  It  is  a  question  whether 
Akenside  wants  much  to  have  turned  his 
statue  into  life,  or  at  least  his  stucco  into 
alabaster.— Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A 
Short  History  qf  Bkglish  Literature  p.  579. 


Alexander  Cruden 

1701-1770 

Bom  at  Aberdeen,  31st  May,  1701,  took  his  M.  A.  at  Marischal  College,  but  for  a 
short  time  was  under  restraint.  On  his  release  he  left  Aberdeen,  and,  after  ten  years' 
tutoring,  in  1732  started  as  a  bookseller  in  London.  In  1737  appeared  his  admirable 
** Concordance  of  the  Holy  Scriptures."  It  was  dedicated  to  Queen  Caroline,  who 
promised  to  ''remember  him,"  but  died  a  few  days  later.     Cruden  now  relapsed  into 
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insanity,  and  for  ten  weeks  was  kept  in  a  madhouse,  as  again  for  a  fortnight  in  1753. 
Earning  meanwhile  his  livelihood  as  a  press-reader  he  assumed  the  title  of  *^  Alexander 
the  Corrector/'  and  in  1755  began  to  go  through  the  country  reproving  Sabbath- 
breaking  and  profanity.  But  many  a  go(^  and  kindly  action  was  interwoven  with  his 
crack-brained  courtships,  his  dreams  of  knighthood  and  a  seat  in  parliament.  He  was 
just  back  from  a  visit  to  Aberdeen  when  he  died  at  his  prayers  in  his  Islington  lodg- 
ings, 1st  November,  1770.  See  life  by  A.  Chalmers,  prefixed  since  1824  to  the 
"Concordance."— Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers's  Biographical  Dietum- 
aryy  p.  264 


PERSONAL 

Alexander  Cruden,  who  compiled  the 
great  "Concordance,"  was  one  of  the 
most  unique  eccentrics  upon  record.  The 
man  was  of  excellent  and  mild  disposition, 
very  piously  inclined,  of  studious  habit, 
and  of  an  industry  that  cannot  be  sur- 
passed, for  it  was  incessant  and  lifelong. 
A  thread  of  madness  seems  to  have  run 
through  all  that  he  did,  and  at  times 
usurped  the  whole  web  of  his  life,  so  that 
confinement  seemed  to  those  who  knew 
him  to  be  indispensable.  This  idea  was 
probably  erroneous,  and  aggravated  the 
disease  it  should  have  repressed,  causing 
needless  misery  to  a  very  gentle  and 
harmless  being.  The  facts  of  his  life  are 
few,  but  most  instructive  to  those  who 
delight  in  watching  the  occasional  freaks 
and  pranks  of  Nature  in  her  hors  (Tceuvres. 
One  of  the  most  singular  of  these  is  to 
be  found  in  Alexander  Cruden.  In  his 
general  conduct  he  is  a  model  of  method 
and  routine,  but,  when  driven  by  an  im- 
pulse, no  course  of  action  is  too  much  out 
of  rule  to  deter  him.  He  becomes  at  one 
and  the  same  moment,  as  it  were,  a  man 
of  order  that  can  surpass  the  most  dis- 
orderly at  a  bound. — Ward,  Charles  A., 
1888,  Memoir  of  Alexander  Oruden,  Tem- 
ple Bar  J  vol.  84,  p.  242. 

His  biblical  labours  have  justly  made 


his  name  a  household  word  among  the 
English-speaking  peoples;  his  earnest, 
gentle,  and  self-denying  piety  conmianded 
in  his  later  days,  in  spite  of  his  eccentric- 
ities, the  kindly  and  compassionate  toler- 
ation, often  the  admiration,  of  his  con- 
temporaries. It  is  probable  that  his  hab- 
its in  later  life  improved  his  mental  con- 
dition.—Macray,  W.  D.,  1888,  Diaion- 
ary  <f  National  Biography,  vol.  xiii,  p.  251. 

CONCORDANCE  OF  THE  BIBLE 

It  is  SO  complete  as  a  Concordance  that 
nothing  remains  materially  deficient.— 
WiLUAMS,  Edward,  1800,  The  Christian 
Preacher. 

It  is  not  unlikely  that  Cruden,  corrected 
and  improved,  will  still  retain  his  place 
in  English  literature. — Orme,  William, 
1824,  Bibliotkeca  Biblica. 

Of  Cruden's '  *  Concordance,  * '  there  have 
been  many  abridgments,  which  profess  to 
contain  all  that  is  valuable  in  the  original, 
which  makes  us  marvel  at  the  stupidity  of 
the  author,  who  devoted  so  many  days  and 
nights  to  accumulate  what  we  are  now 
assured  is  entirely  superfluous !  Yet  being 
old-fashioned  in  our  ideas,  we  rather  pre- 
fer having  every  line  of  this  unnecessary 
matter.— Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58, 
A  Critical  Dictionary  qf  English  IMeror 
ture,  vol.  I,  p.  456, 


OreoTge 

1714-1770 

Bom  at  Gloucester,  England,  Dec.  27,  1714:  died  at  Newburyport,  Mass.,  Sept 
30,  1770.  An  English  clergyman,  one  of  the  founders  of  Methodism :  celebrated  as 
a  pulpit  orator.  He  was  educated  at  Gloucester  and  Oxford ;  became  associated  at 
Oxford  with  the  Methodists ;  was  ordained  deacon  in  1736 ;  visited  Georgia  in  1738 ; 
returning  to  England  in  the  same  year  to  be  ordained  a  priest;  began  open-air 
preaching  at  Bristol  with  great  effect ;  again  visited  America  1739-41 ;  preaching  in 
New  England,  New  York,  Georgia,  and  elsewhere ;  separated  from  Wesley  on  doc- 
trinal points  in  1741  (Whitefield  retaining  his  rigid  Galvanism  and  Wesley  leaning 
toward  Arminianism) ;  preached  throughout  Great  Britian ;  was  in  America  for  the 
third  time  1744-48  (and  several  times  later) ;  and  became  Chaplain  to  the  Countess 
of  Huntingdon.  He  returned  to  America  for  the  last  time  in  1769,  and  died  there. — 
Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  1894-97,  ed.,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  NajneSy  p.  1059. 
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PERSONAL 

He  would  not  allow  much  merit  to 
Whitefield's  oratory.  **His  popularity, 
Sir  (said  he),  is  chiefly  owing  to  the  pecul- 
iarity of  his  manner.  He  would  be  fol- 
lowed by  crowds  were  he  to  wear  a  night- 
cap in  the  pulpit,  or  were  he  to  preach 
from  a  tree." — Johnson,  Samuel,  1769, 
Life  by  Boswell,  ed.  Hilly  vol.  Ii,  p.  91. 

I  did  not  disapprove  of  the  design ;  but, 
as  Georgia  was  then  destitute  of  materials 
and  workmen,  and  it  was  proposed  to 
send  them  from  Philadelphia  at  a  great 
expense,  I  thought  it  would  have  been 
better  to  have  built  the  House  here  and 
brought  the  children  to  it.  This  I  advised ; 
but  he  was  resolute  in  his  first  project, 
rejected  my  counsel,  and  I  therefore  re- 
fused to  contribute.  I  happened  soon 
after  to  attend  one  of  his  sermons,  in 
the  course  of  which  I  perceived  he  in- 
tended to  finish  with  a  collection,  and  I 
silently  resolved  he  should  get  nothing 
from  me.  I  had  in  my  pocket  a  handful  of 
copper  money,  three  or  four  silver  dollars, 
and  five  pistoles  in  gold.  As  he  proceded, 
I  began  to  soften,  and  concluded  to  give 
the  copper.  Another  stroke  of  his  ora- 
tory made  me  ashamed  of  that,  and  deter- 
mined me  to  give  the  silver ;  and  he  fin- 
ished so  admirably  that  I  emptied  my 
pocket  wholly  into  the  collector's  dish, 
gold  and  all.  At  this  sermon  there  was 
also  one  of  our  club,  who,  being  of  my 
sentiments  respecting  the  building  in 
Georgia,  and  suspecting  a  collection  might 
be  intended,  had  by  precaution  emptied 
his  pockets  before  he  came  from  home. 
Towards  the  conclusion  of  the  discourse, 
however,  he  felt  a  strong  desire  to 
give,  and  applied  to  a  neighbour,  who 
stood  near  him,  to  borrow  some  money 
for  the  purpose.  The  application  was  for- 
tunately made  to  perhaps  the  only  man  in 
the  company  who  had  the  firmness  not  to 
be  affected  by  the  preacher.  His  answer 
was,  **At  any  other  time.  Friend  Hopkin- 
son,  I  would  lend  to  thee  freely ;  but  not 
now,  for  thee  seems  to  be  out  of  thy 
right  senses. " —  Franklin,  Benjamin, 
1790?  Autobiography^  ch.  viii. 

Mr.  George  Whitefield,  of  whom,  though 
Dr.  Johnson  did  not  think  very  highly,  it 
must  be  acknowledged  that  his  eloquence 
was  powerful,  his  views  pious  and  charit- 
able, his  assiduity  almost  incredible;  and, 
that  since  his  death,  the  integrity  of  his 


character  has  been  fully  vindicated. — 
BoswELL,  James,  1791-93,  Life  qf  John- 
soUy  ed.  Hill,  vol.  i,  p.  88. 

His  voice  excelled  both  in  melody  and 
compass,  and  its  fine  modulations  were 
happily  accompanied  by  that  grace  of 
action  which  he  possessed  in  an  eminent 
degree,  and  which  has  been  said  to  be  the 
chief  requisite  of  an  orator.  An  ignorant 
man  described  his  eloquence  oddly  but 
strikingly,  when  he  said  that  Mr.  White- 
field  preached  like  a  lion.  So  strange  a 
comparison  conveyed  no  unapt  a  notion  of 
the  force  and  vehemence  and  passion  of 
that  oratory  which  awed  the  hearers  and 
made  them  tremble  like  Felix  before  the 
apostle. — SouTHEY,  Robert,  1820,  Life  of 
Wesley. 

Whitfield's  zealous  spirit  exhausted  all 
its  energies  in  preaching,  and  his  full  ded- 
ication to  God  was  honoured  by  unbounded 
success.  The  effect  produced  by  his  ser- 
mons was  indescribable,  arising  in  a  great 
degree  from  the  most  perfect  forgetful- 
ness  of  self,  during  the  solemn  moment 
of  declaring  the  salvation  that  is  in  Christ 
Jesus.  His  evident  sincerity  impressed 
every  hearer.— Sidney,  Edwin,  1834, 
Life  of  Rowland  Hill. 

Must  have  been  a  man  with  great  things 
in  his  heart.  He  had  many  dark  contests 
with  the  spirit  of  denial  that  lay  about 
him  before  he  called  his  genius  forth  into 
action.  All  the  logic  in  him  was  poor  and 
trifling  compared  to  the^re  that  was  in 
him,  unequalled  since  Peter  the  Hermit. 
First  he  went  to  Bristol,  and  preached  to 
the  neighboring  coal  miners,  who  were  all 
heathens  yet,  but  he  preached  to  them  till 
he  saw,  as  he  tells  us,  ''their  black  cheeks 
seamed  with  white  tears."  He  came  to 
Scotland,  and  got  money  there  to  convert 
the  heathen.  This  was  a  great  thing  to 
do,  considering  the  hard,  thrifty,  cold 
character  of  the  nation.  He  came  to 
Glasgow  and  preached,  and  talked  about  the 
Indians  and  their  perishing  state ;  would 
they  hesitate  to  contribute  of  their  goods 
to  rescue  this  poor  people  ?  And  thus  he 
warmed  the  icy  people  into  a  flame,  inso- 
much that,  not  having  money  enough  by 
them,  they  ran  home  for  more,  and 
brought  even  blankets,  farm  stuff,  hams, 
etc.,  to  the  church,  and  piled  them  in  a 
heap  there !  This  was  a  remarkable  fact, 
whether  it  were  the  work  of  a  good  spirit, 
or   of   the   devil.  —  Carlyle,  Thomas, 
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1838,  LedureB  on  the  History  qf  LUera- 
turcy  p.  175. 

From  the  days  of  Paul  of  Tarsus  and 
Martin  Luther  to  our  own,  history  records 
the  career  of  no  man  who,  with  a  less 
alloy  of  motives  terminating  in  self,  or  of 
passions  breaking  loose  from  the  control 
of  reason,  concentrated  all  the  faculties  of 
his  soul  with  such  intensity  and  persever- 
ance for  the  accomplishment  of  one  great 
design.  .  .  .  Whitfield  was  a  great 
and  a  holy  man ;  among  the  foremost  of 
the  heroes  of  philanthropy;  and  as  a 
preacher,  without  a  superior  or  a  rival. — 
Stephen,  Sir  James,  1838,  The  Lives  of 
Whitfield  and  Froudey  Ediriburgh  Review^ 
vol  67,  pp.  513,  514. 

Often  feeble,  and  assailed  by  violent 
disease  threatening  speedy  dissolution,  he 
was  in  perpetual  joumeyings,  to  which 
neither  his  wife  nor  his  home  seemed  to 
have  been  regarded  as  the  slightest  obsta- 
cles. All  his  tastes  and  habits  were  itin- 
erant, and,  it  must  be  confessed,  they 
Were  necessary  to  one,  whose  field  was  the 
world,  and  who  was  conscious  of  gifts, 
for  which  not  a  single  church  but  all 
Christendom  was  the  appropriate  theatre. 
— Parkman,  F.,  1838,  Whitefield  in  Amer- 
ica, Christian  Examiner^  vol.  25,  p.  102. 

Whitefield  had  evidently  made  a  deep 
impression  on  the  imaginations  of  the 
men  of  his  day ;  for,  in  every  account  they 
gave  of  his  preaching,  there  was  a  distinct 
image  of  the  man,  of  his  look,  his 
action,  his  fervor,  and  some  particular 
point  was  remembered,  that  he  had  made 
in  his  discourse.  It  seemed  as  if  there 
was,  every  time,  some  new  effect  or  un- 
common incident,  to  fix  the  sermon  in 
every  memory,  to  be  transmitted  to  at 
least  one  generation.  We  remember 
hearing  two  of  our  public  men  describe 
Whitefield  many  years  ago.  They  were 
then  aged,  and  disposed  to  value  the  solid 
more  than  the  showy.  They  were  of  ripe 
years  and  judgment  when  they  heard  him, 
and,  though  of  strong  passions,  yet  good 
masters  of  themselves  and  disposed  to  see 
the  whole  of  things.  And  the  imagination 
of  the  one  was  filled  with  his  preaching  a 
farewell  sermon  on  Boston  Common  at  sun- 
rise, and  investing  the  newborn  day  with  a 
glory  the  eye  had  never  seen ;  it  became 
a  religious  memorial.  The  other  dwelt 
upon  the  flight  of  the  dove  towards  heaven, 
and  gave  Whitefield's  action  as  his  soul 


seemed  to  follow  the  waving  of  its  wings. 
They  had  probably  forgotten  much  of  the 
doctrine,  but  the  image  was  fixed  forever. 
—Fitch,  E.  T.,  1839,  Philip^s  Life  and 
Times  cf  Whit^ldy  North  American  Re- 
view, vol.  48,  p.  479. 

The  common  impression  is  that  Whitfield 
had  revivalist  rudeness  and  passion.  On 
the  contrary,  he  had  extreme  grace  of 
manner.  He  had  art  as  well  as  fervency, 
and  the  union  made  him  irresistible  to  his 
hearers,  to  whatever  parish  they  belonged. 
— HoLYOAKE,  George  Jacob,  1869-95, 
Public  Speaking  and  Debate,  p.  184. 

Unlike  Wesley,  whose  strongest  enthu- 
siasm was  always  curbed  by  a  powerful 
will,  and  who  manifested  at  all  times  and 
on  all  subjects  an  even  exaggerated  pas- 
sion for  reasoning,  Whitefield  was  chiefly 
a  creature  of  impulse  and  emotion.  He 
had  very  little  logical  skill,  no  depth  or 
range  of  knowledge,  not  much  self- 
restraint,  nothing  of  the  commanding  and 
organising  talent,  and,  it  must  be  added, 
nothing  of  the  arrogant  and  imperious 
spirit  so  conspicuous  in  his  colleague.  At 
the  same  time  a  more  zealous,  a  more 
single-minded,  a  more  truly  amiable,  a 
more  purely  unselfish  man  it  would  be  diffi- 
cult to  conceive.— Lecky,  Wiluam  Ed- 
ward Hartpole,  1878,  A  History  cf 
Bhigland  in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  n, 
ch.  ix. 

If  one  were  asked  who  was  the  greatest 
pulpit  orator  that  ever  lived,  it  would  be 
a  nice  question  to  determine,  so  various 
are  the  styles  of  sacred  eloquence,  and  so 
different  are  the  tastes  of  even  the  most 
competent  judges.  But  if  we  were  to 
judge  by  the  effects  produced,  we  should 
hardly  need  to  hesitate  in  pronouncing 
George  Whitefield  the  Demosthenes  of  the 
pulpit.  .  .  .  Not  only  the  unlettered, 
but  men  of  the  highest  culture,  yielded  to 
the  fascination  of  his  speech.  The  cold, 
skeptical  Hume  declared  that  he  would  go 
twenty  miles  on  foot  to  hear  Whitefield 
preach ;  and  in  his  chapel  might  be  seen 
the  Duke  of  Grafton,  not  yet  pierced  by 
the  arrows  of  Junius,  the  heartless  George 
Selwyn,  Lord  North,  Charles  James  Fox, 
William  Pitt,  and  Soame  Jenyns.  John 
Newton,  the  friend  of  Cowper,  used  to 
get  up  at  four  in  the  morning  to  hear  the 
great  preacher  at  five ;  and  he  says  that 
even  at  that  early  hour  the  Moorfields 
were  as  full  of  lanterns  as  the  Haymarket 
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of  flambeaux  on  an  opera  night. — Math- 
ews, Wiluam,  1878,  Oratory  and  Orators, 
pp.  379,  382. 

Wesley's  fame  as  a  preacher  was  some- 
what obscured  by  the  extraordinary  power 
of  Whitefield,  whose  dramatic  eloquence 
attracted  all  classes, — Buckley,  Jabies 
M.,  1898,  A  History  of  Methodism  in  the 
United  States,  p.  329. 

His  printed  sermons  by  no  means  ex- 
plain his  reputation ;  it  should  be  remem- 
bered that  he  preached  over  eighteen 
thousand  sermons ;  only  sixty-three  were 
published  by  himself,  forty-six  of  them 
before  he  was  twenty-five  years  of  age. 
Eighteen  other  sermons  in  print  were  pub- 
lished from  shorthand  notes,  unrevised. 
The  warmth  of  his  expressions,  and  an 
incautious  frankness  of  statement  in  his 
autobiographical  writings,  laid  him  open 
to  ridicule  and  undeserved  reproach.  It 
was  primarily  against  Whitefield  that  the 
more  persistent  attacks  upon  methodism 
were  levelled.  Apart  from  his  evangelis- 
tic work  he  was  in  many  ways  a  pioneer. 
With  none  of  the  administrative  genius  by 
which  Wesley  turned  suggestions  to 
account,  he  anticipated  Wesley's  lines  of 
action  to  a  remarkable  extent.  He  pre- 
ceded him  in  making  Bristol  a  centre  of 
methodist  effort ;  he  was  beforehand  with 
him  in  publishing  journals,  in  founding 
schools,  in  practicing  open-air  preaching, 
and  in  calling  his  preachers  to  a  confer- 
ence. His  religious  periodical,  "The 
Christian  History"  (begun  in  1740),  may 
be  looked  upon  as  a  predecessor  of  the 
''Arminian  Magazine''  (1778).  White- 
field's  complexion  was  fair,  his  eyes 
dark  blue  and  small ;  originally  slender, 
he  became  corpulent  from  his  fortieth 
year,  though  his  diet  was  spare,  and  a 
cow-heel  his  favourite  luxury.  Like 
Wesley,  he  rose  at  four ;  his  punctuality 
was  rigid,  his  love  of  order  extreme ;  **he 
did  not  think  he  should  die  easy,  if  he 
thought  his  gloves  were  out  of  their 
place"  (Winter,  p.  82).  He  was ''irrita- 
ble, but  soon  appeased"  (ib.  p.  81);  his 
beneficence  was  the  outcome  of  the  gener- 
ous glow  of  his  affections. — Gordon, 
Alexander,  19(X),  Dictionary  (f  National 
Biography,  vol,  LXi,  p.  91. 

GENERAL 

Whitefield  never  drew  as  much  atten- 
tion as  a  mountebank  does;  he  did  not 


draw  attention  by  doing  better  than  others, 
but  by  doing  what  was  strange.  Were 
Astley  to  preach  a  sermon  standing  upon 
his  head  on  a  horse's  back,  he  would 
collect  a  multitude  to  hear  him ;  but  no 
wise  man  would  say  he  had  made  a  bet- 
ter sermon  for  that.  I  never  treated 
Whitefield's  Ministry  with  contempt;  I 
believe  he  did  good.  He  had  devoted 
himself  to  the  lower  classes  of  mankind, 
and  among  them  he  was  of  use.  But  when 
familiarity  and  noise  claim  the  praise  due 
to  knowledge,  art,  and  elegance,  we  must 
bear  down  such  pretensions. — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779,  Ltfe  by  Bosmll,  ed.  Hill, 
vol.  Ill,  p.  465. 

It  is  clear  fact,  admitting  of  no  man- 
ner of  question,  that  Whitefield's  writ- 
ing, nay,  that  those  specimens  of  his 
public  addresses  which  were  written  down 
during  this  powerful  delivery,  bear  but 
exceedingly  slender  marks  of  anything 
we  are  accustomed  to  denominate  talent, 
in  the  intellectual  sense.  His  reason- 
ing is  no  more  than  just  a  common 
propriety  in  putting  thoughts  gener- 
ally common  together.  His  devotional 
sentiment  is  fervent,  but  not  of  elevated 
conception.  His  figures,  as  far  as  we 
recollect,  are  seldom  new,  or  what  crit- 
ics mean  when  they  speak  of  * 'felicity;" 
their  analogy  is  the  broad  and  obvious 
one,  such  as  that  between  medicine  and 
the  gospel,  considered  as  a  remedical  dis- 
pensation. The  diction  is  quite  plain,  and 
does  not  appear  to  partake  of  eloquence, 
further  than  any  easy  freedom,  and  the 
genuine  expression  of  sincerity  and  ear- 
nestness. The  collection  of  letters,  con- 
stituting about  one-half  of  his  printed 
works,  must  have  exceedingly  disap- 
pointed those  who  sought  from  them  any 
other  instruction,  than  that  which  may 
be  imparted  by  one  general  emanation  of 
pious  zeal,  undistinguished  by  any  discrim- 
inative particularity  of  thought,  or  any 
but  the  most  obvious  kind  of  reflections, 
often  repeated  and  in  the  same  words,  on 
the  successive  incidents  and  scenes  of  his 
life  and  labours.  There  are  none  of  those 
pointed  observations,  either  on  human 
nature  or  individual  character,  which 
might  have  been  suggested  by  the  masses 
and  the  particles  of  the  human  kind  so  vari- 
ously brought  under  his  view,  and  which 
would  have  been  made  by  such  a  sagacious 
man,  for  instance,  as  John  Knox.     And 
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even  the  disclosures  of  the  movements 
and  principles  of  his  own  mind,  on  which 
subject  there  is  no  appearance  of  reserve, 
are,  with  a  singular  uniformity,  for  a 
man  stimulated  by  the  circumstances 
of  so  extraordinary  a  career,  in  the 
strain  of  pious  commonplace.  The  read- 
er's interest  would  soon  subside  in  an 
irresistible  sense  of  insipidity,  but  for  the 
strong  and  constant  indications  of  a  gen- 
uine religious  zeal,  and  the  train  of  refer- 
ences proving  an  unremitted  and  most 
wonderful  course  of  exertions.  In  short, 
there  can  be  no  hazard  in  asserting,  that 
his  collective  writings  would,  in  the  minds 
of  all  cultivated  and  impartial  readers, 
leave  the  marvellous  of  his  successes  to  be 
accounted  for  on  the  ground  of  causes 
quite  distinct  from  talent,  in  the  intel- 
lectual sense  of  the  term. — Foster,  John, 
1812,  George  Whitefieldy  Critical  Essays^ 
ed.  Rylandf  vol.  ii,  p.  64. 

I  never  read  a  line  of  Whitfield's  ser- 
mons which  did  not  appear  to  me  within 
the  reach  of  the  most  ordinary  capacity. 
But  he  addressed  himsef  to  the  sensitive 
rather  than  to  the  rational  nature  of  the 
sensitive-rational  beings  to  whom  he 
spoke.  I  take  him  to  be  one  of  the  great 
examples  of  the  truth,  that  the  quantity 
of  motion  may  compensate  for  the  defi- 
ciency of  matter  in  producing  momentum 
in  the  moral  as  well  as  in  the  physical 
world.— Stephen,  Sir  James,  1838,  Selec- 
tion from  the  Correspondence  (f  the  Late 
Macvey  Napier ,  Letter,  May  9. 

The  sermons  of  Whitfield  have  come 
down  to  us  in  a  very  imperfect  form. 
They  are,  for  the  most  part,  mere  notes 
of  what  he  said.  It  has  often  been  re- 
marked that  his  sermons  are  strangely 
destitute  of  vigorous  or  original  thought. 
Though  it  is  certain  they  have  greatly 
suffered  from  the  mutilated  form  in  which 
they  have  reached  us,  we  must  confess  it 
does  not  appear  to  us  that  the  sermons 
are  very  deficient  in  those  qualities  of 
thought  or  expression  which  we  have  rep- 
resented as  so  essential  to  popular  elo- 
quence. It  is  true  they  often  want 
method  and  arrangement,  are  disfigured 
by  repetitions,  extravagancies,  and  fre- 
quent and  gross  violations  of  taste. 
These  are  to  be  attributed  partly  to  the 
cause  above  specified :  that  is,  the  imper- 
fect manner  in  which  his  sermons  have  been 
preserved,  partly  to  the  character  of  his 


own  mind,  and  partly  to  the  age.  If,  in- 
deed, any  one  look  for  profound  specula- 
tion or  continuous  and  subtle  reasoning  in 
these  sermons,  he  will  be  disappointed; 
but  so  far  from  wondering  on  that  account 
that  they  should  have  produced  such  an 
effect,  he  will  feel,  if  he  know  any  thing 
of  the  philosophy  of  popular  eloquence, 
that  they  could  not  have  produced  such 
an  effect,  if  they  had  been  characterised 
by  these  qualities.  But  they  could  not 
have  been  destitute  of  the  principal  qual- 
ities, whether  of  thought  or  of  style, 
which  constitute  popular  eloquence ;  and 
we  think  that  even  now,  amidst  great 
deformities,  those  qualities  may  still  be 
not  obscurely  traced  in  them. — Rogers, 
Henry,  1840,  The  British  Pulpit,  Edin- 
burgh Review,  vol.  72,  p.  77,  note. 

I  have  taken  some  pains  to  examine  the 
series  of  texts  preached  on  by  Whitefield 
and  Wesley :  few  of  them  are  odd,  or  even 
uncommon,  they  are  the  familiar,  evan- 
gelical, everlasting  verses,  which  God  has 
owned  in  all  ages. — Alexander,  James 
W.,  1844,  Familiar  Letters,  Jan.  25,  ed. 
Hall,  vol.  I,  p.  387. 

Of  all  the  spiritual  heroes  of  a  hundred 
years  ago  none  saw  so  soon  as  Whitefield 
what  the  times  demanded,  and  none  were 
so  forward  in  the  great  work  of  spiritual 
aggression.  I  should  think  I  committed 
an  act  of  injustice  if  I  placed  any  name 
before  his.— Ryle,  J.  C,  1868,  The 
Christian  Leaders  of  the  Last  Century, 
p.  SI. 

His  published  sermons  are  far  from 
equal  to  his  reputation ;  the  charm  seems 
to  have  been  in  his  voice,  elocution,  and 
gesture.  —  Minto,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature,  p. 
429. 

One  of  Whitefield's  assistants,  Corne- 
lius Winter,  tells  us  that  Whitefield  wept 
profusely  during  his  sermons,  that  he 
stamped  and  was  overcome  by  his  feel- 
ings, and  that  the  physical  effort  was  fre- 
quently followed  by  a  loss  of  blood.  But 
the  printed  sermons,  which  appear  indeed 
to  have  been  imperfectly  reported,  will 
draw  no  tears  from  the  most  emotional 
nature.  In  fact,  they  are  the  most  strik- 
ing proof  that  can  be  given  of  the  familiar 
fact  that  oratory  depends  for  ita  instan- 
taneous effect  upon  the  dramatic,  rather 
than  upon  the  intellectual,  power  of 
the  orator.     Here  and  there,  there  are 
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passages  of  which  we  can  believe  that  their 
defects  of  thought  and  language  would 
not  necessarily  destroy  our  pleasure  in  a 
voice  and  manner  of  extraordinary  excel- 
lence. There  are  apostrophes  to  God  or 
to  the  sinner  or  to  the  Devil,  in  which,  if 
we  attend  only  to  the  situation  and  ab- 
stract our  minds  resolutely  from  the 
actual  words,  we  can  believe  that  a  great 
effect  might  be  produced.  But  nothing 
except  the  unequivocal  testimony  of  facts 
could  convince  us.  that  the  greatest  ora- 
torical capacity  could  inform  those  tat- 
tered shreds  of  sensational  rhetoric  which 
are  strung  together  to  form  the  bulk  of 
Whitefield's  published  sermons.  It  is,  we 
know,  the  strength  of  the  arm,  not  of  the 
weapon,  which  gives  force  to  the  arrows 
of  eloquence ;  and  when  Whitefield  smote 
men  to  the  heart  with  such  blunt  and  brit- 
tle weapons,  the  secret  of  his  success 
must  have  lain  as  much  in  the  hearers  as 
in  the  orator.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1876, 
History  of  English  Thought  in  the  Eight- 
eenth Century y  vol.  ii,  p.  425. 

His  failings  were  chiefly  those  of  a 
somewhat  weak  nature,  of  overstrung 
nerves,  and  of  a  half-educated  and  very 
defective  taste.  He  was  a  little  irritable 
and  occasionally  a  little  vain.  His  theo- 
logical opinions  betrayed  him  into  much 
narrowness  of  judgment,  and  his  impul- 
sive disposition  into  constant  indiscretion 
and  exaggeration  of  language.  His  let- 
ters, and  indeed  most  of  his  writings,  are 
intolerably  tedious,  and  sometimes  not  a 
little  repulsive.  They  are  written  for  the 
most  part  with  that  exaggeration  of  sen- 
timent, in  that  maudlin,  ecstatic,  effusive, 
and  meretricious  style  which  is  so  com- 
mon among  his  co-religionists,  and  which 


appears  to  most  cultivated  minds  to  denote 
much  vulgarity,  not  only  of  taste,  but  of 
feeling.  It  is  a  style  crowded  with  ejac- 
ulations, interrogations,  and  quotations 
from  Scripture,  in  which  the  simplest 
subject  is  expressed  in  strained  Biblical 
language,  in  which  the  inmost  and  deep- 
est feelings  of  the  soul  are  ostentatiously 
paraded,  and  the  most  sacred  subjects  and 
the  holiest  names  are  treated  with  coarse 
familiarity.— Lecky,  William  Edward 
Hartpole,  1878,  A  History  of  Ekgland  in 
the  Eighteenth  Centuryy  vol.  n,  ch.  ix. 

There  is  little  in  his  printed  sermons 
now  extant  to  repay  the  trouble  of  perus- 
ing them ;  his  literary  remains  do  not  en- 
title him  to  the  consideration  due  even  to 
a  respectable  mediocrity;  and  his  Jour- 
nals are  a  wearisome  monotony  of  un* 
meaning  rhapsodies,  which  could  not  be 
read  by  anyone  less  enthusiastic  than  him- 
self without  a  feeling  strongly  akin  to 
disgust.  Yet  to  this  man  it  was  given, 
without  the  aid  of  worldly  wisdom  or 
the  resources  of  extensive  knowledge,  to 
sway  multitudes  with  a  power  to  which 
Tully  was  a  stranger,  and  for  which  we 
search  in  vain  for  a  parallel,  even  in  the 
greatest  ages  of  Athenian  eloquence. — 
Myall,  Wiluam,  1880,  George  White- 
field.  International  Review,  vol.  9,  p.  270. 

While  destitute  of  Wesley's  marvellous 
power  of  organisation,  he  was  without 
rival  as  the  pulpit  orator  of  the  century 
in  which  he  lived.  Men  of  the  most  varied 
orders  of  mind  bore  witness  to  the  pro- 
found impression  he  produced.  Those 
who  listened  to  him  were  not  only  inter- 
ested and  convinced,  but  quickened  with 
a  new  kind  of  life. — Brown,  J.,  1896, 
Social  Binglandt  ed.  TraiU^  vd.  v,  p.  238. 


John  Jortin 

1698-1770 

John  Jortin  (1698-1770),  a  writer  on  theological  subjects,  was  the  son  of  a  Prot- 
estant refugee  from  Brittany,  and  was  bom  in  London  23rd  October  1698.  In  his 
tenth  year  he  entered  Charterhouse  school,  and  in  1715  he  became  a  pensioner  of  Jesus 
College,  Cambridge,  where  his  reputation  as  a  Greek  scholar  led  the  classical  tutor  of 
his  college  to  select  him  to  translate  certain  passages  from  Eustathius  for  the  use  of 
Pope  in  his  translation  of  Homer.  He  graduated  B.  A.  in  1719  and  M.  A.  in  1722. 
In  the  latter  year  he  published  a  small  volume  of  Latin  verse  en  tit  led'*  LususPoetici." 
Having  received  priest's  orders  in  1724,  he  was  in  1726  presented  by  his  college  to  the 
vicarage  of  Swavesey  in  Cambridgeshire,  an  appointment  which  he  resigned  in  1730  to 
become  preacher  of  a  chapel  in  New  Street,  London.  In  1731,  along  with  some  friends, 
he  began  a  publication  entitled  ''Miscellaneous  Observations  on  Authors  Ancient  and 
Modern,"  which  appeared  at  intervals  during  two  years.     In  1737  he  was  presented 
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to  the  vicarage  of  Eastwell  in  Kent,  and  in  1751  he  became  rector  of  St.  Donstan's- 
in-the-East.  Shortly  after  becoming  chaplain  to  the  bishop  of  London  in  1762,  he 
was  appointed  to  a  prebendal  stall  of  St.  Paurs,  and  to  the  vicarage  of  Kensington, 
and  in  1764  he  was  made  archdeacon  of  London.  He  died  at  Kensington,  Septemt^r  5, 
1770.  The  principal  works  of  Jortin  are  "Discussions  Concerning  the  Trnth  of  the 
Christian  Religion,"  1746;  "Remarks  on  Ecclesiastical  History,"  1751;  "Life  of 
Erasmus,"  2  vols.,  1750,  1760,  founded  on  the  life  by  Le  Clerc,  but  containing  a 
large  amount  of  new  matter;  and  "Tracts  Philological,  Critical,  and  Miscellaneous," 
1790.  All  his  works  display  great  learning  and  some  acuteness  both  of  research  and 
criticism,  but  though  written  in  a  lively  style  they  do  not  bear  that  stamp  of  originality 
which  confers  permanent  interest. — Baynes,  Thomas  Spencer,  ed.^  1881,  EncyclopcBdia 
Britannicaf  vol.  xiii,  p.  749. 


PERSONAL 

He  was  a  man  of  great  learning,  fine 
taste,  and  much  vivacity  of  imagination, 
an  accomplished  critic,  and  a  warm  friend 
to  the  diffusion  of  sound  knowledge. — 
Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  A  Grit- 
ical  Dictionary  of  English  Literature^  vd. 
I,  p.  999. 

The  fact  was  that  Jortin  was  a  scholar 
in  every  sense  of  the  word;  Warburton 
is  none:  and  in  the  matter  of  the  disa- 
greement between  them,  Jortin  shows  as 
much  above  Warburton  in  magnanimity  as 
he  is  in  learning. — Pattison,  Mark, 
1863-89,  Life  rf  Bishop  Warburton,  Es- 
saySy  ed.  NMeship,  vd.  u,  p.  131. 

GENERAL 

(rOod  sense  and  sound  morality  appear 
in  them  [Sermons],  not,  indeed,  dressed 
out  in  the  meretricious  ornaments  of  a 
florid  style,  but  in  all  the  manly  force  and 
simple  graces  of  natural  eloquence.  .  .  . 
Will  always  be  read  with  pleasure  and  edi- 
fication.—Knox,  ViCESiMUS,  1777,  Essays, 
Moral  and  Literary,  No.  cxv. 

Jortin*s  sermons  are  very  elegant. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1778,  L^e  by  Bostoell, 
ed.  Hilly  vol.  iii,  p.  281. 

The  ease,  simplicity,  and  vigour  of  this 
engaging  writer  (I  speak  of  the  biog- 
rapher), who  negligently  scatters  learn- 
ing and  vivacity  on  every  subject  which 
he  treats,  are  here  [**Life  of  Erasmus"] 
exercised  on  a  most  congenial  topic. — 
Green,  Thomas,  1779-1810,  Diary  qf  a 
Lover  qf  Literature. 

As  to  Jortin,  whether  I  look  back  to 
his  verse,  to  his  prose,  to  his  critical  or 
to  his  theological  works,  there  are  few 
authors  to  whom  I  am  so  much  indebted 
for  rational  entertainment  or  for  solid  in- 
struction.—Parr,  Samuel,  1789,  Tracts 
by  a  Warburton  and  a  Warburtonian. 


Once,  and  rarely  more  than  6nce,  he 
rose  to  eloquence;  and  that  was  in  the 
preface  of  his  ** Remarks,"  &c.,  which 
the  late  Dr.  Gosset  told  me  he  regularly 
read  through,  every  year,  with  undimin- 
ished delight.  .  .  .  They  are  excel- 
lent,— pithy,  learned,  candid,  and  acute; 
presenting  us  with  the  marrow  of  his  pred- 
ecessors.—Dibdin,  Thomas  Prognall, 
1824,  T%e  Library  Companion,  pp.  100, 
116,  notes. 

Critical  [''Remarks  on  Ecclesiastical 
History"]  but  wanting  in  more  important 
things. — BicKERSTETH,  Edward,  1844, 
The  Christian  Student. 

Besides  being  a  writer  of  elegant  ser- 
mons in  an  age  when  pulpit  literature  had 
greatly  decayed,  may  be  remembered  as 
the  author  of  various  contributions  to 
ecclesiastical  history,  in  which  he  showed 
liberality  of  thought.  Jortin  was  persist- 
ent and  fairly  successful  in  controversy 
with  Warburton.— GossE,  Edmund,  1888, 
A  History  (f  Eighteenth  Century  LUera- 
tare,  p.  362. 

Jortin's  ''Erasmus,"  based  on  the  life 
by  Jean  Le  Clerc,  is  a  respectable  piece 
of  work,  but  has  long  been  superseded. 
His  five  volumes  of  contributions  to  eccle- 
siastical history  are  still  valuable,  not 
merely  for  the  store  of  curious  material 
which  they  contain,  illustrating  the  his- 
tory of  Christian  ideas  up  to  the  Reforma- 
tion, but  for  keen  judgments  of  men  and 
manners,  and  an  engaging  lightness  of 
style,  spiced  with  epigram.  "Wit  with- 
out ill-nature  and  sense  without  effort," 
says  Dr.  Parr,  "he  could  at  will  scatter 
upon  every  subject."  By  John  Hey  and 
later  writers  Jortin  is  unduly  decried  as 
flippant.  He  thought  and  wrote  like  a 
cultured  layman.  Though  he  regarded 
the  .niceties  of  theological  speculation 
as  "trifles,"  he  treated  them  in  detail, 
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with  a  mind  utterly  disengaged  from 
ecclesiastical  bias.  From  one  of  his  post- 
humous tracts  it  is  clear  that  he  inter- 
preted the  obligations  of  subscription  in 
the  laxest  sense.     His  personal  character 


was  remarkably  gentle  and  kindly.  He 
was  fond  of  music,  and  played  the  harpsi- 
chord.—Gordon,  Alexander,  1892,  Die- 
tionary  (f  National  Biography^  vol.  xxx, 
p.  202. 


Thomas  Gray 

1716-1771 

Born,  in  London,  26  Dec.  1716.  Early  education  at  Bumham.  To  Eton,  1727  [?]. 
To  Pembroke  Hall,  Camb.,  as  Pensioner,  summer  of  1734;  transferred  to  Peterhouse, 
9  Oct.  1734.  Took  no  degree ;  left  University,  Sept.  1738.  Travelled  abroad  with 
Horace  Walpole,  March  1739  to  Sept.  1740.  Returned  to  Peterhouse,  Camb.,  as  Fel- 
low-Commoner, Oct.  1742;  LL.  B.,  1743.  Lived  chiefly  at  Cambridge  for  remainder 
of  life.  Removed  to  Pembroke  Coll.,  6  March  1756.  In  London,  Jan.  1759  to  June 
1761.  Prof,  of  History  and  Mod.  Languages,  Cambridge,  28  July  1768.  Increasing 
ill-health.  Died,  at  Cambridge,  30  July  1771.  Buried  at  Stoke  Pogis.  Works: 
**Ode  on  a  distant  prospect  of  Eton  College"  (anon.),  1747;  **An  Elegy  wrote  in  a 
Country  Churchyard"  (anon.),  1751  (2nd-4th  edns.,  same  year) ;  **Six  Poems,"  1753; 
**The  Progress  of  Poesy;  and.  The  Bard,"  1758;  **Poems"  (collected;  two  independ- 
ent edns.),  1768;  **Ode,  performed  ...  at  the  installation  of  .  .  .  A.  H. 
Fitzroy,  Duke  of  Grafton"  (anon.),  1769.  Posthumous:  **A  Catalogue  of  the  Antiqui- 
ties ...  in  England  and  Wales"  (anon.;  priv.  ptd.),  [1773];  '*Life  and  Let- 
ters," ed.  by  W.  Mason,  1774;  **The  Bard,"  ed.  by  J.  Martin,  1837;  ''Correspond- 
ence with  W.  Mason,"  ed.  by  J.  Mitford,  1853.  Collected  Works:  '* Poems,"  ed. 
by  W.  Mason,  1775;  'Toems  and  Letters"  (priv.  ptd.),  1879;  *' Works,"  ed.  by 
E.  Gosse  (4  vols.),  1884.  Life:  by  E.  Gosse,  1882.— Sharp,  R.  Parquharson,  1897, 
.4  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  118. 


PERSONAL 

He  is  the  worst  company  in  the  world« 
From  a  melancholy  turn,  from  living  re- 
clusely,  and  from  a  little  too  much  dignity, 
he  never  converses  easily ;  all  his  words 
are  measured  and  chosen,  and  formed  into 
sentences;  his  writings  are  admirable; 
he  himself  is  not  agreeable. — Walpole, 
Horace,  1748,  To  George  Montagve^  Sep.  3 ; 
LetterSy  ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  n,  p.  128. 

Mr.  Gray,  our  elegant  poet,  and  deli- 
cate Fellow-Commoner  of  Peter  House, 
has  just  removed  to  Pembroke  Hall,  in 
resentment  of  some  usage  he  met  with  at 
the  former  place.  The  case  is  much 
talked  of,  and  is  this : — He  is  much  afraid 
of  fire,  and  was  a  great  sufferer  in  Corn- 
hill  ;  he  has  ever  since  kept  a  ladder  of 
ropes  by  him,  soft  as  the  silky  cords  by 
which  Romeo  ascended  to  his  Juliet,  and 
has  had  an  iron  machine  fixed  to  his  bed- 
room window.  The  other  morning  Lord 
Percival  and  some  Petreuchians,  going  a 
hunting,  were  determined  to  have  a  little 
sport  before  they  set  out,  and  thought 
it  would  be  no  bad  diversion  to  make  Gray 
bolt,  as  they  called  it,  so  ordered  their 
man,  Joe  Draper,  to  roar  out  "fire."    A 


delicate  white  night-cap  is  said  to  have 
appeared  at  the  window ;  but  finding  the 
mistake,  retired  again  to  the  couch.  The 
young  fellows,  had  he  descended,  were 
determined,  they  said,  to  have  whipped 
the  Butterfly  up  again.— Sharp,  Rev. 
John,  1756,  Letter,  March  12,  Nichols' 
Illustrations  of  Literature  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century,  vol.  vi,  p.  805. 

I  am  sorry  you  did  not  see  Mr.  Gray  on 
his  return;  you  would  have  been  much 
pleased  with  him.  Setting  aside  his 
merit  as  a  poet  which,  however,  is 
greater  in  my  opinion  than  any  of  his  con- 
temporaries can  boast,  in  this  or  any  other 
nation,  I  found  him  possessed  of  the  most 
exact  taste,  the  soundest  judgment,  and 
the  most  extensive  learning.  He  is  happy 
in  a  singular  facility  of  expression.  His 
composition  abounds  with  original  obser- 
vations, delivered  in  no  appearance  of 
sententious  formality,  and  seeming  to 
arise  spontaneously  without  study  or  pre- 
meditation. I  passed  two  days  with  him 
at  Glammis,  and  found  him  as  easy  in  his 
manners,  and  as  communicative  and  frank 
as  I  could  have  wished. — Beattie,  James, 
1765,  Letter  to  Sir  WiUiam  Forbes. 
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I  regret  that  poor  Mr.  Gray  is  now  no 
more  than  Pindar.  One  fatal  moment 
sets  two  or  three  thousand  years  aside, 
and  brings  the  account  equal.  I  really 
believe  our  British  Pindar  not  unequal  in 
merit  to  the  bard  of  Thebes.  I  hope 
Mr.  Gray  has  left  some  works  yet  unpub- 
lished.—Montagu,  Elizabeth,  1772,  Let- 
ters, Aug.  15 ;  A  Lady  of  the  Lad  Century y 
ed.  Doran,  p.  177. 

Perhaps  he  was  the  most  learned  roan 
in  Europe.  He  was  equally  acquainted 
with  the  elegant  and  profound  parts  of 
science,  and  that  not  superficially,  but 
thoroughly.  He  knew  every  branch  of 
history,  both  natural  and  civil ;  had  read 
all  the  original  histories  of  England, 
France,  and  Italy ;  and  was  a  great  anti- 
quarian. Criticism,  metaphysics,  morals, 
politics,  made  a  principal  part  of  his  study ; 
voyages  and  travels  of  all  sorts  were  his 
favourite  amusements ;  and  he  had  a  fine 
taste  in  paintings,  prints,  architecture, 
and  gardening.  With  such  a  fund  of 
knowledge,  his  conversation  must  have 
been  equally  instructing  and  entertaining ; 
but  he  was  also  a  good  man,  a  man  of  vir- 
tue and  humanity.  There  is  no  character 
without  some  speck,  some  imperfection; 
and  I  think  the  greatest  defect  in  his 
was  an  affectation  in  delicacy,  or  rather 
effeminacy,  and  a  visible  fastidiousness, 
or  contempt  and  disdain  of  his  inferiors 
in  science. — Temple,  William,  1772, 
Ijetter  to  James  Boswell,  London  Magazine, 
March. 

He  was  much  admired  for  his  singing 
in  his  youth ;  yet  he  was  so  sly  in  exer- 
cising this  talent  that  Mr.  Walpole  tells 
me  he  never  could  but  once  prevail 
on  him  to  give  proof  of  it,  and  then  it 
was  with  so  much  pain  to  himself  that  it 
gave  him  no  manner  of  pleasure. — Mason, 
William,  1774,  Memoirs  of  Thomas  Gray. 

What  has  occurred  to  me,  from  the 
slight  inspection  of  his  letters  in  which 
my  undertaking  has  engaged  me,  is,  that 
his  mind  had  a  large  grasp ;  that  his  curi- 
osity was  unlimited,  and  his  judgment  cul- 
tivated ;  that  he  was  a  man  likely  to  love 
much  where  he  loved  at  all ;  but  that  he 
was  fastidious  and  hard  to  please. — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81,  Gray,  Lives 
of  the  English  Poets. 

Gray  could  never  compose  voluntarily : 
his  genius  resembled  the  armed  appari- 
tion   in    Shelkspeare's    master-tragedy. 


"He  would  not  be  commanded."  When 
he  wished  to  compose  the  "Installation 
Ode,''  for  a  considerable  time  he  felt  him- 
self without  the  power  to  begin  it:  a 
friend  calling  on  him.  Gray  flung  open  his 
door  hastily,  and  in  a  hurried  voice  and 
tone,  exclaiming  in  the  first  verse  of  that 

ode — 

Hence,  avannt!  'tis  holy  groimd ! — 

his  friend  started  at  the  disordered 
appearance  of  the  bard,  whose  orgasm 
had  disturbed  his  very  air  and  countenance. 
—Disraeli,  Isaac,  1796-1818,  Ejffeet  (f 
Great  Works,  The  Literary  Character. 

Mr.  Gray  was  in  stature  rather  belo\i 
the  middle  size.  He  had  a  pleasing  coun- 
tenance, in  which,  however,  there  was  no 
extraordinary  expression,  consequently 
no  indication  of  his  internal  powers.  The 
print  which  is  prefixed  to  his  **Life"  \s 
rather  a  caricature,  for  his  features  were 
not  so  stiff  and  prominent,  but  more 
rounded  and  delicate. — Bryant,  Jacob, 
1798,  Letter,  Dec.  24. 

His  faculties  were  endowed  with  un- 
common strength;  he  thought  with  a 
manly  nervousness;  and  he  penetrated 
forcibly  into  every  subject  which  engaged 
his  attention.  But  his  petty  manners 
were  disagreeably  effeminate  and  fastidi- 
ous: his  habits  wanted  courage  and  hardi- 
ness ;  and  his  temper  and  spirits  were  a 
prey  to  feebleness,  indolence,  and  trivial 
derangements.  His  heart  was  pure ;  and 
his  conduct,  I  firmly  believe,  stained  with 
no  crime.  He  loved  virtue  for  its  own 
sake,  and  felt  a  just  and  never-slackened 
indignation  at  vice.  But  the  little  irri- 
tations of  his  daily  temper  were  too  much 
affected  by  trifles :  he  loved  to  assume  the 
character  of  the  fine  gentkman,  a  mean 
and  odious  ambition  in  any  one,  but 
scarcely  to  be  forgiven  in  a  man  of  genius. 
He  would  shrug  his  shoulders  and  distort 
his  voice  into  fastidious  tones ;  and  take 
upon  himself  the  airs  of  what  folly  is 
pleased  to  call  high  company, — Brydges, 
Sir  Samuel  Egerton,  1808,  Traits  in  the 
Character  cf  Gray  the  Poet ;  Centura  Lit- 
eraria. 

As  the  life  of  Gray  advanced,  it  was  still 
marked  by  the  same  studious  and  secluded 
habits ;  but  he  appears  gradually  to  have 
left  his  classical  studies  for  a  more  ex- 
tended circle  of  reading,  including  history, 
antiquities,  voyages,  and  traveld;  and  in 
many  of  the  books    in  his  library,  as 
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Fabian's  Chronicles, Clarendon,  and  others, 
the  extreme  attention  with  which  he  read 
is  seen  by  his  various  and  careful  anno- 
tations, and  by  the  margins  being  tilled 
with  illustrations  and  corrections  drawn 
from  State  Papers,  and  other  original  doc- 
uments. The  latest  period  of  his  life 
seems  to  have  been  very  much  occupied 
in  attention  to  natural  history  in  all  its 
varied  branches,  both  in  the  study  of 
books,  and  in  the  diligent  observation  of 
nature.— MiTFORD,  John,  1814-43-53, 
Life  of  Gray. 

I  cannot,  on  looking  through  his 
memoirs,  letters,  and  poems,  discover  the 
slightest  trace  of  passion,  or  one  proof 
or  even  indication  that  he  was  ever  under 
the  influence  of  woman. — Jameson,  Anna 
Brownell,  1829,  The  Loves  of  the  Poets^ 
vol.  II,  p.  309. 

In  the  even  balance  of  all  his  emotions 
Gray  preserved  himself  from  every  vice ; 
— virtuous  generally,  inasmuch  as  he  car- 
ried no  one  virtue  into  a  passion.  Ambi- 
tion never  allured.  Pleasure  never  intox- 
icated. Love  never  engrossed  him.  His 
inspiration,  as  we  before  said,  was  a 
highly  cultivated  taste  operating  on  a 
most  harmonious  ear. — Lytton,  Edward 
BULWER  Lord,  1837-68,  Gray's  WorkSy 
Miscellaneous  Prose  Works,  vol.  i,  p.  152. 

Stoke  Park,  thus  interesting  both  on 
account  of  these  older  associations,  and 
of  Penn  and  Gray,  is  about  a  couple  of 
miles  from  Slough.  The  country  is  flat, 
but  its  monotony  is  broken  up  by  the  noble 
character  and  disposition  of  its  woods. 
Near  the  house  is  a  fine  expanse  of  water, 
across  which  the  eye  falls  on  fine  views, 
particularly  to  the  south,  of  Windsor 
Castle,  Cooper's  Hill,  and  the  Forest  Woods. 
About  three  hundred  yards  from  the  north 
front  of  the  house  stands  a  column,  sixty- 
eigh  t  feet  high,  bearing  on  the  top  a  colos- 
sal statue  of  Sir  Edward  Coke,  by  Rosa. 
The  woods  of  the  park  shut  out  the  view 
of  West  End  House,  Gray's  occasional 
residence,  but  the  space  is  open  from  the 
mansion  across  the  park,  so  as  to  take  in 
the  view  both  of  the  church  and  of  a  mon- 
ument erected  by  the  late  Mr.  Penn  to 
Gray.  Alighting  from  the  carriage  at  a 
lodge,  I  entered  the  park  just  at  the  mon- 
ument. This  is  composed  of  fine  free- 
stone, and  consists  of  a  large  sarcophagus, 
supported  on  a  square  pedestal,  with  in- 
scriptions on  each  side.    Three  of  them 


are  selected  from  the  **Ode  to  Eton  Col- 
lege" and  the  '* Elegy."  ...  The 
fourth  bears  this  inscription : 

''This  Monument,  in  honor  of 

Thomas  Gray, 

Was  erected  A.  D.  1799, 

Among  the  scenery 

Celebxated  by  that  great  Lyric  and  Elegiac 

Poet. 

He  died  in  1771, 

And  lies  unnoted  in  the  adjoining  Clmrch- 

yard, 

Under  the  Tomb-stone  on  which  he  piously 

And  pathetically  recorded  the  interment 

Of  his  Aunt  and  lamented  Mother." 

This  monument  is  inclosed  in  a  neatly- 
kept  garden-like  inclosure,  with  a  winding 
walk  approaching  from  the  shade  of  the 
neighboring  trees.  To  the  right,  across 
the  park,  at  some  little  distance,  backed 
by  fine  trees,  stands  the  rural  little  church 
and  churchyard  where  Gray  wrote  his 
** Elegy,"  and  where  he  lies.— Howitt, 
WiLUAM,  1846,  Homes  and  Haunts  of  the 
Most  Eminent  British  Poets,  vol.  i,  pp. 
318,  319. 

Gray  found  very  little  gratification  at 
Cambridge  in  the  society  and  manners  of 
the  young  university  men  who  were  his 
contemporaries.  They  ridiculed  his  sen- 
sitive temper  and  retired  habits,  and  gave 
him  the  nickname  of  "Miss  Gray,"  for 
his  supposed  effeminacy.  Nor  does  Gray 
seem  to  have  lived  on  much  better  terms 
with  his  academic  superiors.  He  abhorred 
mathematics,  with  the  same  cordiality  of 
hatred  which  Pope  professed  towards 
them,  and  at  that  time  concurred  with 
Pope  in  thinking  that  the  best  recipe  for 
dulness  was  to 

''Full  in  the  midst  of  Euclid  plunge  at  once. 
And  petrify  a  genius  to  a  dunce." 

—Creasy,  Sir  Edward,  1850-75,  Mem- 
oirs qf  Eminent  Etonians,  p.  333. 

Viewed  through  the  medium  of  the 
interest  which  legitimately  attaches  to 
genius,  we  are  confident  that  the  few  in- 
cidents in  the  life  of  such  a  man  as 
Thomas  Gray  will  appear  important  links 
of  a  chain  of  existence  whose  value  was 
precious  beyond  all  calculation. — War- 
burton,  Eliot,  1852,  Memoirs  of  Horace 
Walpole,  vol.  ii,  p.  128. 

The  morose  hermit  of  Cambridge. — 
Taine,  H.  a.,  1871,  History  of  English 
Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  ii,  bk.  iii, 
ch.  vii,  p.  220. 

What  Gray  owed  to  his  mother  may  be 
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imagined.  It  was  she  who  saved  his  life 
when  he  was  a  child ;  and  it  was  she  who 
sent  him  to  Eton,  where  he  remained  six 
years,  and  to  Cambridge,  where  he  re- 
mained three  or  four  years,  and  to  the 
continent,  where  he  traveled  with  Horace 
Walpole,  living  the  life  of  a  thoughtful 
and  elegant  scholar.  She  lived  to  see 
twelve — is  it  harsh  to  say — happy  years 
after  the  death  of  her  husband,  to  see  her 
love  repaid  by  the  genius  of  her  son.  As 
devoted  to  her  as  she  was  to  him,  he  never 
mentioned  her  without  a  sigh.  And  when 
she  died,  full  of  years,  he  placed  over  her 
loved  remains  this  most  pathetic  inscrip- 
tion : 

Beside  her  Friend  and  Sister, 

Here  sleep  the  Remains  of 

Dorothy  Gray, 

Widow ;  the  careful,  tender  mother 

Of  many  Children,  one  of  whom  alone 

Had  the  Misfortune  to  survive  her. 

She  died  March  XI.,  MDCOLm. 

Aged  LXXII. 

—Stoddard,  Richard  Henry,  1S7^,  Brit- 
ish Authors,  Scribnefs  Monthly,  vol.  8, 
p.  456. 

West  End,  the  house  in  which  Gray's 
mother  lived,  and  he  wrote  much  poetry 
and  many  letters,  now  called  Stoke  Court, 
is  about  one  mile  north  of  the  church. 
Gray  described  it  as  ''a  compact  neat  box 
of  red  brick,  with  sash  windows,  a  grotto 
made  of  flints,  a  walnut-tree  with  three 
mole-hills  under  it."  The  house  was 
rebuilt  by  Mr.  Penn  about  1845,  on  a 
larger  scale,  and  is  now  a  gentleman's 
vil  la.  The  room  in  which  Gray  wrote  was, 
however,  preserved,  and  forms  a  part  of 
the  present  house.  The  walnut-tree  and 
grotto  were  retained,  and  the  basin  of 
gold-fishes  greatly  enlarged. — Thorne, 
James,  1877,  Handbook  of  the  Environs  of 
London :  Stoke  Pogis. 

In  one  of  Phillip  Gray's  fits  of  extrava- 
gances he  seems  to  have  had  a  full-length 
of  his  son  painted,  about  this  time,  by  the 
fashionable  portrait-painter  of  the  day, 
Jonathan  Richardson  the  elder.  The 
picture  is  in  the  Fitzwilliam  Museum,  at 
Cambridge.  The  head  is  good  in  colour 
and  modelling ;  a  broad,  pale  brow,  sharp 
nose  and  chin,  large  eyes,  and  a  pert  ex- 
pression give  a  lively  idea  of  the  pre- 
cocious and  not  very  healthy  young  gentle- 
man of  thirteen.  He  is  dressed  in  a  blue 
satin  coat,  lined  with  pale  shot  silk,  and 
crosses    his  stockinged    legs   so  as  to 


display  dapper  slippers  of  russet  leather. 
His  father,  however,  absolutely  refused 
to  educate  him,  and  he  was  sent  to  Eton, 
about  1727,  under  the  auspices  of  his 
uncles,  and  at  the  expense  of  his  mother. 
— GossE,  Edmund,  1882,  Gray  (English 
Men  of  Letters),  p.  3. 

'^  Knowledge,  penetration,  seriousness, 
sentiment,  humour" — so  Mr.  Matthew 
Arnold  counts  over  the  five  talents  com- 
mitted to  Gray.  Five  talents ;  yet  it  is 
not  easy  to  think  of  him  as  ever  to  be  a 
ruler  of  five  cities.  With  his  gathered 
learning,  his  insight  and  his  power  of 
organising  knowledge,  his  judgment  at 
once  delicate  and  solid,  his  feeling  for 
beauty  in  nature  and  in  art,  his  amiable 
irony  and  his  brightness  of  style,  why 
was  Gray  a  failure,  and  why  does  the 
story  of  his  life  hang  weights  upon  our 
courage  and  our  hope  ?  One  can  imagine 
his  biographer  protesting  in  lively  tones 
against  the  word  *  *  failure. ' '  Gray  created 
a  style  in  English  poetry ;  he  was  perhaps 
the  most  cultured  Englishman  of  his  gen- 
eration; he  interpreted  Icelandic  litera- 
ture; he  heralded  the  romantic  revival; 
he  felt  the  beauty  of  Gothic  architecture; 
he  revealed  the  wonders  of  lake  and  crag 
in  Cumberland  and  Westmoreland ;  he  sus- 
tained classical  learning  in  his  university; 
he  made  true  friends  and  kept  them. 
And,  doubtless,  compared  with  many  lives, 
that  of  Gray  may  almost  deserve  to  be 
called  a  success.  Yet,  on  the  other  hand, 
there  have  been  gallant  defeats  which, 
compared  with  such  success  as  his,  look 
like  victories.  After  all  contentions  to 
the  contrary,  the  settled  conviction  re- 
turns and  maintains  its  hold  upon  our 
minds  that  Gray  failed  to  work  out  the 
possibilities  of  his  nature ;  that,  for  some 
enervating  cause  within,  some  retarding 
cause  without,  his  powers  must  have  car- 
ried him  much  farther  than  they  actually 
did.— Dowden,  Edward,  1882,  Gosse's 
Gray,  The  Academy,  vol.  22,  p.  58. 

His  contemptuous  hatred  of  theology 
and  of  creeds  is  marked;  he  had  no 
patience  with  them ;  of  worship  he  knew 
nothing.  It  has  been  said  that  he  would 
have  found  a  medicine  for  his  unhappiness 
in  wedded  love ;  he  would  have  found  more 
than  a  medicine  in  religion.  The  stately 
pathos  of  such  a  life  is  indisputable.  TTie 
pale  little  poet,  with  greatness  written  so 
largely  on  all  his  works,  with  keen,  deep 
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eyes,  the  long  aquiline  nose,  the  heavy 
chin,  the  thin  compressed  lips,  the  halting 
affected  gait,  is  a  figure  to  be  contem- 
plated with  serious  and  loving  interest, 
spoiled  for  life,  as  he  said,  by  retirement. 
—Benson,  Arthur  Christopher,  1888, 
Gray,  MacmillarCs  Magazine^  vol,  59,  p.  30. 

I  was  FORTUNATE  enough  to  obtain  a 
few  years  ago  the  original  manuscript  of 
Gray's  "Elegy  in  a  Country  Church- 
yard": I  mention,  merely  for  the  sake 
of  a  historical  record,  that  an  American 
sent  over  to  bid  200  pounds  for  it:  I 
obtained  it  for  220.  It  would  have  been 
to  the  lasting  shame  of  Britain  to  allow 
such  a  priceless  treasure  to  cross  the 
Atlantic.  When  a  boy  at  Eton  I  made  a 
pilgrimage  each  year  to  the  Churchyard 
where  Gray  is  entombed:  no  record  of 
him  exists  there:  he  was  buried  in  his 
mother's  grave :  the  well-intentioned,  but 
vulgar,  monument  in  Stoke  Pogis  Park, 
close  by,  is  unworthy  of  the  beauty  of  his 
consummate  Art,  and  exquisite  Refine- 
ment.—Fraser,  Sir  William,  1893,  l/ic 
et  Ubiqv£,  p.  266. 

The  air  of  Stoke  Pogis  must  promote 
longevity.  The  church  itself  is  a  marvel 
of  loveliness,  with  its  gray,  ivy-clad  walls, 
its  many  gables,  its  tall,  graceful  spire, 
and  its  general  air  of  peaceful,  honoured 
old  age.  Gray  lies  close  to  the  western 
wall  of  the  church,  in  the  same  tomb  with 
the  mother  who  was  his  idol.  .  .  . 
We  went  down  into  the  seven  hundred 
year  old  church,  to  which  we  had  come 
solely  for  Gray's  sake,  and  found,  as  usual, 
that  it  was  a  palimpsest.  Always  one 
inscription  on  the  parchment  overlies 
another.  ...  In  one  corner  a  square 
pew  is  pointed  out,  where  Gray  used  to 
sit  by  his  mother's  side,  thinking  a  boy's 
thoughts. — Dorr,  Julia  C.  R.,  1895,  The 
Flower  of  England's  Face,  pp.  76,  78,  79. 

He  was  sensitive  to  all  fine  influences 
that  were  in  the  literary  air.  One  of  the 
greatest  scholars  among  English  poets, 
his  taste  was  equal  to  his  acquisitions. 
He  was  a  sound  critic  of  poetry,  music, 
architecture,  and  painting.  His  mind  and 
character  both  had  distinction;  and  if 
there  was  something  a  trifle  finical  and 
old-maidish  about  his  personality — which 
led  the  young  Cantabs  on  one  occasion  to 
take  a  rather  brutal  advantage  of  his 
nervous  dread  of  fire — there  was  also  that 
nice  reserve  which  gave  to  Milton,  when 


he  was  at  Cambridge,  the  nickname  of  the 
"the  lady  of  Christ's." — Beers,  Henry 
A.,  1898,  A  History  of  English  Romanti- 
eism  in  the  Eighteenth  Centuryy  p.  172. 

Whichever  way  the  eye  turns  in  all  the 
country  between  Windsor  and  Stoke  Pogis 
there  is  in  every  place  something  that 
suggests  chapters  in  Gray's  life  or  famous 
and  beloved  lines  from  his  poems ;  and  the 
landscape  in  which  so  much  of  his  life  was 
set  and  with  which  so  many  of  his  works 
are  associated,  is  one  whose  whole  tone 
and  character  seem  peculiarly  in  harmony 
with  his  own  genius.  But  it  is  in  the 
quiet  churchyard  that  the  memory  of  the 
poet  lives  in  its  greatest  intensity.  So 
long  as  the  pathos  of  lowly  life  appeals  to 
the  heart,  so  long  as  there  is  a  soul  not 
wholly  lost  to  the  charm  of  peaceful  days 
spent  in  the  ''cool  sequestered  vale  of 
life,"  so  long  as  the  tender  images  of 
fading  day  and  unavailing  reminders  of 
the  dead  have  power  to  move  the  spirit, 
— so  long  will  this  God's  Acre  keep  green 
the  memory  of  that  poet  whose  verse 
abounds  with  "sentiments  to  which  every 
bosorii  returns  an  echo." — Shelley, 
Henry  C,  1898,  The  Birthplace  of  Gray's 
Elegy,  New  England  Magazine,  vol.  24,  p. 
672. 

ELEGY  IN  A  COUNTRY    . 
CHURCHYARD 
1751 

As  you  have  brought  me  into  a  little 
sort  of  distress,  you  must  assist  me,  I 
believe,  to  get  out  of  it  as  well  as  I  can. 
Yesterday  I  had  the  misfortune  of  receiv- 
ing a  letter  from  certain  gentlemen  (as 
their  bookseller  expresses  it),  who  have 
taken  the  Magazine  of  Magazines  into  their 
hands.  They  tell  me  that  an  ingenious 
Poem,  called  reflections  in  a  Country 
Church- Yard,  has  been  communicated  to 
them,  which  they  are  printing  forth-with ; 
that  they  are  informed  that  the  excellent 
author  of  it  is  I  by  name,  and  that  they 
beg  not  only  his  indulgence,  but  the  honour 
of  his  correspondence,  etc.  As  I  am  not 
at  all  disposed  to  be  either  so  indulgent, 
or  so  correspondent,  as  they  desire,  I  have 
but  one  bad  way  left  to  escape  the  honour 
they  would  inflict  upon  me;  and  there- 
fore am  obliged  to  desire  you  would  make 
Dodsley  print  it  immediately  (which  may 
be  done  in  less  than  a  week's  time)  from 
your  copy,  but  without  my  name,  in  what 
form  is  most  convenient  for  him,  but  on 
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his  best  paper  and  character;  he  must 
correct  the  press  himself,  and  print  it 
without  any  interval  between  the  stanzas, 
because  the  sense  is  in  some  places  con- 
tinued beyond  them;  and  the  title  must 
be, — Elegy,  written  in  a  Country  Church- 
yard. If  he  would  add  a  line  or  two  to 
say  it  came  into  his  hands  by  accident,  I 
should  like  it  better.  If  you  behold  the 
Magazine  of  Magazines  in  the  light  I  do, 
you  will  not  refuse  to  give  yourself  this 
trouble  on  my  account,  which  you  have 
taken  of  your  own  accord  before  now.  If 
Dodsley  do  not  do  this  immediately,  he 
may  as  well  let  it  alone. — Gray,  Thomas, 
17ol,  Letter  to  Horace  Walpole,  Feb.  11; 
Works,  ed.  Gosse  vol.  ii,  p.  210. 

The  following  Poem  came  into  my  hands 
by  accident,  if  the  general  approbation 
with  which  this  little  Piece  has  been 
spread,  may  be  called  by  so  slight  a  term 
as  accident.  It  is  this  approbation  which 
makes  it  unnecessary  for  me  to  make  an 
Apology  but  to  the  Author :  as  he  cannot 
but  feel  some  Satisfaction  in  having  pleas'd 
so  many  Headers  already,  I  flatter 
myself  he  will  forgive  my  communicating 
that  Pleasure  to  many  more. — **The 
Editor."— Dodsley,  Robert,  1751,  Elegy 
Written  in  a  Country  Church-yard,  Adver- 
tizement. 

This  is  a  very  fine  poem,  but  overloaded 
with  epithet.  The  heroic  measure,  with 
alternate  rhyme,  is  very  properly  adapted 
to  the  solemnity  of  the  subject,  as  it  is 
the  slowest  movement  that  our  language 
admits  of.  The  latter  part  of  the  poem 
is  pathetic  and  interesting.— ^Goldsmith, 
Oliver,  17G7,  The  Beauties  of  English 
Poetry. 

The  *'Church-yard"  abounds  with  images 
which  find  a  mirror  in  every  mind,  and 
with  sentiments  to  which  everv  bosom  re- 
turns  an  echo.  The  four  stanzas,  begin- 
ning **Yet  even  these  bones"  are  to  me 
original :  I  have  never  seen  the  notions  in 
any  other  place ;  yet  he  that  reads  them 
here  persuades  himself  that  he  has  always 
felt  them.  Had  Gray  written  often  thus, 
it  had  been  vain  to  blame,  and  useless 
to  praise  him.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779- 
81,  Gray,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

Of  smaller  poems,  the  **  Elegy"  of  Gray 
may  be  considered  as  the  most  exquisite 
and  finished  example  in  the  world,  of  the 
effect  resulting  from  the  intermixture  of 
evening  scenery  and  pathetic  reflection. 


—Drake,  Nathan,  1798-1820,  Literary 
Hours,  No.  xxiv,  vol.  u,  p.  17. 

Gray's  **  Pindaric  Odes"  are,  I  believe, 
generally  given  up  at  present:  they  are 
stately  and  pedantic,  a  kind  of  methodical 
borrowed  phrensy.  But  I  cannot  so  easily 
give  up,  nor  will  the  world  be  in  any  haste 
to  part  with,  his  '*  Elegy  in  a  Country 
Churchyard ;"  it  is  one  of  the  most  classi- 
cal productions  that  ever  was  penned  by 
a  refined  and  thoughtful  mind,  moralizing 
on  human  life.  Mr.  Coleridge  (in  his 
** Literary  Life")  says  that  his  friend  Mr. 
Wordsworth  had  undertaken  to  show  that 
the  language  of  the  '* Elegy''  is  unintelli- 
gible: it  has,  however,  been  understood. 
— Hazlitt,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on 
the  English  Poet^.  Lecture  vi. 

Had  Gray  written  nothing  but  his 
''Elegy,"  high  as  he  stands,!  am  not  sure 
that  he  would  not  stand  higher ;  it  is  the 
cornerstone  of  his  glory ;  without  it,  his 
odes  would  be  insufficient  for  his  fame. 
— Byron,  Lord,  1821,  On  Bowleses  Stric- 
tures on  Pope. 

I  know  not  what  there  is  of  spell  in  the 
following  simple  line : 
*'The  mde  forefathers  of  the  hamlet  sleep;  " 

but  no  frequency  of  repetition  can  exhaust 
its  touching  charm.  This  fine  poem  over- 
came even  the  spiteful  enmity  of  Johnson, 
and  forced  him  to  acknowledge  its  excel- 
lence.—Brydges,  Sir  Samuel  Egerton, 
1834,  Imaginary  Biography. 

There  is  a  charm  in  metre,  as  there  is 
in  music ;  it  is  of  the  same  kind,  though 
the  relation  may  be  remote ;  and  it  differs 
less  in  degree,  perhaps,  than  one  who  has 
not  an  ear  for  poetry  can  believe.  .  .  . 
Gray's  **  Elegy"  owes  much  of  its  popu- 
larity to  its  strain  of  verse ;  the  strain  of 
thought  alone,  jiatural  and  touching  as  it 
is,  would  never  have  impressed  it  upon 
the  hearts  of  thousands  and  tens  of  thou- 
sands, unless  the  diction  and  meter  in 
which  it  was  embodied  had  been  perfectly 
in  unison  with  it.  Beattie  ascribed  its 
general  reception  to  both  causes.  .  .  . 
Neither  cause  would  have  sufiiced  for  pro- 
ducing so  general,  and  extensive,  and 
permanent  an  effect,  unless  the  poem  had 
been,  in  the  full  import  of  the  word,  har- 
monious.—Southey,  Robert^  1835,  Life 
qf  Coivper,  ch.  xii. 

At  its  very  birth,  it  received  the  stamp  of 
immortality.— Lytton,  Edwabd  Bulweb 
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Lord,  1837-68,  Graj/s  Works,  Miseella- 
neons  Prose  Works,  vol.  i,  p.  146. 

Gray's  ** Elegy"  will  be  read  as  long  as 
any  work  of  Shakespeare,  despite  of  its 
moping  owl  and  the  tin-kettle  of  an  epi- 
taph tied  to  its  tail.  It  is  the  first  poem 
that  ever  touched  my  heart,  and  it  strikes 
it  now  just  in  the  same  place.  Homer, 
Shakespeare,  Milton,  Dante,  the  four 
giants  who  lived  before  our  last  Deluge 
of  poetry,  have  left  the  ivy  growing  on 
the  church-yard  wall. — Landor,  Walter 
Savage,  1843,  Notes  out  qf  Letters,  Life 
by  Forster,  p.  570. 

The  work  is  a  masterpiece  of  poetical 
handling.  .  .  .  But  the  poem,  in 
spite  of  all  his  skill,  has  somewhat  of  an 
artificial  and  hot-bed  air;  the. imagery, 
beautiful  as  it  is,  inspires  the  reader  with 
an  involuntary  feeling  of  its  having  been 
painfully  collected  from  a  multitude  of 
sources.  It  is  a  piece  of  rich  mosaic ;  and 
though  the  parts  of  which  it  is  composed 
are  exquisite  in  themselves  and  dovetailed 
together  with  no  ordinary  art,  the  effect 
of  the  whole  is  rather  of  construction  than 
eroZt^ioTi.— Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847,  Out- 
lines of  English  Literature,  pp.  296,  297. 

For  wealth  of  condensed  thought  and 
imagery,  fused  into  one  equable  stream 
of  golden  song  by  intense  ^re  of  genius, 
the  Editor  knows  no  poem  superior  to  this 
** Elegy,'' — none  quite  equal.  Nor  has 
the  difficulty  of  speaking  well  on  common 
topics,  without  exaggeration  yet  with 
unfailing  freshness  and  originality,  been 
ever  met  with  greater  success.  Line 
after  line  has  the  perfection  of  a  flawless 
jewel :  it  is  hard  to  find  a  word  that  could 
have  been  spared,  or  changed  for  the  bet- 
ter. This  condensation,  however,  has  in- 
jured the  clearness  of  the  poem:  the 
specific  gravity  of  the  gem,  if  we  may 
pursue  the  image,  has  diminished  its  trans- 
lucent qualities.  Many  notes  have  hence 
been  added ; — the  useful  but  prosaic  task 
of  paraphrase  is  best  left  to  the  reader, 
who  may  make  one  for  his  benefit,  and 
then  bum  it  for  his  pleasure. — Palgrave, 
Francis  Turner,  1875,  ed..  The  Chil- 
dren's Treasury  of  Ehvglish  Song,  Notes, 
p.  292. 

Of  all  short  poems— or  indeed  of  all 
poems  whatsoever — in  the  English  lan- 
guage, which  has  been,  for  a  century  .and 
a  quarter  past,  the  one  most  universally, 
persistently,  and  incessantly  reproduced 


and  quoted  from?  I  suppose,  beyond 
rivalry  and  almost  beyond  comparison,  the 
**  Elegy  in  a  Country  Churchyard"  of 
Thomas  Gray.  Such  is  the  glory  which 
has  waited  upon  scant  productiveness  and 
relative  mediocrity — though  undoubtedly 
nobly  balanced  and  admirably  grown  and 
finished  mediocrity — in  the  poetic  art. 
The  flute  has  overpowered  the  organ,  the^ 
riding-horse  has  outstripped  Pegasus,  and 
the  crescent  moon  has  eclipsed  the  sun. — 
RossETTi,  William  Michael,  1878,  Lives 
(f  Famous  Poets,  p.  147. 

A  popularity  due  in  great  measure  to 
the  subject, — created  for  Gray  a  reputa- 
tion to  which  he  has  really  no  right.  He 
himself  was  not  deceived  by  the  favour 
shown  to  the  "Elegy."  **Gray  told  me 
with  a  good  deal  of  acrimony,"  writes 
Dr.  Gregory,  **that  the  'Elegy'  owed  its 
popularity  entirely  to  the  subject,  and 
that  the  public  would  have  received  it  as 
well  if  it  had  been  written  in  prose." 
This  is  too  much  to  say;  the  ** Elegy"  is 
a  beautiful  poem,  and  in  admiring  it  the 
public  showed  a  true  feeling  for  poetry. 
But  it  is  true  that  the  **  Elegy"  owed  much 
of  its  success  to  its  subject,  and  that  it 
has  received  a  too  unmeasured  and  un- 
bounded praise.  Gray  himself,  however, 
maintained  that  the  ''Elegy"  was  not  his 
best  work  in  poetry,  and  he  was  right. 
High  as  is  the  praise  due  to  the  ** Elegy," 
it  is  yet  true  that  in  other  productions  of 
Gray  he  exhibits  poetical  qualities  even 
higher  than  those  exhibited  in  the 
** Elegy."  He  deserves,  therefore,  his 
extremely  high  reputation  as  a  poet, 
although  his  critics  and  the  public  may  not 
always  have  praised  him  with  perfect 
judgment.  We  are  brought  back,  then, 
to  the  question :  How,  in  a  poet  so  really 
considerable,  are  we  to  explain  his  scanti- 
ness of  production? — Arnold,  Matthew, 
1880,  The  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol. 
m,  p.  305. 

Extreme  elegance  and  careful  composi- 
tion are  more  conspicuous  in  the  "Elegy" 
than  in  most  other  English  poems  of  equal 
length.  The  art  is  not  forced  upon  the 
reader's  attention,  but  it  has  doubtless 
preserved  a  poem  in  which  it  is  commonly 
said  that  there  is  no  other  quality  of  excep- 
tional greatness.  Yet  there  is  a  sort  of 
ungraciousness  in  that  remark,  inasmuch  as 
it  resembles  the  well-known  criticism  of 
the  man  who,  when  he  first  saw  Hamlet 
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acted,  commented  on  the  large  number  of 
familiar  quotations  that  it  contained ,  for 
the  **  Elegy"  is  so  well  known  that  it 
seems  thereby  somewhat  trite  and  value- 
less.—Perry,  Thomas  S.,  1880,  Gray^ 
Collins  and  Beattie,  Atlantic  Monthly^  vol. 
46,  p.  812. 

It  was  whilst  Gray  was  quietly  vegetat- 
ing in  Bloomsbury  that  an  event  occurred 
of  which  he  was  quite  unconscious,  which 
yet  has  singularly  endeared  him  to  the 
memory  of  Englishmen.  On  the  evening 
of  the  12th  of  September,  1759— whilst 
Gray,  sauntering  back  from  the  British 
Museum  to  his  lodgings,  noted  that  the 
weather  was  cloudy,  with  a  south-south- 
west wind — on  the  other  side  of  the 
Atlantic  the  English  forces  lay  along  the 
river  Montmorency,  and  looked  anxiously 
across  at  Quebec  and  at  the  fateful  heights 
of  Abraham.  When  night-fall  came,  and 
before  the  gallant  four  thousand  obeyed 
the  word  of  command  to  steal  across  the 
river,  General  Wolfe,  the  young  officer  of 
thirty-three, who  was  next  day  to  win  death 
and  immortality  in  victory,  crept  along  in 
a  boat  from  post  to  post  to  see  that  all 
was  ready  for  the  expedition.  It  was  a 
fine,  silent  evening,  and  as  they  pulled 
along  with  muffled  oars,  the  General  re- 
cited to  one  of  his  officers  who  sat  with 
him  in  the  stern  of  the  boat  nearly  the 
whole  of  Gray's  *' Elegy  in  a  Country 
Churchyard,"  adding  as  he  concluded, 
**1  would  prefer  being  the  author  of  that 
poem  to  the  glory  of  beating  the  French 
tomorrow. '  *  Perhaps  no  finer  compliment 
was  ever  paid  by  the  man  of  action  to  the 
man  of  imagination,  and,  sanctified,  as  it 
were,  by  the  dying  lips  of  the  great  Eng- 
lish hero,  the  poem  seems  to  be  raised  far 
above  its  intrinsic  rank  in  literature,  and 
to  demand  our  respect  as  one  of  the 
acknowledged  glories  of  our  race  and  lan- 
guage.—GossE,  Edmund,  1882,  Gray 
{Englishmen  of  Letters),  p.  143. 

Gray's  Elegy  is  better  known  and  more 
widely  loved  than  any  single  poem  in  our 
language.  ...  It  is  because  the 
original  charm  is  still  as  fresh  as  ever, 
that  we  may  call  the  *  *  Elegy  in  a  Country 
Churchyard"  the  central  poem  of  the  age. 
—Harrison,  Frederic,  1883-86,  The 
Choice  of  Books  and  Other  Literary  Pieces, 
pp.  381,  382. 

Its  melancholy  music  gets  somehow 
stamped  on  the  brain  of  nearly  all  of  us. 


and  lends  a  poetic  halo  to  every  old  grave- 
yard that  has  the  shadow  of  a  church- 
tower  slanted  over  it. — Mitchell,  Don- 
ald G.,  1895,  English  Lands  Letters  and 
Kings,  Queen  Anne  and  the  Georges,  p.  79. 

Gray's  famous  "Elegy,"  1751,  which 
was  originally  sold  for  sixpence,  jumped 
from  £36  in  1888  to  £59  in  1892,  and  when 
the  next  copy  came  into  the  market  in 
December  1893  it  sold  for  £74— Rob- 
erts, W.,  1896,  Rare  Books  and  Their 
PriceSy  p.  25. 

It  is  the  habit  of  anthologists  to  include 
the  "Elegy"  in  collections  of  Lyric  poetry, 
but  no  definition  of  a  lyric  poem  that  I 
have  ever  heard  of  can  be  so  strained  as 
to  bring  this  long  and  almost  perfect  ele- 
giac poem  into  such  a  collection  as  the 
present.— Cr A WFURD,  Oswald,  1896,  ed. 
Lyrical  Verse  from  Elizabeth  to  Victoria, 
note,  p.  431. 

The  fame  of  Thomas  Gray  is  unique 
among  English  poets,  in  that,  although 
world-wide  and  luminous,  it  springs  from 
a  single  poem,  a  flawless  masterpiece,— 
**  The  Elegy  Written  in  a  Country  Church- 
yard." This  is  the  one  production  by 
which  he  is  known  to  the  great  mass  of 
readers  and  will  continue  to  be  known  to 
coming  generations ;  yet  in  his  own  time 
his  other  poems  were  important  factors, 
in  establishing  the  high  repute  accorded 
to  him  then  and  still  maintained  in  the 
esteem  of  critics.  .  .  .  Lowell  savs 
of  the  ** Elegy*'  that  it  won  its  popularity 
''not  through  any  originality  of  thought, 
but  far  more  through  originality  of 
sound."  There  must,  however,  be  some 
deeper  reason  than  this  for  the  grasp 
which  it  has  upon  the  minds  and  hearts  of 
all  classes.— Lathrop,  George  Parsons, 
1897,  Library  of  the  World^s  Best  Litera-, 
ture,  ed.  Warner,  vol.  XI,  pp.  6623,  6625. 

There  is  no  poem  in  the  English  lan- 
guage more  decidedly  popular.  It  appeals 
to  a  feeling  all  but  universal, — applicable 
to  all  ranks  and  classes  of  society.  The 
poem  exhibits  the  highest  poetic  sensibil- 
ity and  the  most  cultivated  taste.  No 
poem  in  the  English  language  is  more 
figurative,  nor  is  there  any  of  greater 
metrical  beauty.  The  popularity  which 
it  first  attained,  today  continues  unabated. 
—Jones,  William  C,  1897,  Elements  and 
Science  of  English  Versification,  p,  272. 

The  ''Elegy"  is  the  masterpiece  of  this 
whole  "II  Penseroso"  school,  and   has 
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summed  up  for  all  English  readers,  for 
all  time,  the  poetry  of  the  tomb. — Beers, 
Henry  A.,  1898,  A  History  of  English 
Romanticism  in  the  Eightemth  Century^ 
p.  175. 

ODES 

Even  my  friends  tell  me  they  [the 
Odes]  do  not  succeed,  and  write  me  mov- 
ing topics  of  consolation  on  that  head; 
in  short,  I  have  heard  of  nobody  but  a 

flayer  [Garrick]  and  a  doctor  of  divinity 
Warburton]  that  profess  tteir  esteem  for 
them.— Gray,  Thomas,  1757,  Letter  to 
Dr.  Hurd,  Aug,  25;  Works^  ed.  Gosse, 
vol.  II,  p.  325. 

He  speaks  to  a  people  not  easily  im- 
pressed with  new  ideas,  extremely  tena- 
cious of  the  old ;  with  difficulty  warmed, 
and  as  slowly  cooling  again.  How  un- 
suited  then  to  our  national  character  is 
that  species  of  poetry  which  rises  upon  us 
with  unexpected  flights !  Where  we  must 
hastily  catch  the  thought,  or  it  flies  from 
us ;  and,  in  short,  where  the  Reader  must 
largely  partake  of  the  Poet's  enthusiasm 
in  order  to  taste  his  beauties. — Gold- 
smith, Oliver,  1757,  Odes  by  Mr.  Gray, 
London  Monthly  Review^  vol.  17,  p.  239. 

Talking  of  Gray's  "Odes,"  he  said, 
''They  are  forced  plants  raised  in  a  hot- 
bed ;  and  they  are  poor  plants ;  they  are 
but  cucumbers  after  all."  A  gentleman 
present,  who  had  been  running  down  Ode- 
writing  in  general,  as  a  bad  species  of 
poetry,  unluckily  said,  **Had  they  been 
literally  cucumbers,  they  had  been  better 
things  than  Odes." — **Yes,  Sir  (said 
Johnson),  for  a  Ao^."— Johnson,  Samuel, 

1780,  Life  by  Boswell,  ed.  Hilly  vol.  iv, 
p.  15. 

I  yet  reflect  with  pain  upon  the  cool  re- 
ception which  those  noble  odes,  "The 
Progress  of  Poetry"  and  "The  Bard,"  met 
with  at  their  first  publication ;  it  appeared 
that  there  were  not  twenty  people  in  Eng- 
land who  liked  them.— Wharton,  Thomas, 

1781,  Letter  to  Mason,  May  29. 

No  piece  can  now  be  selected  from  his 
works  that  can  justly  come  into  competi- 
tion with  the  "Bard"  of  Gray;  over  his 
inimitable  ode  a  tinge  so  wildly,  awful,  so 
gloomily  terrific,  is  thrown,  as  without 
any  exception  to  place  it  at  the  head  of 
lyric  poetry.— Drake,  Nathan,  1798- 
1820,  Literary  Hours,  No.  xxv,  vol.  ii, 
p.  22. 

Gray  (to  whom  nothing  is  wanting  to 
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render  him,  perhaps,  the  finest  poet  in 
the  English  language  but  to  have  written 
a  little  more)  is  said  to  have  been  so  much 
hurt  by  a  foolish  and  impertinent  parody 
of  two  of  his  finest  odes,  that  he  never 
afterwards  attempted  any  considerable 
work.— Smfth,  Adam,  1801,  Theory  cf 
Moral  Sentiments,  vol.  i,  p.  255. 

**The  Ode  on  a  Distant  Prospect  of 
Eton  College"  is  more  mechanical  and  . 
commonplace  [than  the  **  Elegy  in  a  Coun-  ^ 
try  Churchyard] ;  but  it  touches  on  cer- 
tain strings  about  the  heart,  that  vibrate 
in  unison  with  it  to  our  latest  breath. 
No  one  ever  passes  by  Windsor's  ** stately 
heights,"  or  sees  the  distant  spires  of 
Eton  College  below,  without  thinking  of 
Gray.  He  deserves  that  we  should  think 
of  him;  for  he  thought  of  others,  and 
turned  a  trembling,  ever-watchful  ear  to 
the  "still  sad  music  of  humanity." — 
Hazutt,  Wiluam,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
En^flish  Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

.  .  .  I  have  this  evening  been  read- 
ing a  few  passages  in  Gray's  Odes.  I  am 
very  much  pleased  with  them.  The 
"Progress  of  Poesy"  and  the  "Ode  on 
Eton  College"  are  admirable.  And  many 
passages  of  "The  Bard,"  though,  I  con- 
fess, quite  obscure  to  roe,  seem  to  partake 
in  a  great  degree  of  the  sublime.  Obscu- 
rity is  the  great  objection  which  many 
urge  against  Gray.  They  do  not  consider 
that  it  contributes  in  the  highest  degree 
to  sublimity;  and  he  certainly  aimed  at 
sublimity  in  these  Odes.  Every  one  ad- 
mires his  Elegy,  and  if  they  do  not  his 
Odes,  they  must  attribute  it  to  their  own 
want  of  taste.— Longfellow,  Henry 
Wadsworth,  1823,  Letter  to  His  Mother, 
Life,  ed.  Longfellow,  vol.  i,  p.  29. 

That  beautiful  stanza  where  he  has 
made  the  founders  of  Cambridge  to  pass 
before  our  eyes  like  shadows  over  a  magic 
glass.— Hallam,  Henry,  1827-46,  C^- 
stitutional  History  of  England. 

Who  has  not  felt  the  sentiments  and 
the  regrets  expressed  here  with  all  the 
sweetness  of  the  Muse?  Who  has  not 
been  affected  at  the  remembrances  of  the 
sports,  the  studies,  the  loves,  of  his  early 
years!  But  can  we  recall  them  to  life? 
The  pleasures  of  youth  reproduced  by 
memory  are  ruins  viewed  by  torch-light. 
—Chateaubriand,  Franqois  RenS  Vis- 
count DE,  1837,  Sketches  qf  English  Lit- 
erature, vol,  II,  p.  259. 
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Overflies  [''The  Bard"]  all  other  Eng- 
lish lyrics  like  an  eagle.  ...  It  was 
the  prevailing  blast  of  Gray's  trumpet 
that  more  thsm  anything  else  called  men 
back  to  the  legitimate  standard. — Low- 
ell, James  Russell,  1871,  Pope,  My 
Study  Windows,  pp,  337,  338. 

\  Gray's  Odes  have  a  stately  swing  to 
their  measures,  which  comes  nearer  to 
Pindar  than  any  other  poetry.  He  is  the 
most  successful  copyist  of  the  Greek 
metres,  and  he  never  fails  to  stir  us  by 
the  mere  power  of  style. — Poor,  Laura 
Elizabeth,  1880,  Sanskrit  and  Its  Kin- 
dred  Literatures,  p.  436. 

Compared,  not  with  the  work  of  the 
great  masters  of  the  golden  ages  of  poetry, 
but  with  the  poetry  of  his  own  contempo- 
raries in  general,  Gray's  may  be  said  to 
have  reached,  in  his  style,  the  excellence 
at  which  he  aimed ;  while  the  evolution, 
also,  of  such  a  piece  as  his  ''Progress  of 
Poesy,"  must  be  accounted  not  less  noble 
and  sound  than  its  style. — Arnold,  Mat- 
thew, 1880,  The  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward, 
vol.  in,  p.  316. 

In  the  "Eton  College,"  again,  the 
change  from  emotion  to  emotion,  the  bal- 
ance of  the  parts,  the  pathetic  humor  of 
the  conclusion,  which  recalls  and  binds 
together  and  suffuses  the  whole,  must 
strike  everybody  who  reflects  for  a 
moment  on  the  construction  of  the  poem. 
The  effect  of  the  whole,  and  of  each  part 
as  contributing  to  the  whole,  has  been 
elaborately  calculated,  elaborately,  and 
yet  with  such  vividness  of  emotional  in- 
sight that  there  is  no  trace  of  labor. 
Stanza  follows  stanza  as  if  by  spontaneous 
growth,  and  the  concluding  reflection 
arises  as  if  by  irresistible  suggestion. — 
MiXTO,  William,  1894,  The  Literature  cf 
the  Georgian  Era,  ed.  Knight,  p.  96. 

LETTERS 

I  find  more  people  like  the  grave  letters 
than  those  of  humour,  and  some  think  the 
latter  a  little  affected,  which  is  as  wrong 
a  judgment  as  they  could  make ;  for  Gray 
never  wrote  anything  easily  but  things  of 
humour.  Humour  was  his  natural  and 
original  turn — and  though,  from  his  child- 
hood, he  was  grave  and  reserved  his  genius 
led  him  to  see  things  ludicrously  and  satir- 
ically;  and  though  his  health  and  dissat- 
isfaction gave  him  low  spirits,  his  melaj^: 
choly  turn  was  much  more  affected  thai 


his  pleasantry  in  writing.  You  knew 
him  enough  to  know  I  am  in  the  right.— 
Walpole,  Horace,  1775,  To  Rev.  William 
Cole,  Letters;  ed.  Ounninghanif  vol.  vi,  p. 
206. 

Read  Gray's  Letters  on  his  Tour  to  the 
Lakes.  He  saw  little,  and  that  little  has- 
tily ;  but  what  he  did  see  he  sketched  with 
the  pen  inimitably.  The  touches  with 
which  he  occasionally  gives  life  and  spirit 
to  the  delineation  are  equisite.  Yet  in 
Gray's  prose,  as  in  his  verse,  there  is  some 
thing  siffected ;  and  his  wit,  though  very 
refined  and  pure,  has  the  air  of  being 
forced.  The  description  of  the  sunrise 
is  incomparably  fine. — Green,  Thomas, 
1779-1810,  Diary  qf  a  Lover  cf  Litera- 
ture. 

Gray's  letters  very  much  resemble  what 
his  conversation  was.  He  had  none  of 
the  airs  of  either  a  scholar  or  a  poet ;  and 
though  on  those  and  all  other  subjects  he 
spoke  to  me  with  the  utmost  freedom,  and 
without  any  reserve,  he  was  in  general 
company  much  more  silent  than  one  could 
have  wished. — FoRBES,  Sir  Wiluah, 
1806,  Life  qf  Beattie. 

His  letters  are  inimitably  fine.  If  his 
poems  are  sometimes  finical  and  pedantic, 
his  prose  is  quite  free  from  affectation. 
He  pours  his  thoughts  out  upon  paper 
as  they  arise  in  his  mind ;  and  they  arise 
in  his  mind  without  pretence,  or  con- 
straint, from  the  pure  impulse  of  learned 
leisure  and  contemplative  indolence.  He 
is  not  here  on  stilts  or  in  buckram ;  but 
smiles  in  his  easychair  as  he  moralizes 
through  the  loopholes  of  his  retreat  on 
the  bustle  and  raree-show  of  the  world, 
or  "those  reverend  bedlams — colleges 
and  schools!" — He  had  nothing  to  do  but 
to  read  and  think,  and  to  tell  his  friends 
what  he  read  and  thought.  His  life  was 
a  luxurious,  thoughtful  dream. — Haz- 
UTT,  William,  1818,  Lectures  on  the 
English  Poets,  Lecture  vi. 

Delightful  indeed  are  these  '^Letters:" 
evincing  the  taste  of  a  virtuoso,  the  at- 
tainments of  a  scholar,  and  the  gaiety  of 
a  classical  wit.— DiBDiN,  Thomas  Feog- 
NALL,  1824,  Library  Companion. 

Gray  appears  to  us  to  be  the  best  let- 
ter-writer in  the  language.  Others  equal 
him  in  particular  qualities,  and  surpass 
him  in  amount  of  entertainment;  but  none 
are    so    nearly    faultless.    Chesterfield 
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ivants  heart,  and  even  his  boasted  ''deli- 
cacy;" Bolingbroke  and  Pope  want  sim- 
plicity ;  C!owper  is  more  lively  than  strong ; 
Shenstone  reminds  you  of  too  many  rainy 
days,  Swift  of  too  many  things  he  affected 
to  despise,  Gibbon  too  much  of  the  formal- 
ist and  the  lUteratiur.  The  most  amus- 
ing of  all  our  letter-writers  are  Walpole  and 
Lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu ;  but  though 
they  have  abundance  of  wit,  sense,  and 
animal  spirits,  you  are  not  always  sure  of 
their  veracity.  Now,  **the  first  quality 
in  a  companion,"  as  Sir  William  Temple 
observes,  ** is  truth;"  and  Gray's  truth 
is  as  manifest  as  his  other  good  qualities. 
He  has  sincerity,  modesty,  manliness  (in 
spite  of  a  somewhat  effeminate  body), 
learning,  good-nature,  playfulness,  a  per- 
fect style;  and  if  an  air  of  pensiveness 
breathes  all  over,  it  is  only  of  that  re- 
signed and  contemplative  sort  which 
completes  our  sympathy  with  the  writer. 
.  .  .  Gray  is  the**  melancholy  Jaques" 
of  English  literature,  without  the  sullen- 
ness  or  causticity. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1849, 
A  Book  for  a  Corner^  Second  Series, 

Everyone  knows  the  letters  of  Gray,  and 
remembers  the  lucid  simplicity  and  direct- 
ness, mingled  with  the  fastidious  senti- 
ment of  a  scholar,  of  his  description  of 
such  scenes  as  the  Chartreuse.  That  is 
a  well-known  description,  but  those  in  his 
journal  of  a  **Tour  in  the  North"  have 
been  neglected,  and  they  are  especially 
interesting  since  they  go  over  much  of  the 
country  in  which  Wordsworth  dwelt,  and 
of  which  he  wrote.  They  are  also  the  first 
conscious  effort — and  in  this  he  is  a 
worthy  forerunner  of  Wordsworth — to 
describe  natural  scenery  with  the  writer's 
eye  upon  the  scene  described,  and  to 
describe  it  in  simple  and  direct  phrase,  in 
distinction  to  the  fine  writing  that  was 
then  practised.  And  Gray  did  this  inten- 
tionally in  the  light  prose  journal  he  kept, 
and  threw  by  for  a  time  the  refined  care- 
fulness and  the  insistance  on  human  emo- 
tion which  he  thought  necessary  in  poetic 
description  of  Nature.  In  his  prose  then, 
though  not  in  his  poetry,  we  have  Nature 
loved  for  her  own  sake. — Brooke,  Stop- 
ford,  A.,  1874,  Theology  in  the  English 
Poets,  p.  36. 

Kindly  feeling,  an  indolent  turn,  intel- 
lectual fastidiousness,  are  traceable  up 
and  down  the  course  of  the  correspond- 
ence, and  present  a  genuine  likeness  of 


the  man.— RossETTi,  William  Michael, 
1878,  Ldves  ofFanums  Poets^  p.  158. 

However  people  may  differ  in  their  esti- 
mate of  Gray  as  a  poet,  as  a  man  he  is 
secure  of  our  affection,  so  soon  as  we  get 
to  know  him,  and  any  one  may  know  him 
who  will  read  his  letters.  Here,  surely, 
there  is  no  want  of  speaking  out.  In- 
deed, there  are  few  literary  men  of  so 
attractive  a  nature  as  Gray.  Perhaps  he 
is  the  most  lovable  of  all  except  Charles 
Lamb,  and  with  Lamb,  despite  many  obvi- 
ous differences,  he  has  many  points  in 
common.  They  were  both  solitary  crea- 
tures, living  a  recluse  life  in  the  world, 
but  not  of  it,  their  best  friends  among  the 
dead ;  they  were  both  exquisite  critics  and 
no  mean  writers  of  poetry ;  they  were  both 
a  prey  to  melancholy  or  rather,  as  Gray 
says,  to  **leucocholy;"  they  had  both  a 
delicate  and  delightful  humour ;  they  were 
both  the  very  soul  of  gentle  goodness. 
And  so  it  comes  about  that  their  letters, 
in  which  they  live  to  us,  are  among  the 
few  external  good  things  which  are  nec- 
essary to  happiness.  The  charm  of  a  let- 
ter of  Gray's  lies  partly  in  this  interest  of 
his  character,  and  partly  in  the  perfect 
felicity  with  which  everything  is  said. — 
Beeching,  H.  C,  1885,  The  Academy, 
vol.  27,  p.  53. 

His  letters  are  all  but  the  best  in  the 
best  age  of  letter-writing.  They  are  fas- 
cinating not  only  for  the  tender  and  affec- 
tionate nature  shown  through  a  mask  of 
reserve,  but  for  gleams  of  the  genuine 
humour  which  Walpole  pronounced  to  be 
his  most  natural  vein. — Stephen,  Leslie, 
1890,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  xxui,  p.  27. 

GENERAL 

"What  muse  like  Gxay's  shall  pleasing,  pen- 
sive, flow, 

Attempered  sweetly  to  the  rustic  woe; 

Or  who  like  him  sball  sweep  the  Theban  lyre, 

And,  as  his  master,  pour  forth  thoughts  of 
fire?" 

—Lloyd,     Robert,     1762,    Epistk    to 
Churchill. 

The  author  of  the  finest  odes,  and  of  the 
finest  moral  elegy  in  the  world. — Beat- 
tie,  James,  1776-9,  On  the  Usefulness  of 
Classical  Learning,  Essays  on  Poetry  and 
Music,  p.  483,  710^. 

I  have  been  reading  Gray's  Works,  and 
think  him  the  only  poet  since  Shakspeare 
entitled  to  the    character  of   sublime. 
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Perhaps  yoa  will  remember  that  I  once 
had  a  different  opinion  of  him.  I  was 
prejudiced.  He  did  not  belong  to  our 
Thursday  society,  and  was  an  Eton  man» 
which  lowered  him  prodigiously  in  our  es- 
teem. I  once  thought  Swift's  letters  the 
best  that  could  be  written;  but  I  like 
Gray's  better.  His  humour,  or  his  wit, 
or  whatever  it  is  to  be  called,  is  never 
ill-natured  or  offensive,  and  yet,  I  think 
equally  poignant  with  the  Dean's. — C!ow- 
PER,  William,  1777,  Letter  to  Joseph  HiU, 
April  20 ;  Works,  ed.  SotUhey,  vol.  Ii,  p.  223. 
Not  that  her  blooms  are  mark'd  with  beauty's 

hae, 
My  rustic  Mnse  her  votive  chaplet  brings; 
Unseen,  nnheard,  O  Gray,  to  thee  she  sings  1 — 
While  slowly-paoing  thro'  the  churchyard 

dew. 
At  carfea-time,  beneath  the  dark -green  yew, 
Thy  pensive  genias  strikes  the  moral  strings ; 
Or  borne  sublime  on  Inspiration's  wings, 
Hears  Cambria's  bards  devote  the  dreadful 

clue 
Of  Edward's  race,  with  murthers  foul  de- 

fll'd; 
Gan  aught  my  pipe  to  reach  thine  ear  essay? 
No,  bard  divine !  For  many  a  care  beguil'd 
By  the  sweet  magic  of  thy  soothing  lay, 
For  many  a  raptur'd  thought,  and  vision  wild, 
To  thee  this  strain  of  gratitude  I  pay. 

— Warton,  Thomas,  1777,  To  Mr.  Gray. 

As  a  writer  he  had  his  peculiarity,  that 
he  did  not  write  his  pieces  first  rudely  and 
then  correct  them,  but  laboured  every  line 
as  it  arose  in  the  train  of  composition ; 
and  he  had  a  notion,  not  very  peculiar, 
that  he  could  not  write  but  at  certain 
times,  or  at  happy  moments;  a  fantas- 
tic foppery,  to  which  my  kindness  for  a 
man  of  learning  and  of  virtues  wishes 
him  to  have  been  superior.  ...  To 
say  that  he  has  no  beauties,  would  be 
unjust :  a  man  like  him,  of  great  learning 
and  great  industry,  could  not  but  produce 
something  valuable.  When  he  pleases 
least,  it  can  only  be  said  that  a  good  de- 
sign was  ill  directed. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Gray,  Lives  of  the  English  Poets. 

It  is  no  incurious  subject  to  enquire, 
what  is  the  spirit  of  lyric  poetry?  .  .  . 
The  Greeks,  the  Greeks  alone,  my  friend, 
are  the  masters,  and  their  works  the 
models  of  this  kind  of  poetry.  If  we  ex- 
amine these  models  with  care,  we  shall 
perceive  that  this  species  of  poetry  divides 
itself,  in  resemblance  of  the  works  of 
nature,  into  two  kinds,  the  sublime,  and  the 
beautiful.     In  the  first  class  Pindar  stood 


without  a  rival  till  Gray  appeared.— 
PiNKERTON,  John  (Robert  Heron),  1785, 
Letters  of  Literature,  p.  33. 

Or  pour,  with  Gray,  the  moving  flow 
Warm  on  the  heart. 

—  Burns,  Robert,  1787,  The  Vision, 
Duan,  ii. 

When  the  taste  has  been  almost  exclu- 
sively cultivated,  the  character  will  be 
without  energy,  and  its  roost  proroinent 
feature  will  be  that  delicacy  of  feelincr 
against  which  Mr.  Hume  has  entered  so 
just  a  protest.  Gray  stripped  of  his  gen- 
ius is  a  tolerably  fair  model  of  a  man  of 
mere  taste,  and  nothing  can  be  well  imag- 
ined less  desirable  than  Gray's  sickly  con- 
stitution of  mind.  Nothing,  I  think, 
affords  a  more  lively  representation  of  in- 
tellect, thus  puny  and  passive,  than  those 
masses  of  animated  jelly  which  one  sees 
at  times  scattered  along  the  seashore 
without  bone  or  tendon,  that  quiver  to 
every  blast  and  shrink  at  every  touch.— 
Beddoes,  Thomas,  1798,  Observations  on 
the  Nature  cf  Demonstrative  Evidence,  with 
Reflections  on  Language,  p.  123. 

The  most  costive  of  poets. — Cumber- 
land, Richard,  1806,  Memoirs,  vol.  u 
p.  23. 

Of  all  English  poets  he  was  the  most 
finished  artist.  He  attained  the  highest 
degree  of  splendour  of  which  poetical  style 
seems  to  be  capable.  If  Virgil  and  his 
scholar  Racine  may  be  allowed  to  have 
united  somewhat  more  ease  with  their  ele- 
gance, no  other  poet  approaches  Gray  in 
this  kind  of  excellence.  The  degree  of 
poetical  invention  diffused  over  such  a 
style,  the  balance  of  taste  and  of  fancy 
necessary  to  produce  it,  and  the  art  with 
which  an  offensive  boldness  of  imagery 
is  polished  away,  are  not  indeed  always 
perceptible  to  the  conunon  reader,  nor  do 
they  convey  to  any  mind  the  same  species 
of  gratification  which  is  felt  from  the 
perusal  of  those  poems  which  seem  to  be 
the  unpremeditated  effusions  of  enthu- 
siasm ;  but  to  the  eye  of  the  critic,  and 
more  especially  to  the  artist,  they  afford 
a  new  kind  of  pleasure,  not  incompatible 
with  a  distinct  perception  of  the  art  em- 
ployed, and  somewhat  similar  to  the 
grand  emotions  excited  by  the  reflection 
on  the  skill  and  toil  exerted  in  the  con- 
struction of  a  magnificent  palace.  They 
can  only  be  classed  among  the  secondary 
pleasures  of  poetry,  but  they  never  can 
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exist  without  a  great  degree  of  its  higher 
excellences.— Mackintosh,  Sir  James, 
1811,  Journal,  Dec,  22,  Ltfe,  ed.  Mackwr 
tosh,  vol.  II,  p.  177. 

He  was  indeed  the  inventor,  it  may  be 
strictly  said  so,  of  a  new  lyrical  metre  in 
his  own  tongue.  The  peculiar  formation 
of  his  strophe,  antistrophe,  and  epode, 
was  unknown  before  him;  and  it  could 
only  have  been  planned  and  perfected  by 
a  master  genius,  who  was  equally  skilled 
by  long  and  repeated  study,  and  by  trans- 
fusion into  his  own  mind  of  the  lyric  com- 
position of  ancient  Greek  and  of  the  higher 
*'camonr  of  the  Tuscan  poets,  *'dimaggior 
carme  e  suono,^^  as  it  is  termed  in  the  com- 
manding energy  of  their  language.  An- 
tecedent to  "The  Progress  of  Poetry," 
and  to  "The  Bard,"  no  such  lyrics  had 
appeared.  There  is  not  an  ode  in  the 
English  language  which  is  constructed 
like  these  two  compositions;  with  such 
power,  such  majesty,  and  such  sweetness, 
with  such  proportioned  pauses  and  just 
cadences,  with  such  regulated  measures 
of  the  verse,  with  such  master  principles 
of  lyric  art  displayed  and  exemplified,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  with  such  a  concealment 
of  the  difficulty,  which  is  lost  in  the  soft- 
ness and  uninterrupted  flowing  of  the  lines 
of  each  stanza,  with  such  a  musical  magic, 
that  every  verse  in  it  in  succession  dwells 
on  the  ear  and  harmonizes  with  that  which 
is  gone  before.— Mathi as,  Thomas  James, 
1814,  cd..  Works  of  Thomas  Gray. 

That  Mr.  Gray,  who  never  permitted 
any  of  his  compositions  to  appear  even  to 
his  friends  before  they  were  finished  with 
the  most  elaborate  exactness — who  did 
not  even  trust  himself  with  a  sketch  of  his 
projected  works,  but  wrought  them  line 
by  line  to  the  highest  degree  of  perfec- 
tion, till  even  his  own  industry  was 
fatigued  with  the  task — that  a  critic  so 
fastidious  should  have  committed  to  his 
executors  a  vast  mass  of  indigested  mem- 
oranda never  intended  for  publication  by 
himself,  vel  cremanda  vel  in  publicum 
emittenda,  more  especially  when  his  will 
was  written  in  a  state  of  perfect  recollec- 
tion, must  be  regarded  as  one  of  the 
anon^Iies  of  the  human  mind  for  which  it 
is  vain  to  seek  any  solution  but  in  the 
general  inconsistency  of  our  nature. — 
SouTHEY,  Robert,  1814,  Uiamas  Gray, 
Quarterly  Review,  vol.  11,  p.  304. 

Gray  failed  as  a  poet  not  because  he 


took  too  much  pains  and  so  extinguished 
his  animation,  but  because  he  had  very 
little  of  that  fiery  quality  to  begin  with, 
and  his  pains  were  of  the  wrong  sort.  He 
wrote  English  verses  as  his  brother  Eton 
school  boys  wrote  Latin,  filching  a  phrase 
now  from  one  author  and  now  from  an- 
other. I  do  not  profess  to  be  a  person 
of  very  various  reading ;  nevertheless,  if 
I  were  to  pluck  out  of  Gray's  tail  all  of 
the  feathers  which  I  know  belong  to  other 
birds,  he  would  be  left  very  bare  indeed. 
Do  not  let  anybody  persuade  you  that  any 
quantity  of  good  verses  can  be  produced 
by  mere  felicity;  or  that  an  immortal 
style  can  be  the  growth  of  mere  genius. 
**Multa  tulU  fecit  qyui"  must  be  the  motto 
of  all  those  who  are  to  last. — Words- 
worth, William,  1816,  LeiUr  to  Gillies. 

Gray,  with  the  talents,  rather  of  a  critic 
than  a  poet — with  learning,  fastidious- 
ness, and  scrupulous  delicacy  of  taste, 
instead  of  fire,  tenderness,  or  invention — 
began  and  ended  a  small  school,  which  we 
could  scarcely  have  wished  to  become 
permanent,  admirable  in  many  respects 
as  some  of  its  productions  are— being  far 
too  elaborate  and  artificial  either  for 
grace  or  for  fluency,  and  fitter  to  excite 
the  admiration  of  scholars,  than  the  de- 
light of  ordinary  men.  However,  they  had 
the  merit  of  not  being  in  any  degree 
French,  and  of  restoring  to  our  poetry 
the  dignity  of  seriousness,  and  the  tone 
at  least  of  force  and  energy. — Jeffrey, 
Francis  Lord,  1816,  Jonathan  Swift,  Ed- 
ihburgh  Review,  vol.  27,  p.  7. 

The  obscurity  so  often  objected  to  in  him 
is  certainly  a  defect  not  to  be  justified  by 
the  authority  of  Pindar,  more  than  any- 
thing else  that  is  intrinsically  objection- 
able. But  it  has  been  exaggerated.  He 
is  nowhere  so  obscure  as  not  to  be  intelli- 
gible by  recurring  to  the  passages.  And  it 
may  be  further  observed,  that  Gray's 
lyrical  obscurity  never  arises,  as  in  some 
writers,  from  undefined  ideas  or  paradox- 
ical sentiments.  On  the  contrary,  his 
moral  spirit  is  as  explicit  as  it  is  majes- 
tic ;  and  deeply  read  as  he  was  in  Plato, 
he  is  never  metaphysically  perplexed. 
The  fault  of  his  meaning  is  to  be  latent, 
not  indefinite  or  confused.  When  we  give 
his  beauties  re-perusal  and  attention, 
they  kindle  and  multiply  to  the  view. 
The  thread  of  association  that  conducts 
to  his  remote  allusions,  or  that  connectB 
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his  abrupt  transitions,  ceases  then  to 
be  invisible.  His  lyrical  pieces  are  like 
painting  on  glass,  which  roust  be  placed 
in  a  strong  light  to  give  out  the  perfect 
radiance  of  their  colouring.— Campbell, 
Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  cf  the  British 
Poets. 

No  wonder  he  should  describe  so  well 
what  he  saw,  for  he  seems  to  be  present 
at  life  rather  as  a  spectator  than  an 
actor.  When  he  wrote,  it  was  roore  to 
exercise  his  mind,  or  entertain  his  fancy, 
than  from  any  ambition  to  please  or  be 
admired  by  others.  England  had  not  sent 
abroad  so  elegant  a  scholar  since  the  days 
of  Milton;  but  he  did  not,  like  Milton, 
seek  for  distinction  in  the  company  of  the 
learned.  Whatever  was  going  forward, 
he  was  anxious  to  observe,  but  cared  not 
how  little  he  was  himself  seen.  The  few 
incidents  in  his  life  are  to  be  collected 
from  his  letters,  which  were  written  with 
no  view  to  publication,  and  on  that  ac- 
count show  to  more  advantage  the  ex- 
cellence of  his  character,  his  duty  and 
affection  as  a  son,  his  cordiality  and  sin- 
cerity as  a  friend,  his  diligence,  accuracy 
and  elegance  as  a  scholar,  and  the  high 
sense  of  probity  and  honour  that  actuated 
his  whole  conduct.— Car Y,  Heney  Fran- 
cis, 1823,  Notices  of  Miscellaneous  English 
Poets,  Memoir,  ed.  Gary,  vol.  ii,  p.  293. 

When  we  read  Gray  we  are  led  into  the 
ideal  world :  every  thing  is  new  to  us,  and 
novelty  is  always  a  source  of  admiration. 
.  .  .  He  writes  nothing  dictated  by 
his  feelings,  or  by  his  heart.  He  appeals 
to  the  understanding  and  the  imagination 
alone.  Even  in  his  celebrated  elegy  he 
expresses  only  those  sentiments  which 
naturally  occur  to  a  philosophic  mind  in 
contemplating  the  final  destiny  of  beings 
whose  existence  is  limited  to  a  contracted 
span.  Whatever  incidental  remarks  arise 
from  this  contemplation  in  his  ''Elegy,'' 
have  no  reference  to  the  heart,  or  its 
affections.  He  looked  only  to  the  intel- 
lectual part  of  our  nature,  for  he  wrote 
not  what  his  feelings,  but  what  his  under- 
standing dictated.— M'Dermot,  M.,  1824, 
The  Beauties  of  Modern  Literature,  p.  99. 

Talking  of  epitaphs,  L.  Smith  said  that 
Mackintosh  thinks  that  of  Gray  on  his 
mother  the  most  perfect  in  the  language. 
—Moore,  Thomas,  1827,  Diary,  Jan.  4 ; 
Memoirs,  ed.  Russell,  vol,  v,  p.  139. 

The  Lyrical  crown  of  Gray  was  swept 


away  at  one  fell  swoop  by  the  ruthless 
arm  of  Dr.  Johnson.  That  the  Doctor's 
celebrated  critique  was  unduly  severe 
must  be  admitted;  but  the  stem  censor 
had  truth  on  his  side,  nevertheless.  There 
is  more  of  Art  than  Nature  in  Gray ;  more 
of  recollection  than  invention ;  roore  of 
acquirement  than  genius.  If  I  may  use  a 
colloquial  illustration,  I  should  say,  that 
the  marks  of  the  tools  are  too  evident  on 
all  that  he  does. — Neele,  Hexry,  1827, 
Lectures  on  English  Poetry,  p.  212. 

A  laborious  mosaic,  through  the  hard 
stiff  lineaments  of  which  little  life  or  true 
grace  could  be  expected  to  look;  real 
feeling,  and  all  freedom  in  expressing  it, 
are  sacrificed  to  pomp,  cold  splendour; 
for  vigour  we  have  a  certain  mouthing 
vehemence,  too  elegant  indeed  to  be 
tumid,  yet  essentially  foreign  to  the  heart, 
and  seen  to  extend  no  deeper  than  the 
mere  voice  and  gestures.  Were  it  not 
for  his  "Letters,"  which  are  full  of 
warm  exuberant  power,  we  might  almost 
doubt  whether  Gray  was  a  roan  of  genius ; 
nay,  was  a  living  man  at  all,  and  not 
rather  some  thousand-times  more  cun- 
ningly devised  poetical  turning-loom,  than 
that  of  Swift's  Philosophers  in  Laputa.— 
Carlyle,  Thomas,  1828-69,  Goethe,  Mis- 
cellanies, vol.  I,  p.  221. 

Gray  is  one  of  the  few,  the  very  few, 
of  our  greatest  poets,  who  deserves  to 
be  studied  in  every  line  for  the  apprehen- 
sion of  that  wonderful  sweetness,  power, 
and  splendour  of  versification  which  has 
made  him  (scholastic  and  difficult  as  he 
is)  one  of  the  most  popular  of  writers, 
though  his  rhymes  are  occasionally  flat, 
and  his  phrases  heathen  Greek  to  ordinary 
readers.  The  secret  of  his  supremacy 
consists  principally  in  the  consummate 
art  with  which  his  diction  is  elaborated 
into  the  most  melodious  concatenation  of 
syllables  to  form  lines. — Montgomery, 
James,  1833,  Lectures  on  General  Lttcra- 
ture.  Poetry,  etc.,  p.  173. 

I  think  there  is  something  very  miges- 
tic  in  Gray's ' '  Installation  Ode ;' '  but  as  to 
the ''Bard"  and  the  rest  of  his  lyrics,  I 
must  say  I  think  them  frigid  and  artificial. 
— Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1833, 
Table  Talk,  ed.  Ashe,  Oct.  23,  p.  264. 

There  is  no  doubt  that  Gray  laboured 
some  of  his  compositions  too  much,  and 
that  this  often  rendered  him  abrupt  and 
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obscure,  and  the  train  of  his  ideas  inter- 
rupted, so  that  the  reader  cannot  follow 
them  without  great  pains,  and  without 
the  aid  of  notes.  This  is  an  essential 
fault  in  poetry,  and  absolutely  destroys 
eloquence,  which,  if  it  cannot  carry  the 
reader  or  hearer  simultaneously  along 
with  it,  fails  in  its  purpose. — Brydges, 
Sir  Samuel  Egerton,  1834,  Autobiog- 
raphy, vol.  II,  p.  25. 

Gray,  as  the  inmate  of  a  hall  at  Cam- 
bridge, as  one  seldom  absent  from  the 
schools,  might  well  have  been  forgiven  for 
adhering  implicitly  to  the  common  models. 
Yet  his  strain  of  the  Welsh  Bard,  and  his 
snatches  from  the  Runic,  show  with  how 
bold  a  flight  he  could  soar  into  the  open 
sky.  It  is  needless  to  praise  where  there 
are  none  to  disapprove.  It  is  striking, 
however,  to  observe  the  beauty  of  that 
stanza  which  he  expunged  from  his  "'Elegy 
on  a  Country  Churchyard;"  so  that  it 
might  almost  be  said,  that  even  the  leav- 
ings of  Gray  are  superior  to  the  finished 
compositions  of  other  men.  Again,  when 
we  reflect  how  frequent  the  invasion  of 
the  Roman  Empire  by  the  Barbaric  tribes 
has  engaged  the  pen  of  other  writers  from 
Jornandes  down  to  Gibbon,  it  is  worthy  of 
note  that  so  much  eloquence  and  imagery 
should  remain  to  be  compressed  by  this 
poet  within  the  narrow  compass  of  four 
lines. — Stanhope,  Philip  Henry  (Lord 
Mahon),  1836-54,  History  of  England 
from  the  Peace  of  Utrecht  to  the  Peace  of 
Versailles,  vol.  vi,  p.  318. 

Gray  was  ambitious  to  be  thought 
gentleman-like ;  he  could  not  bear  to  hear 
any  one  talk  of  his  poetry,  of  which  he 
was  ashamed.  He  prided  himself  on  being 
deeply  versed  in  history,  and  so  he  really 
was ;  he  turned  his  attention  also  to  the 
natural  sciences,  and  had  pretensions  to 
chemistry ;  as  Sir  Humphrey  Davy  lately 
aspired,  but  with  reason,  to  poetical  re- 
nown. Where  are  the  gentle  manlikeness, 
the  history,  and  the  chemistry  of  Gray? 
He  lives  only  in  a  melancholy  smile  of 
those  Muses  whom  he  despised. — Cha- 
teaubriand, Franqois  RBNfe  Viscount 
DE,  1837,  Sketches  of  Enolish  Literature, 
vol.  II,  p.  259. 

Painfully  and  minutely  laborious,  difiS- 
dent  of  his  own  powers,  weighing  words 
in  a  balance,  borrowing  a  thought  here, 
and  a  phrase  there,  Gray  wrote  ^glish  as 
he  wrote  Latin.     It  was  a  dead  language 


to  him,  in  which  he  sought  to  acquire 
an  elegant  proficiency  by  using  only  the 
epithets  and  the  phrases  rendered  orthodox 
by  the  best  models.  But  he  was  no  vulgar 
plagiarist — his  very  deficiency  of  inven- 
tion became  productive  of  a  beauty  pecul- 
iarly his  own,  and  created  a  kind  of  poetry 
of  association;  so  that  in  reading  Gray 
we  are  ever  haunted  with  a  delightful  and 
vague  reminiscence  of  the  objects  of  a 
former  admiration  or  love,  as  early  things 
and  thoughts  that  are  recalled  to  us  by 
some  exquisite  air  of  music,  and  in  some 
place  most  congenial  to  dreamlike  recol- 
lections of  grace  and  beauty.  ...  In 
these  contributions,  levied  from  all  lands, 
the  excellence  of  Gray  is  felicitously  dis- 
played. That  excellence  was  an  admi- 
rable delicacy  of  taste ;  the  ear  of  his  mind 
was  exquisitely  attuned ;  all  the  notes  he 
borrows  he  connects  into  perfect  concord 
with  each  other ; — and  thought  and  rhyme 
are  equally  harmonious.  His  poems  are 
like  cabinets  of  curious  and  costly  gems 
— the  gems  have  been  polished  often  by 
hands  long  mouldered  into  dust,  and  have 
glittered  in  the  coronals  of  many  a  foreign 
muse,  but  it  is  for  the  first  time  that  they 
have  been  so  artfully  disposed  in  one 
collection, — so  well  selected,  so  skillfully 
displayed.— Lytton,  Edward  Bulwer 
Lord,  1837-68,  Gray's  Works,  Miscella- 
neous Prose  Works,  vol.  i,  p.  142. 

In  Gray,  surely,  we  have  lost  a  literary 
historian  such  as  the  world  has  not  yet 
had ;  so  rare  is  that  genius  who  happily 
combines  qualities  apparently  incompat- 
ible. In  his  superior  learning,  his  subtle 
taste,  his  deeper  thought,  and  his  more 
vigorous  sense,  we  should  have  found  the 
elements  of  a  more  philosophical  criticism, 
with  a  more  searching  and  comprehensive 
intellect,  than  can  be  awarded  to  our 
old  favorite,  Thomas  Warton. — Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1841,  Lydgate,  Amenities  oflAter- 
ature. 

GRAY,  while  Windsor's  antique  towers  shall 

stand, 
Or  spring  revisit  Britain's  favoured  land : 
While  those  old  hards  whose  praise  he  sun^ 

so  well 
Shall  keep  their  plaoe  in  memory's  haunted 

cell; 
When  the  green  ohorohyard  and  the  halow'd 

tower 
Attract  your  steps  at  eve's  soft,  solemn  hour; 
As  long  as  men  can  read,  and  hoys  recite, 
As  long  as  critics  sneer,  and  hards  endite, 
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And  lavish  lords  shall  print  their  jingling 

stuff, 
Mid  ample  margin,  leaving  verge  enough; 
So  long  shall  Gray,  and  all  he  said  and  song. 
Tang  the  shrill  aooents  of  the  school-girl's 

tongue; 
So  long  his  Ode,  his  Elegy,  and  Bard, 
By  lisping  prod^es  he  drawl'd  and  Marr'd. 

—Coleridge,  Hartley,  1849,  Sketches 
qf  English  Poets,  Poems,  vol.  ii,  p.  302. 

His  powers  of  humour  are  proved,  not 
80  much  by  *'the  Long  Story"  as  by  the 
two  admirable  political  pasquinades,  which 
are  very  puritanically  excluded  from  the 
common  collections  of  his  poems.  That 
on  Lord  Sandwich  and  the  Cambridge 
University  election  which  begins — 

**  Mlte7i  sly  Jemmy  Ttcitdier;^* 

is  the  very  raciest  and  tartest  piece  of  the 
kind  in  our  language.  Gray's  translations 
from  the  Norse  and  Welsh  are  universally 
popular.  The  ''Descent,  of  Odin"  is 
generally  one  of  the  first  pieces  of  English 
poetry,  which  a  clever  child  voluntarily 
learns  by  heart,  nor  is  it  less  a  favourite 
with  ^rown  up  critics.  It  is  worth  while 
to  compare  a  portion  of  it  with  the 
original  Norse.  We  see  thus  what  Gray's 
taste  led  him  to  adopt,  and  what  to 
modify.  It  also  shows  his  skill  and  genius 
in  adding,  when  desirable,  to  the  archaic 
simplicity  of  the  original. — Creasy,  Sir 
Edward,  1850-75,  Memoirs  qf  Eminent 
Etonians,  p.  354. 

Johnson's  life  of  Gray  is  a  disparaging 
performance,  the  work  of  a  superior  mind 
anxious  to  cavil  and  find  fault ;  its  depre- 
ciatory tone  has,  however,  been  far  from 
catching,  and  Gray  has  had  ample  justice 
done  him  in  the  general  admiration  of  the 
world. — Cunningham,  Peter,  1854,  erf. 
Johnson's  Lives  of  the  English  Poets,  p. 
xxiii. 

How  much  do  I  not  owe  to  Gray,  and 
how  I  love  him. — Hunt,  Leigh,  1855, 
Correspondence,  vol.  ii,  p.  206. 

What  sort  of  literatesque  types  are  fit 
to  be  described  in  the  sort  of  literature 
called  poetry  is  a  matter  on  which  much 
might  be  written.  Mr.  Arnold,  some  years 
since,  put  forth  a  theory  that  the  art  of 
poetry  could  only  delineate  great  actions. 
But  though,  rightly  interpreted  and  under- 
stood,— using  the  word  "action"  so  as  to 
include  high  and  sound  activity  in  con- 
templation,— this  definition  may  suit  the 
highest  poetry,  it  certainly  cannot    be 


stretched  to  include  many  inferior  sorts 
and  even  many  good  sorts.  Nobody 
in  their  senses  would  describe  Gray's 
''Elegy"  as  the  delineation  of  a  '* great 
action :"  some  kinds  of  mental  contempla- 
tion may  be  energetic  enough  to  deserve 
this  name,  but  Gray  would  have  been 
frightened  at  the  very  word.  He  loved 
scholar-like  calm  and  quiet  inaction ;  his 
very  greatness  depended  on  his  not  acting, 
on  his  "wise  passiveness,"  on  his  indulg- 
ing the  grave  idleness  which  so  well 
appreciates  so  much  of  human  life.— 
Bagehot,  Walter,  1864,  Wordsworth, 
Tennyson  and  Browning,  Works,  ed.  Mor- 
gan, vol.  I,  p.  211. 

In  spite  of  the  dulness  of  contemporary 
ears,  preoccupied  with  the  continuous  hum 
of  the  popular  hurdy-gurdy,  it  was  the 
prevailing  blast  of  Gray's  trumpet  that 
more  than  anything  else  called  men  back 
to  the  legitimate  standard. — Lowell, 
James  Russell,  1871,  Pope,  My  Study 
Windows,  p.  387. 

Wordsworth  has  laid  hold  of  a  sonnet  of 
Gray's  as  a  text  to  preach  against  false 
poetic  diction.  And  yet  Gray,  notwith- 
standing his  often  too  elaborate  diction, 
deserves  better  of  lovers  of  English  poetry 
than  to  have  his  single  sonnet  thus 
gibbeted,  merely  because,  instead  of  saying 
the  sun  rises,  it  makes 
'^Reddening  Phoebus  lift  his  golden  fire." 

In  the  ode  on  Spring,  it  is  ''the  rosy- 
bosomed  hours,  fair  Venus'  train,"  which 
bring  spring  in.  Venus  is  thrust  between 
you  and  the  advent  of  spring,  much  as 
Adversity  is  made '  *  the  daughter  of  Jove. ' ' 
For  the  nightingale  we  have  "the  Attic 
warbler,"  as  in  another  ode,  for  the  yellow 
corn-fields  we  have  "Ceres'  golden  reign." 
It  is  needless  to  say  how  abhorent  this  sort 
of  stuff  is  to  the  modem  feeling  about 
Nature.  And  yet,  notwithstanding  these 
blemishes.  Gray  did  help  forward  the 
movement  to  a  more  perfect  and  adequate 
style,  in  which  Nature  should  come  direct 
to  the  heart,  through  a  perfectly  trans- 
parent medium  of  art.  When  he  is  at  his 
best,  as  in  the  Elegy,  Nature  and  human 
feeling  so  perfectly  combine  that  the  mind 
finds  in  all  the  images  satisfaction  and 
relief.  There  is  in  the  Elegy  no  image 
from  Greece  or  Rome,  no  intrusive  heathen 
deity,  to  jar  upon  the  feeling.  From  the 
common  English  landscape  idone  is  drawn  \ 
all  that  is  needed  to  minister  to  the  quiet    ^ 
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but  deep  pathos  of  the  whole. — Shairp, 
John  Campbell,  1877,  On  Poetic  Inter- 
pretation  of  Nature,  p.  210. 

I  always  think  that  there  is  more  Genius 
in  most  of  the  three  volume  Novels  than 
in  Gray :  but  by  the  most  exquisite  Taste, 
and  indefatigable  lubrication,  he  made  of 
his  own  few  thoughts,  and  many  of  other 
men's,  a  something  which  we  all  love  to 
keep  ever  about  us.  I  do  not  think  his 
scarcity  of  work  was  from  Design :  he  had 
but  a  little  to  say,  I  believe,  and  took  his 
time  to  say  it.— Fitzgerald,  Edward, 
1879,  Letters,  vol.  i,  p.  441. 

Gray,  a  born  poet,  fell  upon  an  age  of 
prose.  He  fell  upon  an  age  whose  task 
was  such  as  to  call  forth  in  general  men's 
powers  of  understanding,  wit  and  clever- 
ness, rather  than  their  deepest  powers  of , 
mind  and  soul.  .  .  .  Gray,  with  the 
qualities  of  mind  and  soul  of  a  genuine 
poet,  was  isolated  in  his  century.  Main- 
taining and  fortifying  them  by  lofty 
studies,  he  yet  could  not  fully  educe  and 
enjoy  them ;  the  want  of  a  genial  atmos- 
phere, the  failures  of  sympathy  in  his 
contemporaries,  were  too  great.  .  .  . 
A  sort  of  spiritual  east  wind  was  at  that 
time  blowing;  neither  Butler  nor  Gray 
could  flower.  They  never  spoke  out. 
Gray's  poetry  was  not  only  stinted  in 
quality  by  reason  of  the  age  wherein  he 
lived,  it  suffered  somewhat  in  quality  also. 
—Arnold,  Matthew,  1880,  The  English 
Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol.  iii,  pp.  312,  313. 

In  1768  he  was  appointed  Professor  of 
History  there,  an  oflSce  for  which  he  was 
well  qualified,  but  he  never  discharged  the 
duties  of  his  situation,  being  too  lazy  to 
prepare  a  course  of  lectures.  Gray  was 
a  literary  voluptuary,  refined,  finical, 
indisposed  to  active  exertions,  and  so 
terrified  lest  a  faulty  piece  of  work 
should  go  out  of  his  hands  that  he  wrote 
very  little.  He  was  an  extensive  and 
curious  reader  in  all  departments  of  litera- 
ture, and  prevented  time  from  lying  heavy 
on  his  hands  by  engaging  in  all  those 
trifling  occupations  by  which  so  many 
worthy  indolent  people  try  to  persuade 
themselves  that  they  are  busy.  He  made 
annotations  in  the  books  which  he  read ; 
he  drew  up  (for  his  own  edification)  tables 
of  chronology ;  during  the  chief  part  of 
his  life  he  kept  a  daUy  record  of  the 
blowing  of  flowers,  the  leafing  of  trees, 
the  state  of  the  thermometer,  the  quarter 


from  which  the  wind  blew,  the  falling  of 
rain,  and  other  matters  of  the  kind. — 
NicoLL,  Henry  J.,  1882,  Landmarks  qf 
English  Literature,  p.  199. 

Of  Gray  he  said,  ''Gray  in  his  limited 
sphere  is  great,  and  has  a  wonderful  ear. '' 
—Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord,  1883,  Onti- 
cisms  on  Poets  and  Poetry,  Memoir  by  his 
Son,  vol.  II,  p.  288. 

In  one  point  only  did  Gray  excel  Emer- 
son,— in  the  art  of  versification;  which 
is  a  lower  gift  than  either  poetic  insight 
or  poetic  expression,  in  both  which  Emer- 
son greatly  excelled  Gray. — Sanborn,  P. 
B.,  1885,  The  Genius  and  Character  of 
Emerson,  p.  205. 

I  would  desire  you  not  to  forget  the 
changes  of  what  I  may  call  the  manners 
of  Cambridge,  since  Gray's  time;  the 
approximations  of  social  and  domestic  life, 
especially  in  relation  to  female  society, 
which  would,  I  believe,  not  only  have  soft- 
ened the  asperity  of  his  judgments  re- 
specting you,  but  might  have  even  so  far 
cheered  his  stagnant  spirits,  and  diverted 
the  monotony  of  his  lonely  hours,  as  to 
have  relieved  me  from  the  main  difliculty 
I  have  to  encounter  in  assigning  to  Thomas 
Gray  his  prime  and  proper  place  in  English 
literature.  This  is,  in  simple  phrase, 
the  scantiness— in  adverse  criticism,  the 
sterility— of  his  genius.  This  peculiarity 
need  not  affect  our  sense  of  the  greatness 
or  even  of  the  wonder  at  the  apparition 
which  it  even  augments,  but  undoubtedly 
it  changes  the  aspect  of  our  judgment 
just  as  in  our  estimate  of  greatness  in  life 
we  have  a  different  standard  for  the  hero 
of  one  magnanimous  action  whatever  it 
may  be,  and  of  the  man  of  a  continuous 
heroic  life.  For  this  prominent  problem 
of  the  genius  of  Gray  every  serious  critic 
will  attempt  his  own  solution. — Hough- 
ton, Lord  (Richard  Monckton  Milnes), 
1885,  Speech  at  the  Unveiling  qf  the  Gray 
Memorial,  Cambridge,  May  26. 

You  will  rather  ask  me  how  the  indi- 
viduality of  Gray  may  strike  an  artist  in 
its  relation  to  Art;  well,  I  answer  this: 
It  is  an  individuality  in  which  an  artist 
finds  something  to  forgive,  but  how  much 
to  love  and  to  admire !  and  that  wherein 
we  dissent  from  him  lay  in  his  time,  but 
in  that  which  we  love  and  admire  he  was 
a  precursor  and  a  prophet.  If,  after  the 
manner  of  his  day,  he  bowed  in  painting 
to  GuidOy  in  architecture  his  chastened 


570 


THOMAS  GRAY 


taste  rebelled  against  the  tawdry  antics 
of  Horace  Walpole's  Gothic.  But  it  is 
chiefly  in  relation  to  landscape  that  the 
modem  feeling  stirred  in  him.  Nature 
knew  in  him  a  lover,  and  in  her  turn 
loved  to  unseal  to  him  her  inmost  secrets. 
Her  beauties  for  him  revealed  a  new  and 
richer  meaning,  for  him  a  fuller  charm 
breathed  from  the  meadow  and  from  the 
mere,  and  the  mountains  lost  their  antique 
terrors,  and  their  gloom,  fired  by  a  new 
light,  turned  in  his  eyes  to  glory ;  a  new 
dawn  had  arisen.  Salvator  Rosa  and  his 
kind  were  dead.  His  path  was  clear  for 
Turner,  for  Constable,  for  Crome.  It  was 
well,  sir,  that  artists  should  join  in  doing 
homage  to  a  man  who  amongst  the  fore- 
most heralded  the  day  in  which  such  men 
were  given  to  our  country. — Leighton, 
Sir  Frederick,  1885,  Speech  at  the  Un- 
veiling  of  the  Gray  Memorial,  Cambridge, 
May  26. 

The  bulk  exhibited  by  his  poetry  may 
not  seem  imposing  to  the  critic,  but  it 
does  not  frighten  the  reader.  It  is  nat- 
ural for  us  to  wish  that  a  writer  of  Gray's 
order  of  genius  should  have  produced 
some  one  large  work ;  not  because  size  is 
essential  to  greatness,  but  because  it  is 
necessary  to  the  display  of  invention  on  a 
grand  scale,  and  to  the  development  of 
passions  and  activities  working  through 
mighty  agencies.  Yet  it  is  extremely 
doubtful  if  his  fame  would  have  been  en- 
hanced in  the  slightest  measure  if  he  had 
accomplished  what  is  so  natural  for  us  to 
desire.  He  probably  knew  the  limits  of 
his  own  powers  better  than  his  friends 
or  critics.  The  unpublished  fragments 
which  he  left  do  not,  on  the  whole,  make 
us  regret  very  deeply  that  he  never  com- 
pleted long  and  ambitious  works.  They 
would  certainly  have  contained  many  fine 
lines,  and  might  have  contained  many  fine 
passages ;  but  the  spread  of  his  reputation 
would  most  probably  have  been  hindered 
rather  than  helped  by  the  weight  it  had 
to  carry.— LouNSBURY,  Thomas  R.,  1885, 
Gray's  Works,  The  Nation,  vol.  40,  p.  205. 

Elegance,  sweetness,  pathos,  or  even 
majesty  he  could  achieve,  but  never  that 
force  which  vibrates  in  every  verse  of 
larger-moulded  men.  Bonstetten  tells  us 
that  ''every  sensation  in  Gray  was  pas- 
sionate,'^  but  I  very  much  doubt  whether 
he  was  capable  of  that  sustained  passion 
of  the  mind  which  is  fed  by  a  prevailing 


imagination  acting  on  the  consciousneBs 
of  great  powers.  That  was  something  he 
could  never  feel,  though  he  knew  what  it 
meant  by  observation  of  others,  and  longed 
to  feel  it.  In  him  imagination  was  pas- 
sive ;  it  could  divine  and  select,  but  not 
create.  Bonstetten,  after  seeing  the  best 
society  in  Europe  on  equal  terms,  also 
tells  us  that  Gray  was  the  most  finished 
gentleman  he  had  ever  seen.  Is  it  over 
fine  to  see  something  ominous  in  that  word 
finished?  It  seems  to  imply  limitations; 
to  imply  a  consciousness  that  sees  every- 
thing between  it  and  the  goal  rather  than 
the  goal  itself,  that  undermines  enthu- 
siasm through  the  haunting  doubt  of  be- 
ing undermined.  We  cannot  help  feeling 
in  the  poetry  of  Gray  that  it  too  is  fin- 
ished, perhaps  I  should  rather  say  limited, 
as  the  greatest  things  never  are,  as  it  is 
one  of  their  merits  that  they  never  can 
be.  They  suggest  more  than  they  bestow, 
and  enlarge  our  apprehension  beyond 
their  own  boundaries.  Gray  shuts  us  in 
his  own  contentment  like  a  cathedral  close 
or  college  quadrangle.  He  is  all  the  more 
interesting,  perhaps,  that  he  was  a  true 
child  of  his  century,  in  which  decorum 
was  religion.  He  could  not,  as  Dryden 
calls  it  in  his  generous  way,  give  his  soul 
a  loose,  although  he  would.  He  is  of  the 
eagle  brood,  but  unfledged.  His  eye 
shares  the  aether  which  shall  never  be 
cloven  by  his  wing.  But  it  is  one  of  the 
school-boy  blunders  in  criticism  to  deny 
one  kind  of  perfection  because  it  is  not 
another.  Gray,  more  than  any  of  our 
poets,  has  shown  what  a  depth  of  sentiment, 
how  much  pleasurable  emotion  mere  words 
are  capable  of  stirring  through  the  magic 
of  association,  and  of  artful  arrangement 
in  conjunction  with  agreeable  and  familiar 
images. — Lowell,  James  Russell,  1886, 
Gray;  New  Princeton  Review,  vol.  1,  p.  163. 

Gray  and  Collins,  distinct  enough  in 
character  to  the  careful  critical  inspector, 
have  to  the  outward  eye  a  curious  simi- 
larity. They  were  contemporaries ;  they 
wrote  very  little,  and  that  mostly  in  the 
form  of  odes ;  they  both  aflfected  person- 
ation and  allegorical  address  to  a  very 
unusual  extent;  both  studied  effects 
which  were  Greek  in  their  precision  and 
delicacy;  both  were  learned  and  exact 
students  of  periods  of  literature  now  rein- 
stated in  critical  authority,  but  in  their 
day  neglected.    Yet,  while  Gray  was  the 
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greater  intellectual  figure  of  the  two,  the 
more  significant  as  a  man  and  a  writer, 
Collins  possessed  something  more  thrill- 
ing, more  spontaneous,  as  a  purely  lyrical 
poet.  When  they  are  closely  examined, 
their  supposed  similarity  fades  away ;  and, 
without  depreciating  either,  we  discover 
that  each  was  typical  of  a  class — that 
Collins  was  the  type  of  the  poet  who  sings, 
as  the  birds  do,  because  he  must;  and 
Gray  of  the  artist  in  verse,  who  has 
learned  everything  which  the  most  consum- 
mate attention  to  workmanship  can  teach 
him,  when  added  to  the  native  faculty  of 
a  singularly  delicate  ear.  .  .  .  The 
most  important  poetical  figure  in  our  lit- 
erature between  Pope  and  Wordsworth. — 
Gk)SSE,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History  of  Ehght- 
eenth  Cerdury  Literature,  pp.  235,  236. 

I  will  admit  that,  although  Gray  is  the 
author  of  what  is  perhaps  the  most  impos- 
ing single  short  poem  in  the  language, 
and  although  he  has  charm,  skill,  and  dis- 
tinction to  a  marvellous  degree,  his  orig- 
inality, his  force  of  production,  were  so 
rigidly  limited  that  he  may  scarcely  be 
admitted  to  the  first  rank. — GossE,  Ed- 
mund, 1889,  What  is  a  Great  Poet  ?  Ques- 
tions at  Issue,  p.  100. 

It  is  scarcely  a  paradox  to  say  that  he 
has  left  much  that  is  incomplete,  but  noth- 
ing that  is  unfinished.  His  handwriting 
represents  his  mind;  I  have  seen  and 
transcribed  many  and  many  a  page  of  it, 
but  I  do  not  recollect  to  have  noticed  a 
single  carelessly  written  word,  or  even 
letter.  The  mere  sight  of  it  suggests 
refinement,  order,  and  infinite  pains.  A 
mind  searching  in  so  many  directions,  sen- 
sitive to  so  many  influences,  yet  seeking 
in  the  first  place  its  own  satisfaction  in  a 
manner  uniformly  careful  and  artistic,  is 
almost  foredoomed  to  give  very  little  to 
the  world ;  it  must  be  content,  as  the  ex- 
cellent Matthias  says,  to  be  'Mts  own 
exeeding  great  reward".  But  what  is  given 
is  a  little  gold  instead  of  much  silver ;  a 
legal  tender  at  any  time,  though  it  has 
never  been  soiled  in  the  market.  He 
claims  our  honour  as  one  of  those  few 
who  in  any  age  have  lived  in  the  pursuit 
of  the  absolute  best,  and  who  help  us  to 
mistrust  the  glib  facility  with  which  we 
are  apt  to  characterize  epochs.  In  all 
that  he  has  left,  there  is  independence, 
sincerity,  thoroughness;  the  highest  ex- 
emplar of  the  critical  spirit;  a  type  of 


how  good  work  of  any  kind  should  be 
done.— TovEY,  Duncan  C,  1890,  Gray 
and  His  Friends,  Introductory  Essay,  p.  31. 

The  smallness  of  his  actual  achievements 
is  sufSciently  explained  by  his  ill-health, 
his  extreme  fastidiousness,  his  want  of 
energy  and  personal  ambition,  and  the  de- 
pressing influences  of  the  small  circle  of 
dons  in  which  he  lived.  The  unfortunate 
eighteenth  century  has  been  blamed  for 
his  barrenness ;  but  probably  he  would  have 
found  any  century  uncongenial.  The  most 
learned  of  all  our  poets,  he  was  naturally 
an  eclectic.  He  almost  worshipped  Dry- 
den,  and  loved  Racine  as  heartily  as 
Shakespeare.  He  valued  polish  and  sym- 
metry as  highly  as  the  school  of  Pope,  and 
shared  their  taste  for  didactic  reflection 
and  for  pompous  personification.  Yet  he 
also  shared  the  tastes  which  found  expres- 
sion in  the  romanticism  of  the  following 
period.  Mr.  Gosse  has  pointed  out  with 
great  force  his  appreciation  of  Gothic 
architecture,  of  mountain  scenery,  and  of 
old  Gaelic  and  Scandinavian  poetry.  His 
unproductiveness  left  the  propagation  of 
such  tastes  to  men  much  inferior  in  intel- 
lect, but  less  timid  in  utterance,  such  as 
Walpole  and  the  Wartons.  He  succeeded 
only  in  secreting  a  few  poems  which  have 
more  solid  bullion  in  proportion  to  the 
alloy  than  almost  any  in  the  language, 
which  are  admired  by  critics,  while  the 
one  in  which  he  has  condescended  to  utter 
himself  with  least  reserve  and  the  great- 
est simplicity,  had  been  pronounced  by 
the  vox  populi  to  be  the  most  perfect  in 
the  language.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1890, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
xxiii,  p.  27. 

Why,  then,  with  so  many  favorable  con- 
ditions did  Gray  produce  so  little?  The 
chief  condition  was  unfavorable;  the 
spirit  of  the  age  was  alien  to  his  genius. 
He  was  a  poet  of  great  gifts  and  defective 
impulse  fallen  upon  a  prosaic  time.  The 
atmosphere  he  breathed,  instead  of  vital- 
izing, debilitated  him.  Nobly  endowed, 
and  richly  furnished  with  knowledge,  he 
lacked  motivity,  and  the  age  was  against 
him.— Mabie,  Hamilton  Wright,  1891- 
93,  Short  Studies  in  Literature,  p.  66. 

Although  Gray's  biographers  and  crit- 
ics have  very  seldom  spoken  of  it.  the 
most  interesting  thing  in  a  study  of  his 
poetry — and  the  thing,  of  course,  that 
exclusively    concerns    us    here — is    his 
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steady  progress  in  the  direction  of  Roman- 
ticism, i^ginning  as  a  classicist  and  dis- 
ciple of  Dryden,  he  ended  in  thorough- 
going Romanticism.  His  early  poems 
contain  nothing  Romantic;  his  *' Elegy" 
has  something  of  the  Romantic  mood,  but 
shows  many  conventional  touches ;  in  the 
Pindaric  Odes  the  Romantic  feeling  asserts 
itself  boldly ;  and  he  ends  in  enthusiastic 
study  of  Norse  and  Celtic  poetry  and  myth- 
ology. Such  a  steady  growth  in  the  mind 
of  the  greatest  poet  of  the  time  shows  not 
only  what  he  learned  from  the  age,  but 
what  he  taught  it.  Gray  is  a  much  more 
important  factor  in  the  Romantic  move- 
ment than  seems  to  be  commonly  sup- 
posed. This  will  appear  from  a  brief  ex- 
amination of  his  poetry. — Phelps,  Wil- 
UAM  Lyon,  1893,  The  Beginnings  qf  the 
English  Romantic  Movement^  p.  157. 

Yet  both  in  his  poetry  and,  what  now 
more  closely  concerns  us,  in  his  prose,  he 
exhibits  the  art  of  concealing  his  art. 
We  feel  ourselves  in  the  presence  of  a 
most  finished  artist,  but  we  do  not  see  him 
mixing  his  colours,  or  fingering  his  brushes. 
We  enjoy  the  effect  without  having  thrust 
upon  our  notice  the  process  or  processes 
by  which  it  has  been  produced.  In  his 
Letters  the  habit  of  a  refined  and  polished 
manner  has  become  second  nature.  He 
writes  like  a  scholar,  but  without  stiffness 
or  effort.  He  is  classical,  but  never 
pedantic.  In  addition  to  all  the  culture 
that  so  eminently  distinguished  Gray,  he 
possessed  natural  gifts  without  which  all 
his  culture  would  have  done  little  to  endear 
him  to  the  general  reader.  He  had  a 
genuine  vein  of  humour,  which  not  only 
prevents  his  being  dull,  but  makes  him  at 
times  highly  entertaining.  He  had  a  keen 
sense  of  the  beauty  of  landscape,  and  one 
of  his  greatest  pleasures  was  to  gaze  upon 
it  and  to  describe  it.  He  was  Words- 
worthian  before  Wordsworth  was  born. 
Lastly,  though  reserved  and  seemingly 
dry  and  cynical,  he  was  a  man  of  the 
tenderest  affections.  He  does  not  wear 
his  heart  upon  his  sleeve ;  but  it  would  be 
a  gross  mistake  to  conclude  because  he 
does  not  wear  it,  that  he  had  none  to 
wear.— Hales,  John  W.,  1895,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Oraik,  vol.  rv,  p.  222. 

Gray  was  not  so  well  known  as  the 
others.  The  only  one  of  his  poems  to  be 
read  in  France  was  the  ''Elegy  written 
in  a   country   churchyard,''  which  was 


translated  by  the  ''Gazette  littfirdre"  Id 
1765,  and  was  freely  copied  by  French 
poets,  from  Lemierre  to  Marie-Joseph 
Ch6nier,  and  from  Fantanes  or  Delille  to 
Chateaubriand.  The ' '  Elegy' '  is  quite  the 
most  popular  of  Gray's  works,  but  it  by 
no  means  represents  the  profound  and 
unique  originality  of  the  author  of  "The 
Bard"  and  the  "Descent  of  Odin,"  than 
whom  few  poets  have  been  more  sincere. 
Nevertheless,  this  work,  so  modem  in  the 
sentiments  it  expresses  yet  at  the  same 
time  so  subtly  classical  in  taste,  attained 
something  like  celebrity  in  France. 
Gray's  studious  and  highly  cultivated 
talent  provided,  as  it  were,  a  connecting 
link  between  new  aspirations  and  the 
classical  methods  to  which  Frenchmen 
were  accustomed ;  he  was  spoken  of  as  a 
"sublime  philosopher,  and  a  child  of 
harmony."  ...  By  virtue  of  the 
sincerity  of  his  religious  feelings,  of  the 
delicious  vagueness  of  his  impressions,  and 
of  his  serene  and  lofty  inspiration.  Gray 
is  beyond  dispute  the  predecessor  of 
Chateaubriand  and  Lamartine,  and  of 
Rousseau  before  them.  ' '  With  him, ' '  says 
his  translator,  the  author  of  "Ren^" 
"begins  that  school  of  the  melancholy 
poets,  which  in  our  day  has  been  trans- 
formed into  a  school  of  poets  of  despair." 
A  valuable  testimony,  considering  the 
authority  with  which  it  comes. — Texte, 
Joseph,  1895-99,  Jean-Jaeques  Rousseau 
and  the  Cosmopolitan  Spirit  in  lAJteraturt^ 
tr.  Matthews,  pp.  303,  304. 

Every  boy  who  leaves  Eton  creditably 
is  presented  with  a  copy  of  the  works  of 
Gray,  for  which  everything  has  been  done 
that  the  art  of  printers,  bookbinders  and 
photographers  can  devise.  This  is  one  of 
the  most  curious  instances  of  the  triumphs 
of  genius,  for  there  is  hardly  a  single 
figure  in  the  gallery  of  Etonians  who  is  so 
little  characteristic  of  Eton  as  Gray.  His 
only  poetical  utterance  about  his  school  is 
one  which  is  hopelessly  alien  to  the  spirit 
of  the  place,  though  the  feelings  ex- 
pressed in  it  are  an  exquisite  summary  of 
those  sensations  of  pathetic  interest  which 
any  rational  man  feels  at  the  sight  of  a 
great  school.  And  yet,  though  the  atti- 
tude of  the  teacher  of  youth  is  professedly 
and  rightly  rather  that  of  encouragement 
than  of  warning,  though  he  points  to  the 
brighter  hopes  of  life  rather  than  bran- 
dishes the  horrors  that  infest  it,  yet  the 
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last  word  that  Eton  says  to  her  sons  is 
spoken  in  the  langaage  of  one  to  whom 
elegy  was  a  habitual  and  deliberate  tone. 
—Benson,  Arthur  Christopher,  1896, 
Essay Sy  p.  119. 

Despite  the  beauty  and  skill  of  his 
natural  painting  in  the  Odes,  Gray  never 
describes  Nature  for  her  own  sake.  It 
is  always  with  some  moral,  some  human 
feeling  in  view.  —  Palgrave,  Francis 
Turner,  1896,  Landscape  in  Poetry^ 
p.  173. 

By  far  the  most  important  example  of 


the  clogs  and  crosses  of  the  time  is  to  be 
found  in  Thomas  Gray,  a  man  of  less 
ori^nal  poetical  inspiration  than  Collins, 
perhaps  not  much  more  gifted  in  this  way 
even  than  Shenstone,  but  a  far  better  and 
far  wider  scholar  than  either,  and  entirely 
free  from  all  untoward  circumstance. 
Neither  Milton,  nor  Wordsworth,  nor 
Tennyson  had  greater  facility  for  develop- 
ing whatsoever  poetical  gifts  were  in  each 
than  had  Gray.— Saintsbury,  George, 
1898,  A  Short  History  qf  English  Litera- 
ture, p.  575. 


Tobias  George  Smollett 

1721-1771 

Bom,  in  the  ''Lennox,"  Dumbartonshire,  1721;  baptized,  19  March  1721.  Early 
education  at  school  at  Dumbarton.  Apprenticed  to  a  doctor.  To  London,  1739. 
Entered  Navy  as  Surgeon's  Mate,  Oct.  1740.  After  Carthagena  expedition,  retired 
from  Navy ;  settled  in  Jamaica.  Married  there  Anne  Lascelles,  1744  [  ?].  Returned 
to  London,  1744;  devoted  himself  to  literature.  Visit  to  Paris,  1749  [?].  M.  D., 
Marischal  Coll.,  Aberdeen,  1750.  Edited  ''Critical  Review,"  1756-60.  Imprisoned 
three  months  for  libel,  1759.  Edited  ''British  Mag.,"  1760-67;  "The  Briton,"  May 
1762  to  Feb.  1763.  Travelled  abroad,  June  1763  to  spring  1765.  To  lUly,  1768 ; 
settled  at  Monte  Nuovo,  near  Leghorn.  Died  there,  Sept.  1771.  Buried  at  Leghorn. 
Works:  "Advice"  (anon.),  1746;  "Reproof"  (anon.),  1747;  "Adventures  of  Roder- 
ick Random"  (anon.),  1748;  "The  Regicide"  (anon.),  1749;  "The* History  and  Ad- 
ventures  of  an  Atom"  (anon.),  1749;  "Adventures  of  Peregrine  Pickle"  (anon.), 
1751;  "Essay  on  the  External  Use  of  Water,"  1752;  "Adventures  of  Ferdinand, 
Count  Fathom"  (anon.),  1753;  "The  Reprisal"  (anon.),  1757;  "Compleat  History 
of  England  ...  to  the  Treaty  of  Aix-la.Chapelle"(4  vols.),  1757-58 ;  "Contin- 
uation" of  preceding  (5  vols.),  1763-65;  "Adventures  of  Sir  Launcelot  Greaves" 
(anon.),  1762;  "Travels  Through  France  and  Italy"  (2  vols.),  1766;  "The  Present 
State  of  All  Nations"  (8  vols.),  1768-69;  "The  Expedition  of  Humphery  Clinker" 
(anon.),  1771  (misprinted  1671  on  title-page  of  1st  edn.).  Posthunums:  "Ode  to  In- 
dependence, "1773.  He  translated : ' '  Gil  Bias' '  (anon. ),  1749 ;  ' '  Don  Quixote, ' '  1755 ; 
"Voltaire's  Works"  (with  others),  1761-74;  "The  Adventures  of  Telemachus,"  1776; 
and  edited :  "  A  Compendium  of  Authentic  and  Entertaining  Voyages, ' '  1756.  CoUeeted 
Works:  in  6  vols.,  1790.  L^e:  by  R.  Anderson,  1796.— Sharp,  R,  Farquharson, 
1897,  A  Dictionary  cf  English  AtUhors,  p.  263. 


PERSONAL 

Smollett  was  a  man  of  very  agreeable 
conversation  and  of  much  genuine  humor ; 
and,  though  not  a  professional  scholar,  pos- 
sessed a  philosophical  mind,  and  was  cap- 
able of  making  the  soundest  observations 
on  human  life,  and  of  discerning  the 
excellence  or  seeing  the  ridicule  of 
every  character  he  met  with.  Fielding 
only  excelled  him  in  giving  a  dramatic 
story  to  his  novels,  but,  in  my  opinion, 
was  inferior  to  him  in  the  true  comic 
vein.  He  was  one  of  the  many  very 
pleasant  men  with  whom  it  was  my  good 
fortune    to   be   intimately   acquainted. 


— Carlyle,  Alexander,  1753-56-1860, 
Avidbiography^  p.  216. 

Is  there  a  man,  in  vice  and  folly  bred. 
To  sense  of  honour  as  to  virtue  dead, 
Whom  ties  nor  human  nor  divine  can  bind, 
Alien  from  Gk)d,  and  foe  to  all  mankind; 
Who  spares  no  character;  whose  every  word, 
Bitter  as  gall,  and  sharper  than  the  sword, 
Outs  to  the  quick ;  whose  thoughts  with  ran- 
cour swell; 
Whose  tongue  on  earth  performs  the  woiHk  of 

hell? 
If  there  he  such  a  monster,  the  Reviews 
Shall  find  him  holding  forth  against  abuse. 
'*  Attack  profession !  — *tis  a  deadly  breach  I — 
The  Christian  laws  another  lesson  teach:— 
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Unto  the  end  shonld  oharity  endnre. 

And  oandoor  hide  those  faults  it  cannot 

cnie." 
Thus  Oandoar*8  maxims  flow  from  Banoonr'a 

throaty 
As  devils,  to  serve  their  purpose,  Sorii)tnxe 

quote. 

—Churchill,  Charles,  1761,  The  Apol- 
ogy, V.  298-313. 

A  most  worthless  and  dangerous  fellow, 
and  capable  of  any  mischief. — Walpole, 
Horace,  1770,  To  Sir  Horace  Mann, 
March  16 ;  Letters,  ed.  Cunningham,  vol. 
V,  p.  231. 

Dick  Ivy  carried  me  to  dine  with  S — 
[Smollett],  whom  you  and  I  have  long 
known  by  his  writings.  He  lives  in  the 
skirts  of  the  town ;  and  every  Sunday  his 
house  is  open  to  all  unfortunate  brothers 
of  the  quill,  whom  he  treats  with  beef, 
pudding,  and  potatoes,  port,  punch,  and 
Calvert's  entire  butt-beer.  ...  I 
was  civilly  received  in  a  plain  yet  decent 
habitation,  which  opened  backwards  into  a 
very  pleasant  garden,  kept  in  excellent 
order ;  and  indeed  I  saw  none  of  the  out- 
ward signs  of  authorship,  either  in  the 
house  or  the  landlord,  who  is  one  of  those 
few  writers  of  the  age  that  stand  upon 
their  own  foundation,  without  patronage 
and  above  dependence.  If  there  was  noth- 
ing characteristic  in  the  entertainer,  the 
company  made  ample  amends  for  his  want 
of  singularity.  At  two  o'clock  I  found 
myself  one  of  ten  messmates  at  a  table ; 
and  I  question  if  the  whole  kingdom  could 
produce  such  another  assemblage  of  orig- 
inals. •  .  .  After  dinner  we  adjourn^ 
into  the  garden,  where  I  observed  ilLr. 

S gave  a  short,  separate  audience  to 

every  individual,  in  a  small  remote  filbert 
walk,  from  whence  most  of  them  dropped 
off,  one  after  another,  without  further 
ceremony;  but  they  were  replaced  by 
other  recruits  of  the  class,  who  came  to 
make  an  afternoon's  visit. — Smollett, 
Tobias  George,  1771,  Humphrey  Clinker, 
Letter  (f  Jerry  Mulford, 

SiBte  viator  \ 
8i  leporis  ingeniique  venam  benignam, 

Si  morum  callidissimum  pictorem, 

Unquam  es  miratus, 

Immorare  patdulum  memorise 

TOBI^  SMOLLETT,  M.  D. 

Viri  virtutibuB  hisce 

Quas  in  homine  et  oive 

Et  laudes  et  imiteris, 

Haud  mediooriter  omati : 

Qui  in  Uteris  variis  yersatos. 


Fofltquam,  felicitate  sibi  propria 

Seae  posteris  commendaTerat, 

Morte  aoerba  raptua 

Anno  aetatis  5L 

Eheu!  quam  prooul  a  patria! 

Frope  Libumi  portom  in  Italia, 

Jacet  aeptdtna. 

Tali  tantoque  viro,  patmelo  auo, 

Cui  in  decursu  lampada 

Be  potiuB  tradidiaae  deouit, 

Hano  Columnam, 

Amoris,  eheu!  inane  monumentum 

In  ipsis  Leyinse  ripia, 

Quas  versiculia  sub  ezitu  vite 

illuBtrataa 

Frimia  inf ana  vagitibiiB  peraonuit, 

Fonendam  ouravit 

JACOBUS  SMOLLETT  de  BonhilL 

Abi  et  reminiacerey 

Hoc  quidem  honore, 

Non  modo  deftuicti  memories, 

Verum  etiam  ezemplo,  proapectom 


Aliis  enim,  si  modo  digni  aint, 
Idem  erit  virtutiB  prsemium ! 

—Inscription  on  Pillar,  1773,  On  Leven. 

In  the  practice  of  physic,  Smollett, 
though  possessed  of  superior  endowments, 
and  eminent  scientific  qualifications,  had 
the  mortification,  from  whatever  cause,  to 
be  unsuccessful,  at  a  moment  when  per- 
haps the  neglect  he  experienced  was  ag- 
gravated by  the  unaccountable  success  of 
many  a  superficial  unqualified  contempo- 
rary, reaping  the  harvest  of  wealth  and 
reputation.  It  has  been  supposed,  that 
this  want  of  success  in  a  prof  ession  where 
merit  cannot  always  ensure  fame  and 
aflluence,  was  owing  to  his  failing  to  ren- 
der himself  agreeable  to  the  fair  sex, 
whose  favour  is  certainly  of  great  conse- 
quence to  all  candidates  for  eminence, 
whether  in  physic  or  divinity.  But  his  fig- 
ure and  address,  which  were  uncommonly 
elegant  and  prepossessing,  and  his  un- 
sullied manners,  renders  this  supposition 
highly  improbable.  It  is  more  likely  that 
his  irritable  temper,  increased  by  the  teaz- 
ing  and  uncomfortable  circumstances  of 
the  profession,  and  his  contempt  for  the 
low  arts  of  servility,  suppleness,  and  cun- 
ning, were  the  real  causes  of  his  failure. 
It  may  be  supposed  also,  that  his  publica- 
tions, as  a  general  satirist  and  censor  of 
manners,  were  far  more  calculated  to  re- 
tard his  progress  as  a  physician,  than  to 
augment  his  practice. — Anderson,  Rob- 
ert, 1794-1803,  The  Life  qf  Tobias  Smol- 
lett,  M.  D„  p.  47. 

The  person  of  Dr.  Smollett  was  stout  and 
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well  proportioned,  his  countenance  en- 
gaging, his  manner  reserved,  with  a  cer- 
tain air  of  dignity  that  seemed  to  indicate 
that  he  was  not  unconscious  of  his  own 
powers.  He  was  of  a  disposition  so 
humane  and  generous  that  he  was  ever 
ready  to  serve  the  unfortunate,  and  on 
some  occasions  to  assist  them  beyond  what 
his  circumstances  could  justify.  .  .  • 
His  learning,  diligence,  and  natural  acute- 
ness,  would  have  rendered  him  eminent  in 
the  science  of  medicine,  had  he  persevered 
in  that  profession;  other  parts  of  his 
character  were  ill  suited  for  augment- 
ing his  practice.  He  could  neither  stoop 
to  impose  on  credulity  nor  humour 
caprice.— Moore,  John,  1797,  ed.,  Works 
of  SmoUetty  Memoir. 

Smollett,  who  is  a  great  poet,  though 
he  has  written  little  in  verse,  and  whose 
rich  genius  composed  the  most  original 
pictures  of  human  life,  was  compell^  by 
his  wants  to  debase  his  name  by  selling 
it  to  voyages  and  translations,  which  he 
never  could  have  read.  When  he  had 
worn  himself  down  in  the  service  of  the 
public,  or  the  booksellers,  there  remained 
not,  of  all  his  slender  remunerations,  in 
the  last  stage  of  life,  sufficient  to  convey 
him  to  a  cheap  country  and  a  restorative 
air  on  the  Continent.  The  father  may 
have  thought  himself  fortunate,  that  the 
daughter  whom  he  loved  with  more  than 
common  affection  was  no  more  to  share  in 
his  wants ;  but  the  husband  had  by  his  side 
the  faithful  companion  of  his  life,  left 
without  a  wreck  of  fortune.  Smollett, 
gradually  perishing  in  a  foreign  land,  neg- 
lected by  an  admiring  public,  and  without 
fresh  resources  from  the  booksellers,  who 
were  receiving  the  income  of  his  works, 
threw  out  his  injured  feelings  in  the  char- 
acter of  **  Bramble ;"  the  warm  generosity 
of  his  temper,  but  not  his  genius,  seemed 
fleeting  with  his  breath.  In  a  foreign 
land  his  widow  marked  by  a  plain  monu- 
ment the  spot  of  his  burial,  and  she  per- 
ished in  solitude!  Yet  Smollett  dead — 
soon  an  ornamented  column  is  raised  at 
the  place  of  his  birth,  while  the  grave  of 
the  author  seems  to  multiply  the  editions 
of  his  works.  There  are  indeed  grateful 
feelings  in  the  public  at  large  for  a  fav- 
ourite author ;  but  the  awful  testimony  of 
those  feelings,  by  its  gradual  progress, 
must  appear  beyond  the  grave !  They  visit 
the   column    consecrate  by  his    name. 


and  his  features  are  most  loved,  most  ven- 
erated, in  the  bust. — Disraeu,  Isaac, 
1812-13,  AvihoTB  by  Profession^  Calami' 
ties  of  Avihors. 

The  person  of  Smollett  was  eminently 
handsome,  his  features  prepossessing,  and, 
by  the  joint  testimony  of  all  his  surviving 
friends,  his  conversation  in  the  highest 
degree  instructive  and  amusing.  Of  his 
disposition,  those  who  have  read  his  works 
(and  who  has  not  done  so?)  may  form  a 
very  accurate  estimate;  for  in  each  of 
them  he  has  presented,  and  sometimes 
under  various  points  of  view,  the  leading 
features  of  his  own  character,  without 
disguising  the  most  unfavourable  of  them. 
.  .  .  We  know  not  that  Smollett  had 
any  other  marked  failing,  save  that  which 
he  himself  has  so  often  and  so  liberally  ac- 
knowledged. When  unseduced  by  his 
satirical  propensities,  he  was  kind,  gener- 
ous, and  humane  to  others ;  bold,  upright, 
and  independent  in  his  own  character; 
stooped  to  no  patron,  sued  for  no  favour, 
but  honestly  and  honourably  maintained 
himself  on  his  literary  labours. — Scott, 
Sir  Walter,  1821,  Tobias  Smollett. 

We  have  before  us,  and  painted  by  his 
own  hand,  Tobias  Smollett,  the  manly, 
kindly,  honest  and  irascible;  worn  and 
battered,  but  still  brave  and  full  of  heart, 
after  a  long  struggle  against  a  hard  for- 
tune. His  brain  had  been  busied  with  a 
hundred  different  schemes;  he  had  been 
reviewer  and  historian,  critic,  medical 
writer,  poet,  pamphleteer.  He  had  fought 
endless  literary  battles;  and  braved  and 
wielded  for  years  the  cudgels  of  contro- 
versy. It  was  a  hard  and  savage  fight  in 
those  days,  and  a  niggard  pay.  He  was 
oppressed  by  illness,  age,  narrow  fortune ; 
but  his  spirit  was  still  resolute,  and  his 
courage  steady ;  the  battle  over,  he  could 
do  justice  to  the  enemy  with  whom  he  had 
been  so  fiercely  engaged,  and  give  a  not 
unfriendly  grasp  to  the  hand  that  had 
mauled  him.  He  is  like  one  of  those 
Scotch  cadets,  of  whom  history  gives  us 
so  many  examples,  and  whom,  with  a 
national  fidelity,  the  great  Scotch  novelist 
has  painted  so  charmingly.  Of  gentle 
birth  and  narrow  means,  going  out  from 
his  northern  home  to  win  his  fortune  in 
the  world,  and  to  fight  his  way,  armed 
with  courage,  hunger,  and  keen  wits. 
His  crest  is  a  shattered  oak  tree,  with 
green  leaves  yet  springing  from  it.    On 
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his  ancient  coat-of-arms  there  is  a  lion 
and  a  horn ;  this  shield  of  his  was  battered 
and  dinted  in  a  hundred  fights  and  brawls, 
through  which  the  stout  Scotchman  bore 
it  courageously.  You  see  somehow  that 
he  is  a  gentleman,  through  all  his  battling 
and  struggling,  his  poverty,  his  hard- 
fought  successes,  and  his  defeats. — 
Thackeray,  Wiluam  Makepeace,  1853, 
The  English  Humourists  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century. 

He  was  by  no  means  the  idle  half- 
reprobate  he  represents  in  his  ''Roderick 
Random.''  He  was  often  wrong  and 
always  irascible,  continually  fancying  him- 
self aggrieved,  and  always  with  a  quarrel 
on  his  hands ;  but  he  was  as  proud,  warm- 
hearted, and  mettlesome  a  Scot  as  had 
then  crossed  the  Tweed — of  a  spirit  so  in- 
dependent, we  are  told,  that  he  never 
asked  a  favour  for  himself  from  any  great 
man  in  his  life ;  paying  his  way  honestly, 
and  helping  liberally  those  about  him  who 
were  in  distress ;  and  altogether,  so  far 
from  being  a  mere  pleasure-seeker,  that 
there  was  probably  no  man  then  in  or  near 
London,  who  stayed  more  at  home,  or 
worked  more  incessantly  and  laboriously 
to  prevent  the  world  from  being  a  shilling 
the  worse  for  him.  He  ruined  his  health 
by  over-work.— Masson,  David,  1859, 
British  Novelists  and  Their  Styles,  p.  133. 

In  the  following  year,  Smollett  died, 
leaving  to  his  widow  little  beyond  the 
empty  consolations  of  his  great  fame. 
From  her  very  narrow  purse  she  supplied 
the  means  of  erecting  the  stone  that 
marks  the  spot  where  he  lies ;  and  the  pen 
of  his  companion  .  .  .  [Dr.  John  Arm- 
strong], furnished  an  appropriate  inscrip- 
tion. The  niggardly  hands  of  government 
remained  as  firmly  closed  against  the  relief 
of  Mrs.  Smollett  as  they  had  been  in 
answer  to  her  husband's  own  application 
for  himself;  an  application  which  must 
have  cost  a  severe  struggle  to  his  proud 
spirit,  and  of  which  his  most  intimate  lit- 
erary friends  were  probably  never  aware. 
He  sought  favors  for  others,  says  Dr. 
Moore;  but  ''for  himself  he  never  made 
an  application  to  any  great  man  in  his 
life!"  He  was  not  intemperate,  nor  yet 
was  he  extravagant,  but  by  nature  hospi- 
table and  of  a  cheerful  temperament ;  his 
house-keeping  was  never  niggardly,  so 
long  as  he  could  employ  his  pen.  Thus 
his  genius  was  too  often  degraded  to  the 


hackney-tasks  of  booksellers;  while  a 
small  portion  of  those  pensions  which  were 
so  lavishly  bestowed  upon  ministerial  de- 
pendants and  placemen  would  have  enabled 
him  to  turn  his  mind  to  its  congenial  pur- 
suits, and  probably  to  still  further  elevate 
the  literary  civilization  of  his  country.— 
Sargent,  W.,  1859,  Some  Inedited  Mem- 
orials qf  Smollett,  AUantic  Monthly,  vol. 
3,  p.  702. 

Most  obscure  among  the  other  items  in 
that  Armada  of  Sir  Chaloner's,  just  taking 
leave  of  England;  most  obscure  of  the 
items  then,  but  now  most  noticeable,  or 
almost  alone  noticeable,  is  a  young  Sur- 
geon's-Mate, — one  Tobias  Smollett ;  look- 
ing over  the  waters  there  and  the  fading 
coasts,  not  without  thoughts.  A  proud, 
soft-hearted,  though  somewhat  stem- 
visaged,  caustic  and  indignant  young  gen- 
tleman. Apt  to  be  caustic  in  speech, 
having  sorrows  of  his  own  under  lock  and 
key,  on  this  and  subsequent  occasions. 
Excellent  Tobias;  he  has,  little  as  he 
hopes  it,  something  considerable  by  way 
of  mission  in  this  Expedition,  and  in  this 
Universe  generally.  Mission  to  take 
Portraits  of  English  Seamanhood,  with 
the  due  grimness,  due  fidelity ;  and  convey 
the  same  to  remote  generations,  before  it 
vanish.  Courage  my  brave  young  Tobias ; 
through  endless  sorrows,  contradictions, 
toils  and  confusions,  you  will  do  your 
errand  in  some  measure ;  and  that  will  be 
something !— Carlyle,  Thomas,  1858-65, 
History  (^  Friedrich  U.  qf  Prussia,  bk.  xii, 
eh.  xii,  p.  394. 

There  is  something  noble  and  even  en- 
gaging in  the  character  of  Smollett :  he 
stooped  to  no  patron;  he  sued  for  no 
favour ;  he  compromised  no  opinions ;  he 
maintained  himself  by  his  talents,  and 
lived  and  died  an  independent,  dauntless 
Scot.  Yet  that  stem  heart  was  broken, 
it  is  said,  by  the  death  of  that  young, 
fondly-loved  girl  who  preceded  him  to  the 
tomb.  What  a  conjunction  of  fierce  and 
gentle  qualities ; — of  a  heart  full  of  ten- 
derness, yet  proud;  of  a  nature  replete 
with  satirical  dispositions,  yet  candid  and 
forgiving. — Thomson,  Katherine  (Grace 
Wharton),  1862,  The  Literature  (f  So- 
ciety, vol.  II,  p.  253. 

Mrs.  Smollett  did  not  exactly  appreciate 
a  husband  who  had  no  profession.  Poor 
Nancy  does  not  seem  to  have  been  a  very 
suitable  yokefellow  for  our  busy  litterateur. 
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She  had  no  reverence  for  literature  as 
such,  or  for  its  professors.  She  had  all  a 
woman's  desire  for  social  distinction.  But 
in  order  to  take  any  position  in  that 
society  after  which  this  poor  little  Eve  of 
the  eighteenth  century  panted  as  eagerly 
as  those  of  the  nineteenth,  an  indispensa- 
ble desideratum  was  that  her  husband 
should  belong  to  one  of  the  recognised 
professions,  even  although  it  might  1^  only 
** something  in  the  City!"  ...  In 
**Narcissa's"  eyes— for  there  is  little 
doubt  that  the  character  of  Narcissa 
in  ''Roderick  Random"  was  at  least  sug- 
gested by  his  wife — her  husband's  literary 
work  was  worse  than  degrading.  In  com- 
mon with  many  others  of  her  time,  she 
deemed ''a  man  of  letters"  to  be  synony- 
mous with  a  gentleman  who  spent  one-half 
his  time  in  the  Fleet  or  the  Marshalsea 
for  debt,  and  the  other  half  in  dodging 
bailiffs  from  post  to  pillar  for  the  privi- 
lege of  enjoying  God's  sunshine  without 
the  walls  of  a  jail.— Smbaton,  Oliphant, 

1897,  Tobias  SmoUeU  (Famous  Scots  Se- 
ries), pp,  69,  72. 

His  grave  is  in  the  old  English  cemetry 
in  the  ViadegliElisi  at  Leghorn  (the  only 
town  in  north  Italy  where  protestants  at 
that  time  had  rights  of  burial),  and  the 
sea  lies  to  the  west  of  him,  as  of  Fielding 
at  Oporto.  A  Latin  inscription  (inaccurate 
as  to  dates)  was  written  for  his  tombstone 
by  Armstrong,  and  has  recently  been  recut. 
Three  years  later  a  monument  was  erected 
by  the  novelist's  cousin.  Commissary 
James  Smollett,  on  the  banks  of  the 
Leven — a  tall  Tuscan  column,  which  still 
attracts  the  eye  of  tourists  on  their  way 
between  the  Clyde  and  Loch  Lomond.  The 
inscription  was  revised  and  in  part  written 
by  Dr.  Johnson,  who  visited  Bonhill  with 
Boswell  in  1774.— SECCOBiBE,    Thomas, 

1898,  Dictionary  of  National  Biography, 
vol.  uii,  p.  180. 

RODERIOK  RANDOM 

1748 

I  guessed  ''R.  Random"  to  be  his, 
[Fielding's]  though  without  his  name.  I 
cannot  think  **  Ferdinand  Fathom"  wrote 
by  the  same  hand,  it  is  every  way  so 
much  below  it.— Montagu,  Lady  Mary 
WoRTLEY,  1754,  Letter  to  the  Countess  qf 
BuU,  June  23. 

The  most  popular  of  all  the  novels 
on  which  his  high  reputation  rests. — 
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Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of  the 
British  Poets. 

In  none  of  his  succeeding  volumes  has 
he  equalled  the  liveliness,  force,  and 
nature  of  this  his  first  essay.  So  just  a 
picture  of  a  seafaring  life  especially  had 
never  before  met  the  public  eye.  Many 
of  our  naval  heroes  may  probably  trace 
the  preference  which  has  decided  them  in 
their  choice  of  a  profession  to  an  early 
acquaintance  with  the  pages  of  ''Roderick 
Random."  He  has  not,  indeed,  decorated 
his  scenes  with  any  seductive  colours ;  yet 
such  is  the  charm  of  a  highly  wrought 
description,  that  it  often  induces  us  to 
overlook  what  is  disgusting  in  the  objects 
themselves,  and  transfer  the  pleasure 
arising  from  the  mere  imitation  to  the 
reality.— Cary,  Henry  Francis,  1821- 
24-45,  Lives  of  English  Poets,  ed.  Cary, 
p.  123. 

''Roderick  Random,"  indeed,  with  its 
varied  delineation  of  life,  is  almost  a 
romance.  Its  hero  is  worthy  of  his  name. 
He  is  the  sport  of  fortune  rolled  about 
through  the  "many  ways  of  wretched- 
ness" almost  without  resistance,  but  ever 
catching  those  tastes  of  joy  which  are 
every  where  to  be  relished  by  those  who 
are  willing  to  receive  them.  We  seem 
to  roll  on  with  him,  and  get  delectably 
giddy  in  his  company.— Talfourd,Thomas 
Noon,  1842,  On  British  Novels  and  Ro- 
mances, Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Writ- 
ings, p.  14. 

Smollett's  "Roderick Random"  is  better 
worth  preserving  than  the  same  author's 
continuation  of  Hume. — Pattison,  Mark, 
1872-89,  Pope  and  His  Editors,  Essays, 
ed.  NetUeship,  vol,  ii,  p.  356. 

In  spite  of  its  indecency,the  world  at  once 
acknowledged  it  to  be  a  work  of  genius : 
the  verisimilitude  was  perfect ;  every  one 
recognized  in  the  hero  the  type  of  many  a 
young  North  countryman  going  out  to  seek 
his  fortune.  The  variety  is  great,  the 
scenes  are  more  varied  and  real  than  those 
in  Richardson  and  Fielding,  the  characters 
are  numerous  and  vividly  painted,  and  the 
keen  sense  of  ridicule  pervading  the  book 
makes  it  a  broad  jest  from  beginning  to 
end.  Historically,  his  delineations  are 
valuable ;  for  he  describes  a  period  in  the 
annals  of  the  British  marine  which  has 
happily  passed  away, — a  hard  life  in  little 
stifling  holds  or  forecastles,  with  hard  fare, 
— a  iMise  life,  for  the  sailor,  oppressed 
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on  shipboard,  was  the  prey  of  vile  women 
and  land-sharks  when  on  shore.  What 
pictures  of  prostitution  and  indecency! 
what  obscenity  of  language !  what  drunken 
infernal  orgies !  We  may  shun  the  book 
as  we  would  shun  the  company,  and  yet 
the  one  is  the  exact  portraiture  of  the 
other.— CJoppfiE,  Henry,  1872,  English 
Literature,  p.  293. 

''Roderick  Random''  is  an  exceedingly 
interesting  work  of  fiction,  and  it  was  long 
popular.  Its  interest  and  attraction  does 
not  depend  on  the  development  of  a  well- 
conceived  and  elaborated  plot,  but  on  the 
inventive  power,  the  native  humour,  and 
knowledge  of  the  author.  The  turns  in 
the  fortune  of  the  hero  of  the  novel  are 
many  and  varied,  and  scene  follows  scene 
with  amazing  rapidity,  so  the  attention  of 
the  reader  never  flags ;  but  the  morality 
of  the  novel  is  low,  and  some  coarse  pas- 
sages occur  in  it. — Mackintosh,  John, 
1878-83-96,  The  History  qf  OivUisaMon 
in  Scotland,  vol,  rv,  p.  199. 

In  the  year  1809  was  interred,  in  the 
churchyard  of  St.  Martin's-in-the-Fields, 
the  body  of  one  Hew  Hewson,  who  died  at 
the  age  of  eighty-five.  He  was  the  orig- 
inal of  Hugh  Strap,  in  Smollett's  ''Roder- 
ick Random."  Upwards  of  forty  years 
he  kept  a  hair-dresser's  shop  in  St.  Mar- 
tin's parish ;  the  walls  were  hung  round 
with  Latin  quotations,  and  he  would  fre- 
quently point  out  to  his  customers  and 
acquaintances  the  several  scenes  in  "Rod- 
erick Random"  pertaining  to  himself, 
which  had  their  origin,  not  in  Smollett's 
inventive  fancy,  but  in  truth  and  reality. 
The  meeting  in  a  barber's  shop  at  New- 
castle-upon-Tyne, the  subsequent  mistake 
at  the  inn,  their  arrival  together  in  Lon- 
don, and  the  assistance  they  experienced 
from  Strap's  friend,  are  all  facts.  The 
barber  left  behind  an  annotated  copy  of 
"  Roderick  Random, "  showing  how  far  we 
are  indebted  to  the  genius  of  the  author, 
and  to  what  extent  the  incidents  are 
founded  in  reality. — Saunders,  Freder- 
ick, 1887,  The  Story  qf  Some  Famous 
Books,  p.  123. 

"Roderick  Random"  is  intentionally 
modelled  on  the  plan  of  Lesage,  and  here, 
as  elsewhere,  Smollett  shows  himself  less 
original  than  either  Richardson  or  Field- 
ing. He  can  hardly  be  said  to  invent  or 
to  construct;  he  simply  reports.  He  does 
this   with   infinite   spirit   and   variety. 


Comedy  and  tragedy,  piety  and  farce,  fol- 
low one  another  in  bewildering  alternation. 
But  although  he  dazzles  and  entertains 
us,  he  does  not  charm.  The  book  is  fero- 
cious to  a  strange  degree,  and  so  foul  as 
to  be  fit  only  for  a  very  well-seasoned 
reader.  The  hero,  in  whom  Smollett 
complacently  could  see  nothing  but  a  pict- 
ure of  "modest  merit  struggling  with 
every  difiSculty,"  is  a  selfish  bSly,  whose 
faults  it  is  exasperating  to  find  condoned. 
The  book  of  course,  is  fiill  of  good  things. 
The  hero  is  three  separate  times  hurried 
off  to  sea,  and  the  scenes  of  rough  sailor- 
life,  though  often  disgusting,  are  wonder- 
fully graphic.  Tom  Bowling,  Jack  Rat- 
tlin,  and  the  proud  Mr.  Morgan  are  not 
merely  immortal  among  salt-sea  worthies, 
but  practically  the  first  of  a  long  line  of 
sailors  of  fiction. — Gosse,  Edmund,  1888, 
A  History  of  Ehghteenth  Century  Litera- 
ture, p.  259. 

THE  ADVENTURES  OF  AN  ATOM 

1749 

From  our  knowledge  of  his  character, 
we  expect,  what  we  &d  in  his  work,  ideas 
that  indicate  a  firm  and  lofty  mind,  irri- 
tated by  disappointment  and  neglect,  and 
a  diction  ardent  and  energetic,  corre- 
sponding to  the  strength  and  acuteness  of 
his  feelings  of  indignation  and  resent- 
ment. Though  it  is  inferior,  upon  the 
whole,  to  his  other  novels,  for  ingenuity 
and  contrivance  in  the  composition,  and 
for  observation  of  life,  it  is  written,  for 
the  most  part,  with  his  usual  humour,  ani- 
mation, and  felicity  of  expression. — An- 
derson, Robert,  1794-1803,  The  Life  rf 
Tobias  Smollett,  M.  D.,  p.  204. 

His  extremely  clever  and  extremely 
coarse  political  satire,  ^'The  Adventures 
of  an  Atom,''  published  in  1769,  was 
probably  inspired  partly  by  resentment  at 
the  neglect  of  his  own  claims  by  suc- 
cessive ministries.  —  Minto,  Wiluaii, 
1887,  Encyclopcedia  Britanniea,  Ninlk 
Edition,  vol.  xxn. 

''TheHistory  of  an  Atom"  was  success- 
ful, but  is  to-day  the  portion  of  Smollett*s 
writings  with  which  we  could  most  com- 
fortably dispense.  It  is  a  satire,  or  in- 
tended for  such,  but  accommodates  itself 
to  none  of  the  known  rules  of  any  sdiool 
of  satiric  writing.  Neither  to  S^t^  Ar^ 
buthnot,  Steele,  nor  Butler  does  it  exhibit 
aflhiity .— Sbieaton,  Oliphant,  IMff,  IWioi 
Smollett  (Famous  Scots  Series\  p.  117. 
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*'The  Adventures  of  an  Atom''  are  men- 
tioned with  a  shudder  when  it  is  necessary 
to  mention  them  at  all,  yet  they  are 
scarcely  worse  than  the  occasional  con- 
versation of  very  reputable  medical  stu- 
dents in  all  times.  It  may  be  questioned, 
finally,  whether  it  is  any  hurt  to  a  lan- 
guage to  have  nothing  but  specifically  vul- 
gar names  for  vulgar  things,  and  so  escape 
the  deification  of  lubricity  to  which  the 
less  robust  nations  commit  themselves. 
Vigorous  and  outspoken,  irreverent,  and 
sometimes  too  high-tempered,  Smollett  is 
a  pervading  exemplar  of  the  British  hu- 
morist.—Duffield,  Pitts,  1897,  Library 
qfthe  WarUTs  Best  Literature,  ed.  Warner, 
ml.  xxm,  p.  13577. 

PEREGRINE  PICKLE 
1751 

At  candlelight  D.  D.,  and  I  read  by 
turns,  and  what  do  you  think  has  been 
part  of  our  study? — why  truly  "Peregrine 
Pickle !"  We  never  undertook  it  before, 
but  it  is  wretched  stuff;  only  Lady  Vs. 
history  is  a  curiosity. — Delany,  Mrs. 
(Mary  Granville),  1752,  Letter  to  Mrs. 
Deu}eSy  Correspondence,  ed.  Hanover,  vol. 
Ill,  p.  162. 

It  has  been  said,  that  Smollett  was  not 
successful  in  drawing  female  characters ; 
yet  the  principal  female  in  his  romances 
is  always  of  the  strictest  purity  of  mind 
and  manners.  The  character  of ' '  Emilia' ' 
in  * 'Peregrine  Pickle,"  the  gayest  per- 
haps of  them  all,  is  at  the  same  time 
watchful  and  spirited.  She  does  not  in- 
deed lecture  on  virtue  like  a  professor  of 
moral  philosophy,  nor  is  she  decked  in  all 
the  flowery  ornaments  with  which  the 
heroines  of  romance  are  sometimes 
adorned.  She  always  appears  in  the  sim- 
ple dress,  so  becoming,  and  so  peculiarly 
natural  to  young  English  ladies  of  virtue 
and  good  sense. — Moore,  John,  1797, 
ed..  Works  qf  Smollett,  Memoir. 

It  was  received  with  such  extraordinary 
avidity  that  a  large  impression  was  quickly 
sold  in  England,  another  was  bought  up 
in  Ireland,  a  translation  was  execut^  into 
the  French  language,  and  it  soon  made  its 
appearance  in  a  second  edition  with  an 
apologetic  "Advertisement'*  and  "Two 
Letters''  relating  to  the  "Memoirs  of  a 
Lady  of  Quality,"  sent  to  the  editor  by 
' '  a  Person  of  Honour. "  This  first  edition 
is  in  our  day  scarce  enough,  and  sufficiently 


coarse  to  fetch  an  enhanced  price. — Her- 
bert, David,  1870,  ed..  Works  qf  Smollett, 
Life. 

Peregrine  Pickle  attacks  by  a  most 
brutal  and  cowardly  plot  the  honour  of  a 
young  girl,  whom  he  wants  to  marry,  and 
who  is  the  sister  of  his  best  friend.  We 
got  to  hate  his  rancorous,  concentrated, 
obstinate  character,  which  is  at  once  that 
of  an  absolute  king  accustomed  to  please 
himself  at  the  expense  of  others'  happi- 
ness, and  that  of  a  boor  with  only  the  var- 
nish of  education.  We  should  be  uneasy 
at  living  near  him;  he  is  good  for  nothing 
but  to  shock  or  tyrannise  over  others. 
We  avoid  him  as  we  would  a  dangerous 
beast ;  the  sudden  rush  of  animal  passion 
and  the  force  of  his  firm  will  are  so  over- 
powering in  him,  that  when  he  fails  he 
becomes  outrageous.  He  draws  his  sword 
against  an  innkeeper ;  he  must  bleed  him, 
grows  mad.  Everything,  even  to  his  gen- 
erosities, is  spoiled  by  pride ;  all,  even  to 
his  gaieties,  is  clouded  by  harshness. 
Peregrine's  amusements  are  barbarous, 
and  those  of  Smollett  are  after  the  same 
style.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  History  of 
English  Literature,  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol.  ii, 
bk.  iii,  eh.  vi,  p.  178. 

Its  brightness,  and  the  hearty  fun  of 
many  of  its  chapters,  like  that  (ch.  xliv.) 
which  describes  an  entertainment  in  the 
manner  of  the  ancients,  made  the  book 
widely  popular  and  Smollett  famous.  The 
pompous  gentleman  caricatured  by  Smol- 
lett, as  the  giver  of  this  banquet,  was 
Mark  Akenside. — ^Morlby,  Henry,  1873, 
A  First  Sketch  qf  English  Literature,  p.  836. 

The  chamcters  in  ''Peregrinos  Pickle" 

All  teaoh  us  wiBdom,  while  our  sides  they 

tickle ; 
They  aigne  not  from  what  their  acts  ensue, 
But  tell  us  what  they  are  from  what  they  do. 

—Joyce,  Robert  Dwer,  1877,  Reflections, 
Seribner^s  Magazine,  vol.  14,  p.  446. 

He  keeps  the  reader's  attention  even 
when  he  offends  his  taste.  He  impaired 
the  literary  merit  of  ''Peregrine  Pickle," 
but  at  the  same  time  added  to  its  dissolute 
character  and  its  immediate  popularity  by 
the  forced  insertion  of  the  licentious 
** Memoirs  of  a  Lady  of  Quality."  Now 
a  serious  blemish,  these  memoirs  formed 
at  the  time  an  added  attraction  to  the 
book.  They  were  eagerly  read  as  the  au- 
thentic account  of  L^dy  Vane,  a  notori- 
ous woman  of  rank,  and  were  furnished 
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to  Smollett  by  herself,  in  the  hope,  fally 
gratified,  that  her  infamous  career  might 
be  known  to  future  generations. — ^TucK- 
ERMAN,  Bayard,  1882,  A  HuAory  (jfEhtg- 
lish  Prose  Fidym^  p.  214. 

It  is  a  laughter-provoking  book,  with 
abundance  of  incident  and  ''go,''  but  it 
is  occasionally  indefensibly  coarse,  and 
not  unfrequently  shows  that  want  of  gen- 
tlemanly feeling  which  Smollett's  admir- 
ers have  too  often  to  regret  — Nicoll, 
Henry  J.,  1882,  Landmarks  qf  English 
Literature^  p.  225. 

The  autobiographic  method  did  not 
prove  pleasing  to  Akenside  and  others, 
whose  characters  were  burlesqued  in  this 
novel ;  and  Smollett  could  hardly  employ 
the  excuse  of  Dr.  John  Shebbeare,  who 
says  that  novelists  are  like  army-tailors, 
they  make  suits  for  all  mankind,  to  be 
taken  and  fitted  on  to  their  persons  by 
Tom,  Dick,  and  Harry.  For  Smollett  fit- 
ted his  descriptions  to  the  individual,  and 
took  care  that  they  should  suit  no  one 
else.  His  method  is  minute  and  his  satire 
savage  and  personal. — Raleigh,  Walter, 
1894,  The  English  Navel,  p.  187. 

FERDINAND  COUNT  FATHOM 

1753 

I  think  "Count  Fathom"  (though  a  bad, 
affected  style)  written  with  a  better  in- 
tention, and  Melvin's  character  a  good 
one,  but  they  none  of  them  are  to  be 
named  in  a  day  with  our  good  friend  Rich- 
ardson.—Delany,  Mrs.  (Mary  Gran- 
ville), 1753,  Letter  to  Mrs.  Dewes ;  Cor- 
respondenee,  ed.  Llanover,  vol.  in,  p.  22S. 

Smollett,  notwithstanding  his  peculiar 
propensity  for  burlesque  and  broad  hu- 
mour, has,  in  his  ''Ferdinand  Count 
Fathom,"  painted  a  scene  of  natural  ter- 
ror with  astonishing  effect;  with  such 
vigour  of  imagination  indeed,  and  minute- 
ness of  detail,  that  the  blood  runs  cold, 
and  the  hair  stands  erect  from  the  impres- 
sion. The  whole  turns  upon  the  Count, 
who  is  admitted,  during  a  tremendous 
storm,  into  a  solitary  cottage  in  a  forest, 
discovering  a  body  just  murdered  in  the 
room  where  he  is  going  to  sleep,  and  the 
door  of  which,  on  endeavouring  to  escape, 
he  finds  fastened  upon  him. — Drake, 
Nathan,  1798-1820,  Literary  Hours,  vol. 
I,  No.  xvii,  p.  274. 

His  ''Adventures  of  Count  Fathom"  is 
a  description  of  the  career  of  a  hideous 


and  perhaps  an  anomalous  scoundrel.  The 
same  tendency  to  exaggerate  both  incident 
and  character  pervades  all  Smollett's 
novels.  He  seems  to  write  under  the 
stimulus  of  brandy.  It  is  the  nature  and 
fancy  of  madness.  The  atmosphere  of 
atrocity  that  surrounds  the  principal  char- 
acter and  his  associates  in  the  "Count 
Fathom"  is  so  black  and  stifling,  and  their 
features  are  so  horrible,  that  one's  im- 
agination takes  refuge  almost  in  contempt 
in  order  to  relieve  itself  of  the  disgust 
they  have  excited.  At  the  same  time  it 
must  be  owned  that  there  are  points  in  the 
work  which  answer  to  the  stimulated  ener- 
gies of  an  undoubtedly  powerful  mind  by 
nature.  ...  No  one  of  Smollett's 
works,  or  indeed  of  any  other  writer  of 
fiction  that  I  am  acquainted  with,  con- 
tains stronger  specimens  of  real  power  in 
invention  and  language,  than  this  exhibits. 
—Clarke,  Charles  Cowden,  1872,  On 
the  Comic  Writers  qf  England,  The  Gentle- 
man* s  Magazine,  n.  s.,  vol.  8,  pp.  572,  573. 

The  Count  is  a  scoundrel,  or,  at  least, 
tries  to  be  one;  but  he  is  so  weak,  so 
easily  baffled,  so  utterly  unable  to  succeed 
except  where  he  is  helped  by  the  incredible 
folly  of  the  virtuous  characters;  so  much 
more  in  fact  of  a  dupe  than  a  villain,  that 
whatever  feeling  he  does  arouse  is  one  of 
a  rather  mild  contempt.  We  hear  much 
of  his  cleverness,  but  never  see  it.  Smol- 
lett's literary  fault  in  connection  with  him 
was  not  that  he  drew  a  greater  sinner  than 
any  man  should  put  into  a  book,  but  that, 
having  introduced  his  hero  as  a  villain  of 
extraordinary  ability,  he  entirely  fails  to 
convince  the  reader  that  Count  Fathom 
was  other  than  a  very  poor  rogue  indeed. 
The  scene  in  the  Robbers'  Hut  in  the  for- 
est is  sometimes  spoken  of  as  being  orig- 
inal, and  the  model  of  many  others  of  the 
same  kind,  but  the  praise  can  ha^ly  have 
been  given  with  the  due  recollection  of 
much  that  is  to  be  found  in  the  ''Spanish 
and  French  Authors"  whom  Smollett  took 
as  his  masters.— Hann AY,  David,  1887, 
Ltfe  <f  Tobias  George  Smollett,  p.  91. 

His  most  sustained  effort.  The  irony 
of  the  opening  chapters,  the  ruthless 
characterisation  of  a  scoundrel,  and  the 
description  of  the  robbera'  hut  in  the 
Black  Forest  exhibit  a  striking  reserve  of 
power.  Few  novels  have  been  more  imi- 
tated.—Seccoube,  Thomas,  1898,  Dictum' 
ary  cf  National  Biography,  vol.  un^  p.  176. 
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DON  QUIXOTE 
1753 

I  am  sorry  my  friend  Smollett  loses  his 
time  in  translations:  he  has  certainly  a 
talent  for  invention,  though  I  think  it 
flags  a  little  in  his  last  work.  Don 
Quixote  is  a  difiScult  undertaking:  I  shall 
never  desire  to  read  any  attempt  to  new- 
dress  him.  Though  I  am  a  mere  piddler 
in  the  Spanish  language,  I  had  rather  take 
pains  to  understand  him  in  the  original 
than  sleep  over  a  stupid  translation. — 
Montagu,  Lady  Mary  Wortley,  1755, 
Letter  to  the  Countess  of  Bute,  Jan.  1. 

Smollett  inherited  from  nature  a  strong 
sense  of  ridicule,  a  great  fund  of  original 
humour,  and  a  happy  versatility  of  talent, 
by  which  he  could  accommodate  his  style 
to  almost  every  species  of  writing.  He 
could  adopt,  alternately,  the  solemn,  the 
lively,  the  sarcastic,  the  burlesque,  and 
the  vulgar.  To  these  qualifications,  he 
joined  an  inventive  genius,  and  a  vigorous 
imagination. — Tytler,  Alexander  Era- 
ser (Lord  Woodhouselee),  1791,  Essay 
on  the  Principles  of  Translation. 

It  wants  that  picturesque  and  romantic 
tone  which  is  so  great  a  charm  in  the 
original — that  tenderness  of  feeling  in  the 
midst  of,  and  modifying,  the  wildest  ex- 
travagance of  gaiety,  which  forms  as  it 
were  the  atmosphere  of  the  southern 
humour,  and  distinguishes  alike  the  fran- 
tic wit  of  the  old  comedy  of  Greece,  the 
broad  burlesque  of  the  primitive  Italian 
stage,  and  glows  with  such  a  steady  and 
yet  subdued  radiance  through  the  pages  of 
the  gentle  Cervantes.  Smollett's  "Don 
Quixote"  wants  sun — the  sun  of  La  Man- 
cha.— Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847,  OiUlines 
of  English  Literature,  p.  268. 

If  in  many  ways  not  a  faithful  repre- 
sentation of  Cervantes'  immortal  novel,  is 
a  lively  and  spirited  production,  showing 
Smollett's  great  command  over  language 
and  power  of  fluent  and  vivacious  narra- 
tive.—Nicoll,  Henry  J.,  1882,  Land- 
marks of  English  Literature,  p.  225. 

HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND 
1767-66 

Robertson's  History  is,  I  think,  extremely 
well  written.  —  It  was  well  observed, 
that  nobody  in  the  Augustan  age  could 
conceive  that  so  soon  after,  a  Horse  should 
be  made  Consul :  and  yet  matters  were  so 
well  prepared  by  the  time  of  Caligula, 


that  nobody  was  surprised  at  the  matter. 
And  so  when  Clarendon  and  Temple  wrote 
History,  they  little  thought  the  time  was 
so  near  when  a  vagabond  Scot  should  write 
nonsense  ten  thousand  strong. — War- 
burton,  William,  1759,  Letters  from  a 
Late  Eminent  Prdate,  Jan.  30,  No.  cxxv, 
p.  278. 

I  am  reading  again,  the  ''History  of 
England,"  that  of  Smollett.  ...  I 
have  to  the  reign  of  George  the  Second, 
and,  in  spight  of  the  dislike  I  have  of  Smol- 
lett's language  and  style  of  writing,  I  am 
much  entertained.  —  Burney,  Prances, 
1770,  Early  Diary,  ed.  Ellis,  vol.  i,  p.  94. 

Smollett  had  unquestionably  talents, 
but  his  genius  was  entirely  turned  to  the 
low  and  the  ludicrous ;  of  the  dignity  and 
beauty  of  historic  composition,  he  had  no 
conception,  much  less  could  he  boast  of 
possessing  any  portion  of  its  all-pervading 
and  philosophical  spirit.  His  work  is  a 
dull  and  often  malignant  compilation, 
equally  destitute  of  instruction  and 
amusement.— Belsham,  Wiluam,  1793, 
Memoirs  of  the  Kings  cf  Great  Britain  of 
the  House  of  Brunswick ;  Memoirs  of  the 
Reign  of  George  L,  Prtface. 

Respect  for  the  great  name  of  Smollett 
will  not  suffer  me  to  pass  over  in  silence 
his  ''History  of  England,"  the  most  im- 
portant of  his  compilations.  It  is  not  to 
the  purpose  of  the  present  enquiry  to  ob- 
serve that  the  general  concoction  of  the 
work  reminds  us  rather  of  the  promptings 
of  the  bookseller,  than  of  the  talents  of 
its  author.  It  is  not  however  to  be  won- 
dered at,  that  the  style  of  a  work,  thus 
crudely  composed,  should  not  be  such  as 
to  put  contemporary  authors  to  the  blush. 
—Godwin,  William,  1797,  Qf  English 
Style,  The  Enquirer,  p.  470. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  year  1758, 
Smollett  published  his  ''Complete  History 
of  England,  deduced  from  the  Descent  of 
Julius  Caesar  to  the  ^Treaty  of  Aix-la- 
Chapelle,  in  1748;"  in  four  volumes  4to. 
It  is  said  that  this  voluminous  work,  con- 
taining the  history  of  thirteen  centuries, 
and  written  with  uncommon  spirit  andcor- 
rectness  of  language  was  composed  and 
finished  for  the  press  within  fourteen 
months,  one  of  the  greatest  exertions  of 
facility  of  composition  which  was  ever 
recorded  in  the  history  of  literature. 
.  .  .  It  cannot  be  denied  that,  as  a 
clear    and  distinct  narrative  of    facts. 
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strongly  and  vifj^orously  told  with  a  laud- 
able regard  to  tmth  and  impartiality,  the 
Continuation  may  vie  with  our  best  histor- 
ical works.  The  author  was  incapable  of 
being  swayed  by  fear  or  favour;  and 
where  his  judgment  is  influenced,  we  can 
see  that  he  was  only  misled  by  an  honest 
belief  in  the  truth  of  his  own  arguments. 
—Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1821,  TcIMm 
Smollett. 

Warburton  heard  of  its  swift  sale  while 
his  own  **  Divine  Legation"  lay  heavy  and 
quiet  at  his  publisher's;  and  ''the  Vaga- 
bond Scot  who  writes  nonsense,"  was  the 
character  vouchsafed  to  Smollett  by  the 
vehement  proud  priest.  But  Goldsmith 
keeps  his  temper,  notwithstanding  Smol- 
lett's great  and  somewhat  easily-earned 
good  fortune ;  and,  in  this  as  in  former 
instances,  there  is  no  disposition  to  carp 
at  a  good  success  or  quarrel  with  a  cele- 
brated name.  His  notice  has  evident 
marks  of  the  interpolation  of  GriflSths, 
though  that  worthy's  more  deadly  hostil- 
ity to  Smollett  had  not  yet  begun;  but 
even  as  it  stands,  in  the  ''Review"  which 
had  so  many  points  of  personal  and  politi- 
cal opposition  to  the  subject  of  it,  it  is 
manly  and  kind.  The  weak  places  were 
pointed  out  with  gentleness,  while  Gold- 
smith strongly  seized  on  what  he  felt  to 
be  the  strength  of  Smollett. — Forster, 
John,  1848-71,  The  Life  and  Times  cf 
Oliver  Goldsmiihy  vol.  I,  p.  109. 

But  such  a  work  written  in  fourteen 
months  could  hardly  compete  in  manner, 
and  still  less  in  matter,  with  the  eight 
years'  careful  labour  of  Hume.  The  style 
is  fluent  and  loose,  possessing  a  careless 
vigour  where  the  subject  is  naturally  ex- 
citing, but  composed  too  hastily  to  rise 
above  dulness  in  the  record  of  dry  trans- 
actions. As  regards  matter,  the  histo- 
rian can  make  no  pretension  to  original  re- 
search. He  executed  the  book  as  a  piece 
of  hack-work  for  a  London  bookseller, 
availing  himself  freely  of  previous  publica- 
tions, and  taking  no  pains  to  bring  new 
facts  to  light.— MiNTO,  William,  1872-80, 
Manual  of  English  Prose  Literature^  p.  432. 

The  versatility  of  genius  was  never 
more  fully  proved  than  when  Smollett 
turned  historian.  Put  to  the  trade  of 
book-making  he  became  the  ideal  book- 
maker. The  language  cannot  show  a  more 
complete  example  of  the  dismal  art  than 
the  history  compiled  by  a  prince  of  the 


domain  of  fiction,  a  master  of  fancy  as 
fertile,  and  of  a  pen  as  vivid  as  English 
literature  has  ever  produced.  To  ^ol- 
lett's  "Continuation  of  Hume,"  and  the 
book  trade  which  tyrannically  forced  it 
upon  several  much-enduring  generations 
of  readers,  must  be  imputed  not  a  little 
of  the  extraordinary  superstition  that  the 
eighteenth  century  is  the  most  tedious 
portion  of  English  history. — Stebbing, 
WiLUAM,  1887,  Some  Verdicts  (f  History 
Reviewed^  p.  7. 

It  is  superficial,  inaccurate,  and  a  dull 
and  wearisome  record. — Aubrey,  W.  H. 
S.,  1896,  The  Rise  and  Grototh  of  the  Eng- 
lish Nation,  vol.  m,  p.  250. 

Some  critics  have  urged  that  Smollett 
might  have  taken  a  broader  view  of  the 
sources  and  progress  of  national  expansion 
and  development.  Hinto  rather  off-hand- 
edly  designates  his  style  as  "fluent  and 
loose,  possessing  a  careless  vigour  where 
the  subject  is  naturally  exciting,"  and  con- 
cluded with  the  words,  "the  history  is  said 
to  be  full  of  errors  and  inconsistencies." 
Now,  this  last  clause  is  taken  word  for  word 
from  Chambers  "Cyclopaedia  of  Ehiglish 
Literature,"  who  took  it  from  Angus's 
"English  Literature,"  who  borrowed  it 
from  Macaulay,  who  annexed  it  from 
the  Edirdmrgh  RevieWy  which  journal  had 
originally  adopted  it  with  alterations 
from  Smollett's  own  prefatory  remarks  in 
the  first  edition  of  the  book.  How  many 
of  these  authors  had  read  the  history  for 
themselves,  to  see  if  it  really  contained 
such  errors  and  inconsistencies?  Criti- 
cism conducted  on  that  mutual-trust  prin- 
ciple is  very  convenient  for  the  critic ;  is 
it  quite  fair  to  the  author?  Now,  anyone 
who  faithfully  reads  Smollett's  "History 
of  England"  and  its  "Continuation"  will 
not  discover  a  larger  percentage  of  either 
errors  or  inconsistencies  than  appear  in 
the  works  of  his  contemporary  historians, 
Tytler,  Hume,  and  Robertson.  Smollett  is 
as  distinguishingly  fair  and  impartial  as 
it  was  possible  for  one  to  be,  influ- 
enced so  profoundly  by  his  environment 
as  were  all  the  historians  of  the  eight- 
eenth century.  The  mind  of  literary 
Europe  was  already  tinged  by  that  spiritual 
unrest  and  moral  callousness  that  was  to 
induce  the  new  birth  of  the  French  Revo- 
lution.—Smeaton,  Oliphant,1897,  Tobias 
Smollett  (Famotis  Scots  Series)^  p.  143. 

Another  expedient  for  the  rapid  sale  of 
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books  was  their  issne  in  numbers.  Smol- 
lett's ''History  of  England''  was  published 
in  sixpenny  numbers,  and  had  an  imme- 
diate sale  of  20, 000  copies.  This  immense 
success  is  said  to  have  been  dne  to  an  ar- 
tifice practised  by  the  publisher.  He 
sent  down  a  packet  of  prospectuses  car- 
riage free  (with  half-a-crown  enclosed)  to 
every  parish  clerk  in  the  kinjrdom,  to  be 
distributed  by  him  through  the  pews  of 
the  church.  This  being  generally  carried 
out,  a  valuable  advertisement  was  ob- 
tained, which  resulted  in  an  extensive 
demand  for  the  work.  —  Wheatlby, 
Henry  B.,  1898,  Prices  cf  Books,  p.  102. 

SIR  LAUNGELOT  GREAVES 

1762 

In  the  first  number  of  the  British  Mag- 
azine was  the  opening  of  the  tale  which 
contained  his  most  feminine  heroine  (Au- 
relia  Darnel),  and  the  most  amiable  and 
gentlemanly  of  his  heroes  (Sir  Launcelot 
Greaves) ;  for,  though  Sir  Launcelot  is 
mad,  wise  thoughts  made  him  so ;  and  in 
the  hope  to  ''remedy  evils  which  the  law 
cannot  reach,  to  detect  fraud  and  treason, 
to  a  base  insolence,  to  mortify  pride,  to 
discourage  slander,  to  disgrace  immodesty, 
and  to  stigmatise  ingratitude,"  he  stum- 
bles through  his  odd  adventures.  There 
is  a  pleasure  in  connecting  this  alliance  of 
Smollett  and  Groldsmith,  with  the  first  ap- 
proach of  our  great  humorist  to  that 
milder  humanity  and  more  genial  wisdom 
which  shed  their  mellow  rays  on  Matthew 
Bramble,— FoRSTER,  John,  1848-71,  The 
Life  and  Times  cf  Oliver  Goldsmith,  vol.  I, 
;).  246. 

It  is  only  in  externals  that  this  work 
bears  any  resemblance  to ''Don  Quixote." 
The  author  seems  to  have  hesitated  be- 
tween making  Sir  Lancelot  a  mere  mad- 
man and  making  him  a  pattern  of  perfectly 
sane  generosity.  The  fun  and  the  seri- 
ousness do  not  harmonize.  The  young 
knight's  craze  for  riding  about  the  coun- 
try to  redress  wrongs  armed  eajha-pie  is 
too  harshly  out  of  tune  with  the  rightness 
of  his  sympathies  and  the  grave  character 
of  the  real  abuses  against  which  his  indig- 
nation is  directed.  In  execution  the 
work  is  very  unequal  and  irregular,  but 
the  opening  chapters  are  very  powerful, 
and  have  ^en  imitated  by  hundreds  of 
novelists  since  Smollett's  time. — Minto, 
William,  1887,  Bhtcyclopcedia  Britannica, 
Ninth  Edition,  vol.  xxn. 


An  absurd  and  exaggerated  satire  which 
added  nothing  to  his  fame. — GossE,  Ed- 
mund, 1888,  A  History  qf  Eighieerdh  Cen- 
tury Literature,  p.  261. 

Of  "Sir  Launcelot  Greaves,"  originally 
contributed  as  a  serial  to  "The  British 
Review,"  the  scheme,  as  one  of  the  char- 
acters remarks,  "is  somewhat  too  stale 
and  extravagant. ' '  The  plot  is  the  merest 
excuse  for  variety  of  scene,  and  the  char- 
acters do  not  live.  What  he  borrowed 
from  Cervantes  is  as  little  put  to  its 
proper  use  by  Smollett  as  what  he  borrowed 
from  Fielding.  His  work  loses  its  chief 
merit  when  he  attempts  to  exchange  his 
own  method  of  reminiscence  for  a  wider 
imaginative  scheme. — Raleigh,  Walter, 
1894,  The  English  Novel,  p.  188. 

TRAVELS  THROUGH  FRANCE  AND 

ITALY 
1766 

I  was  best  pleased  with  my  old  and  ex- 
cellent friend  Smollett,  testy  and  discon- 
tented as  he  is,  he  writes  with  perspicu- 
ity ;  his  observations  are  generally  sensi- 
ble, and  even  his  oddities  are  entertaining. 
—Garden,  Francis  (Lord  Garden- 
stone),  1792-95,  Travelling  Memoranda^ 
vol.  I. 

Distinguished  by  acuteness  of  remark^ 
and  shrewdness  of  expression, — by  strong- 
sense  and  pointed  humour. — Scott,  Sib 
Walter,  1821,  Life  (/  Tobias  SmoUeU. 

That  Smollett,  in  recording  the  inci-^ 
dents  of  such  a  journey,  should  have  put 
a  good  deal  of  gall  into  his  ink,  is  not  a 
matter  of  surprise;  but  it  is  rather  re- 
markable that  his  journal  should  be  so 
devoid  of  literary  merit.  The  author  of 
"Humphrey  Clinker"  seems  to  have 
packed  his  genius  away  at  the  bottom  of 
his  trunk,  and  not  taken  it  out  during  his 
whole  tour.  His  spirit  is  all  put  forth  in 
vituperation;  but  otherwise  he  is  tame 
and  commonplace. — Hillard,  George 
Stillman,  1853,  Six  Months  in  Italy  p. 
512. 

To  see  his  selfwill,  in  its  last  soured  and 
savage  state,  let  us  consult  his  "Travels," 
He  was  the  "Smelfungus"  of  Sterne,  who 
travelled  from  Dan  to  Beersheba,  and 
found  all  barren.  We  are  among  the  very 
few  who  have  read  the  book.  It  is  a  suc- 
cession of  asthmatic  gasps  and  groans. — 
GiLPiLLAN,  George,  1855,  A  Third  Gal- 
lery of  Portraits,  p.  230. 
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Wherever  I  have  been  able  to  teat 
Smollett's  accuracy,  I  have  found  him  so 
invariably  exact  and  truthful,  that  I 
should  be  inclined  to  take  a  good  deal  for 
granted  on  his  mere  assertion.  It  is  be- 
side my  purpose — which  is  simply  that  of 
recalling  attention  to  a  book  that  has  been 
extravagantly  abused  by  some,  and  un- 
reasonably neglected  or  forgotten  by 
others — to  follow  the  author  through  all 
his  various  wanderings  by  sea  and  land. — 
Prowsb,  W.  J.,  1870,  Smollett  at  Nice, 
Macmillaris  Magazine,  vol.  21,  p.  533. 

Concerning  Smollett's  ''Letters  from 
Abroad"  much  need  not  be  said.  They 
are  far  from  being  without  glimpses  of 
the  man  in  his  best  style,  and  they  light 
up  objects  and  places  to  the  untravelled 
man  with  many  vivid  touches  and  refer- 
ences; but  they  occupy  small  ground 
towards  forming  an  estimate  of  the  value 
of  the  novelist's  intellectual  labours. — 
Smith,  George  Barnett,  1875,  Tobias 
Smollett,  Gentleman's  Magazine,  n.  s.,  vol. 
14,  p.  735. 

HUMPHREY  CLINKER 
1771 

A  party  novel  written  by  that  profligate 
hireling  Smollett  to  vindicate  the  ^ots 
and  cry  down  juries. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1797-1845,  Memoirs  of  the  Reign  of  King 
George  the  Third. 

In  this  novel  the  author  most  succes- 
sively executes,  what  had  scarcely  ever 
been  before  attempted — a  representation 
of  the  different  effects  which  the  same 
scenes,  and  persons,  and  transactions, 
have  on  different  dispositions  and  tempers. 
He  exhibits  through  the  whole  work  a 
most  lively  and  humorous  delineation,  con- 
firming strongly  the  great  moral  truth, 
that  happiness  and  all  our  feelings  are  the 
result,  less  of  external  circumstances, 
than  the  constitution  of  the  mind.— Dun- 
lop,  John,  1814-45,  The  History  of  Fie- 
tion,  p.  413. 

The  very  ingenious  scheme  of  describ- 
ing the  various  effects  produced  upon  dif- 
ferent members  of  the  same  family  by  the 
'  same  objects,  was  not  original,  though  it 
has  been  supposed  to  be  so.  Anstey,  the 
facetious  author  of  the  "New  Bath  Guide," 
had  employed  it  six  or  seven  years  be- 
fore *  *  Humphrey  Clinker' '  appeared.  But 
Anstey's  diverting  satire  was  but  a  light 
sketch  compared  to  the  finished  and  elab- 
orate manner  in  which  Smollett  has,  in  the 


first  place,  identified  his  characters,  and 
then  fitted  them  with  language,  senti- 
ments, and  powers  of  observation,  in  exact 
correspondence  with  their  talents,  temper, 
condition,  and  disposition. — Scott,  Sir 
Walter,  1821,  Tobias  SmoUeU. 

The  novel  of  "Humphrey  Clinker"  is, 
I  do  think,  the  most  laughable  story  that 
has  ever  been  written  since  the  goodly  art 
of  novel-writing  began.  Winifred  Jen- 
kins and  Tabitha  Bramble  must  keep  Eng- 
lishmen on  the  grin  for  ages  yet  to  come; 
and  in  their  letters  and  the  story  of  their 
loves  there  is  a  perpetual  fount  of  spark- 
ling laughter,  as  inexhaustible  as  Bladud's 
well. — Thackeray,  William  Makepeace, 
1853,  The  English  Humourists  qfthe  Eight- 
eenth Century. 

The  poor  peevish  author  was  hastening 
to  his  end;  but  before  he  sank  beneath 
this  life's  horizon,  his  genius  shot  forth 
its  brightest  beam.  Disappointed  in  his 
last  earthly  hope — that  of  obtaining  a 
consulship  on  some  shore  of  the  Mediter- 
ranean, where  his  last  hours  might  be 
prolonged  in  a  milder  air — he  travelled  to 
the  neighbourhood  of  Leghorn,  and,  set- 
tling in  a  cottage  there,  finished  "Hum- 
phrey Clinker,"  which  is  undoubtedly  his 
finest  work.  Lismahago  is  the  best  char- 
acter in  this  picture  of  English  life ;  Bath 
is  the  principal  scene,  upon  which  the 
actors  play  their  various  parts.  Scarcely 
was  this  brilliant  work  completed,  when 
Smollett  died,  an  invalided  exile,  worn  out 
long  before  the  alloted  seventy  years. 
His  pictures  of  the  navy-men  who  trod 
English  decks  a  century  ago,  are  unsur- 
passed and  imperishable.  Trunnion,  the 
one-eyed  commodore ;  Hatchway  and  Bowl- 
ing, the  lieutenants ;  Ap-Morgan,  the  kind 
but  fiery  Welsh  surgeon ;  Tom  Pipes,  the 
silent  boatswain,  remain  as  types  of  a 
race  of  men  long  extinct,  who  manned  our 
ships  when  they  were,  in  literal  earnest, 
wooden  walls,  and  when  the  language  and 
the  discipline,  to  which  officers  of  the 
royal  navy  were  accustomed,  were  some- 
what of  the  roughest  and  the  hardest.— 
Collier,  William  Francis,  1861,  A  His- 
tory of  English  Literature,  p.  319. 

''Humphrey  Clinker"  is  the  best  of  his 
novels.  It  is  pervaded  by  a  manly  tone 
of  feeling,  natural,  caustic,  and  humorous 
observation,  and  fine  discrimination  of 
character.  The  descriptions  of  rural 
scenery,  society,  and  maimers  are  clear 
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and  fasciDatinfj;.  Smollett  was  gifted 
with  a  keen  sense  of  the  comic  and  ludi- 
crous, which  he  deftly  used,  while  touches 
of  pathos  also  occur  in  his  writings. — 
Macklntosh,  John,  1878-83-96,  The  His- 
tory of  Givilisation  in  Scotland^  vol.  iv,  p. 
199. 

It  is  worth  while  noticing  that  in  *' Hum- 
phrey Clinker"  the  veritable  British 
poorly-educated  and  poor-spelling  woman 
begins  to  express  herself  in  the  actual 
dialect  of  the  species,  and  in  the  letters 
of  Mrs.  Winifred  Jenkins  to  her  fellow 
maid-servant  Mrs.  Mary  Jones  at  Bramble- 
ton  Hall,  during  a  journey  made  by  the 
family  to  the  North,  we  have  some  very 
worthy  and  strongly-marked  originals  not 
only  of  Mrs.  Malaprop  and  Mrs.  Parting- 
ton, but  of  the  immortal  Sairey  Gamp  and  of 
scores  of  other  descendants  in  Thackeray 
and  Dickens,  here  and  there. — Lanier, 
Sidney,  1881,  The  English  Novel,  p.  185. 

At  Pisa  he  was  visited  by  Sir  Horace 
Mann,  who  did  what  he  could  for  him; 
and  among  other  work  he  wTote  his  charm- 
ing novel  of  "Humphrey  Clinker,"  in 
which  he  has  evidently  figured  himself 
under  the  character  of  Matthew  Bramble, 
whom  Hannay  calls  ''the  most  credible 
specimen  of  the  bourru  bieitfaisant  in  lit- 
erature." The  charm  of  the  book  lies  in 
its  sweetness,  which  is  the  ripe  product 
of  Southern  influence  combined  with  ill 
health.— Schuyler,  Eugene,  1889-1901, 
Smollett  in  Search  of  Healthy  Italian  Ir^Vr 
enceSy  p.  242. 

Matthew  Bramble  and  Obadiah  Lisma- 
hago,  the  'squire's  sister  and  her  Metho- 
dist maid,  have  passed  permanently  into 
literature,  and  their  places  are  as  secure 
as  those  of  Partridge  and  Parson  Adams, 
of  Corporal  Trim  and  "my  Uncle  Toby." 
Not  even  the  Malapropoism  of  Sheridan 
or  Dickens  is  quite  as  riotously  diverting, 
as  rich  in  its  unexpected  turns,  as  that  of 
Tabitha  Bramble  and  Winifred  Jenkins, 
especially  Winifred, who  remains  delightful 
even  when  deduction  is  made  of  the  poor 
and  very  mechanical  fun  extracted  from 
the  parody  of  her  pietistic  phraseology. 
That  it  could  ever  have  been  considered 
witty  to  spell  "grace"  "grease,"  and 
"Bible"  "byebill,  "can  only  be  explained 
by  the  indiscriminate  hostility  of  the 
earlier  assailants  of  Enthusiasm.  Upon 
this,  as  well  as  upon  a  particularly  evil- 
smelling  taint  of  coarseness  which,  to  the 


honour  of  the  author's  contemporaries 
was  fully  recognized  in  his  own  day  as 
offensive,  it  is  needless  now  to  dwell. — 
Dobson,  Austin,  1894,  EXghteenth  Century 
Vignettes^  Second  Series,  p.  140. 

This  charming  work,  with  its  multitu- 
dinous lights  and  shadows,  its  variety  of 
incident  and  character,  and  its  easy  and 
picturesque  style  of  narrative,  besides 
being  one  of  the  most  mirth-provoking 
stories  in  th J  language,  is  a  vivid  portrai- 
ture of  the  times.  .  .  .  Fielding's  coarse- 
ness belongs  to  his  own  time,  and  is 
incidental ;  Smollett's  is  ingrained  and  in- 
herent.—Aubrey,  W.  H.  S.,  1896,  The  Rise 
and  Growth  qf  the  English  Nation^  vol.  iii, 
p.  250. 

POETRY  AND  DRAMAS 

This  ode  ["Tears  of  Scotland."]  by  Dr. 
Smollett  does  rather  more  honour  to  the 
author's  feelings  than  his  taste.  The 
mechanical  part,  with  regard  to  numbers 
and  language,  is  not  so  perfect  as  so  short 
a  work  as  this  requires ;  but  the  pathetic 
it  contains,  particularly  in  the  last  stanza 
but  one,  is  exquisitely  fine. -—Goldsmith, 
Oliver,  1767,  The  Beauties  of  English 
Poetry. 

The  few  poems  which  he  has  left  have  a 
portion  of  delicacy  which  is  not  to  be 
found  in  his  novels:  but  they  have  not, 
like  those  prose  fictions,  the  strength  of  a 
master's  hand.  Were  he  to  live  over 
again,  we  might  wish  him  to  write  more 
poetry,  in  the  belief  that  his  poetical  tal- 
ent would  improve  by  exercise;  but  we 
should  be  glad  to  have  more  of  his  novels 
just  as  they  are. — Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  qfthe  British  Poets. 

Of  Smollett's  poems  much  does  not  re- 
main to  be  said.  The  ''Regicide"  is  such 
a  tragedy  as  might  be  expected  from  a 
clever  youth  of  eighteen.  The  language 
is  declamatory,  the  thoughts  inflated,  and 
the  limits  of  nature  and  verisimilitude 
transgressed  in  describing  the  characters 
and  passions.  Yet  there  are  passages  not 
wanting  in  poetical  vigour.  His  two 
satires  have  so  much  of  the  rough  flavour 
of  Juvenal,  as  to  retain  some  relish,  now 
that  the  occasion  which  produced  them 
has  passed  away.  The  ''Ode  to  Independ- 
ence," which  was  not  published  till  after 
his  decease,  amid  much  of  commonplace, 
has  some  very  nervous  lines.  The  person- 
ification itself  is  but  an  awkward  one.  The 
term  is  scarcely   abstract  and  general 
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enough  to  be  invested  with  the  attribntes 
of  an  ideal  being.  In  the  ''Tears  of  Scot- 
land," patriotism  has  made  him  eloquent 
and  pathetic;  and  the  "Ode  to  Leven 
Water"  is  sweet  and  natural.  None  of 
the  other  pieces  except  the  ''Ode  to 
Mirth,"  which  has  some  sprightliness  of 
fancy,  deserves  to  be  particularly  noticed. 
—Gary,  Henry  Francis,  1821-24-45, 
Lives  of  English  Poets,  ed.  Gary,  p.  145. 

As  a  poet,  though  he  takes  not  a  very 
high  rank,  yet  the  few  poems  which  he 
has  left  have  a  delicacy  which  is  not  to 
be  found  in  his  novels. — Cleveland, 
Charles  D.,  1848,  A  Compendium  of 
English  Literature^  p,  607. 

The  "Reprisal,"  which  appeared  in 
1757,  stands  alone  in  two  respects  in 
Smollett's  life.  It  was  his  only  successful 
attempt  to  reach  the  stage,  and  it  led  to 
the  soldering  up  of  an  old  quarrel.  The 
plot  of  this  two-act  comedy  may  have 
given  Marry  at  the  first  idea  of  "The  Three 
Gutters,"  and  is  worked  up  with  no  small 
liveliness.  Its  characters  have  a  distinct 
comic  vis  of  SL  rather  broad  kind.  The 
sailors  Lyon,  Haulyard,  and  Block,  are 
good  as  Smollett's  sailors  always  were; 
Oclabber  and  Maclaymore,  the  exiled  Ja- 
cobites in  the  French  service,  are  first 
drafts  of  the  immortal  Lismahago.  Like 
most  of  Smollett's  work  in  those  years, 
this  comedy  has  its  touch  of  journalism. 
— Hannay,  David,  1887,  Life  qf  Tobias 
George  Smx)llettf  p.  144. 

Except  for  some  fiery  passages,  Smol- 
lett's "Regicide"  is  not  of  much  account. 
Smollett  was  constitutionally  able  to  ex- 
press anger,  and  there  are  indignant 
explosions  in  almost  every  scene,  often 
very  forcible,  but  without  real  feeling. 
The  persistent  writing  of  irate  lines  made 
a  fire  in  the  author's  ears,  but  his  heart 
remained  untouched. — Davidson,  John, 
1895,  Sentences  and  Paragraphs,  p.  46. 

GENERAL 

^Next  Smollett  came.    What  author  dare 

resist 
Historian,  critic,  bard,  and  novelist? 
**To  reach  thy  temple,  hononr'd  Fame,"  he 

cried, 
"Where,  where's  an  avenue  I  have  not  tried? 
But  since  the  glorious  present  of  to-day 
Is  meant  to  grace  alone  the  poet's  lay, 
My  claim  I  wave  to  every  art  beside, 
And  rest  my  plea  uix)n  the  Regicide. 


But  if,  to  crown  the  labours  of  my  Muse, 
Thou,  inauspicious,  should'st  the  wxeath  re- 
fuse, 
Whoe'er  attempts  it  in  this  scribbling  age 
Shall  feel  the  Scotish  pow'rs  of  Critic  xage. 
Thus  spum'd,  thus  disappointed  of  my  aim, 
m  stand  a  bugbear  in  the  road  to  Fame; 
Each  future  minion's  infant  hopes  undo. 
And  blast  the  budding  honours  of  his  brow." 

—Shaw,  Cuthbert,  1766,  J%e  Race. 

There  was  a  third,  somewhat  posterior 
in  time,  not  in  talents,  who  was  indeed  a 
rough  driver,  and  rather  too  severe  to  his 
cattle;  but  in  faith  he  carried  us  at  a 
merry  pace,  over  land  or  sea;  nothing 
came  amiss  to  him,  for  he  was  up  to  both 
elements,  and  a  match  for  nature  in  every 
shape,  character,  and  degree ;  he  was  not 
very  courteous,  it  must  be  owned,  for  he 
had  a  capacity  for  higher  things,  and  was 
above  his  business ;  he  wanted  only  a  lit- 
tle more  suavity  and  discretion  to  have 
figured  with  the  best. —  Cumberland, 
Richard,  1795,  Henry,  bk.  iii. 

He  has  published  more  volumes,  upon 
more  subjects,  than  perhaps  any  other 
author  of  modem  date ;  and,  in  all,  he  has 
left  marks  of  his  genius.  The  greater 
part  of  his  novels  are  peculiarly  excellent 
He  is  nevertheless  a  hasty  writer ;  when 
he  affects  us  most,  we  are  aware  that  he 
might  have  done  more.  In  all  his  works 
of  invention,  we  find  the  stamp  of  a 
mighty  mind.  In  his  lightest  sketches, 
there  is  nothing  frivolous,  trifling  and 
effeminate.  In  his  most  glowing  portraits, 
we  acknowledge  a  mind  at  ease,  rather 
essaying  its  powers,  than  tasking  them. 
We  applauded  his  works;  but  it  is  with 
profounder  sentiment  that  we  meditate 
his  capacity.  The  style  of  Smollett  has 
never  been  greatly  admired,  and  it  is 
brought  forward  here  merely  to  show  in 
what  manner  men  of  the  highest  talents, 
and  of  great  eminence  in  the  belles  letres, 
could  write  forty  or  fifty  years  ago. — 
GoDWL\,WiLUAM,  1797,  Qf  English  Styk, 
The  Enquirer,  p,  467. 

Smollett  had  much  penetration,  though 
he  is  frequently  too  vulgar  to  please ;  but 
his  knowledge  of  men  and  manners  is  un- 
questionable.— Mathias,  Thomas  James, 
1798,  The  Pursuits  of  Literature,  Eighth 
ed.,  p.  59. 

There  is  a  vein  in  Smollett — a  Scotch 
vein — which  is  always  disgusting  to 
people  with  delicacy ;  but  it  is  enough  to 
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say  of  him  in  his  work,  that  he  is  an  in- 
valid with  whom  even  invalids  cannot  sym- 
pathise— one  has  no  patience  with  his 
want  of  patience. — ^Hunt,  Ijsigh,  1813, 
Oyrrespandenjcey  vol.  i,  p.  80. 

It  was  his  misfortune  that  the  fair  dis- 
play of  his  talent^  and  perhaps  the  gen- 
uine sentiments  of  his  heart,  were  per- 
verted by  the  prejudices  of  friendship,  or 
by  the  more  inexcusable  impulses  of  jeal- 
ousy, revenge,  and  all  that  enter  into  the 
composition  of  an  irritable  character. 
He  seems  to  have  gladly  embraced  the  op- 
portunity, which  secrecy  afforded,  of 
dealing  his  blows  around  without  discrim- 
ination, and  without  mercy.  It  is  pain- 
ful to  read  the  continual  personal  abuse 
he  levelled  at  his  rival  Mr.  GriflSths,  and 
the  many  vulgar  and  coarse  sarcasms  he 
directed  against  every  author,  who  pre- 
sumed to  doubt  the  infallibility  of  his 
opinion.  It  is  no  less  painful  to  contem- 
plate the  self-sufficiency  displayed  on 
every  occasion  where  he  can  introduce  his 
own  character  and  works.— Chalmers, 
Alexander,  1814,  The  Work%  of  the  Eng- 
lish Poets. 

You  ask  me  what  degrees  there  are  be- 
tween Scott's  novels  and  those  of  Smollett. 
They  appear  to  me  to  be  quite  distinct  in 
every  particular,  more  especially  in  their 
aims.  Scott  endeavours  to  throw  so  in- 
teresting and  romantic  a  colouring  into 
common  and  low  characters  as  to  give 
them  a  touch  of  the  sublime.  Smollett 
on  the  contrary  pulls  down  and  levels 
what  with  other  men  would  continue 
romance.  The  grand  parts  of  Scott  are 
within  the  reach  of  more  minds  than  the 
finest  humours  in  Humphrey  Clinker.  I 
forget  whether  that  fine  thing  of  the  Ser- 
jeant is  Fielding  or  Smollett  but  it  gives 
me  more  pleasure  than  the  whole  novel  of 
the  Antiquary.  You  must  remember  what 
I  mean.  Some  one  says  to  the  Serjeant : 
"That's  a  non-sequitur !" — **If  you  come 
to  that,"  replies  the  Serjeant,  ''you're 
another !"— Keats,  John,  1818,  To  George 
and  Thomas  KeatSf  Jan.  5;  LetterSy  ed. 
Colvin,  p.  51. 

In  Smollett's  Strap,  his  Lieutenant 
Bowling,  his  Morgan  the  honest  Welsh- 
man, and  his  Matthew  Bramble,  we  have  ex- 
quisite humour, — while  in  his  Peregrine 
Pickle  we  find  an  abundance  of  drollery, 
which  too  often  degenerates  into  mere 
oddity ;  in  short,  we  feel  that  a  number 


of  things  are  put  together  to  counterfeit 
humour,  but  that  there  is  no  growth  from 
within.— Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1818,  WU  and  Humour  ;  Miscellanies,  ed. 
Ashe,  p.  123. 

Smollett's  humour  often  arises  from  the 
situation  of  the  persons,  or  the  peculiarity 
of  their  external  appearance;  as,  from 
Roderick  Random's  carroty  locks,  which 
hung  down  over  his  shoulders  like  a  pound 
of  candles,  or  Strap's  ignorance  of  Lon- 
don, and  the  blunders  that  follow  from  it. 
There  is  a  tone  of  vulgarity  about  all  his 
productions.  The  incidents  frequently 
resemble  detached  anecdotes  taken  from 
a  newspaper  or  magazine ;  and,  like  those 
in  ''Gil  Bias,"  might  happen  to  a  hundred 
other  characters.  He  exhibits  the  ridicu- 
lous accidents  and  reverses  to  which 
human  life  is  liable,  not  ''the  stuff"  of 
which  it  is  composed.  He  seldom  probes 
to  the  quick,  or  penetrates  beyond  the 
surface;  and,  therefore,  he  leaves  no 
stings  in  the  minds  of  his  readers,  and 
in  this  respect  is  far  less  interesting  than 
Fielding.  His  novels  always  enliven,  and 
never  tire  us;  we  take  them  up  with 
pleasure,  and  lay  them  down  without  any 
strong  feeling  of  regret. — Hazutt,  Wil- 
liam, 1818,  Lectures  on  the  English  Comic 
Writers,  Lecture  vi. 

Upon  the  whole,  the  genius  of  Smollett 
may  be  said  to  resemble  that  of  Rubens. 
His  pictures  are  often  deficient  in  grace ; 
sometimes  coarse,  and  even  vulgar  in  con- 
ception ;  deficient  in  keeping,  and  in  the 
due  subordination  of  parts  to  each  other ; 
and  intimating  too  much  carelessness  on 
the  part  of  the  artist.  But  these  faults 
are  redeemed  by  such  richness  and  bril- 
liancy of  colours;  such  a  profusion  of 
imagination, — now  bodying  forth  the 
grand  and  terrible — now  the  natural,  the 
easy,  and  the  ludicrous ;  there  is  so  much 
of  life,  action,  and  bustle,  in  every  group 
he  has  painted ;  so  much  force  and  indi- 
viduality of  character, — that  we  readily 
grant  to  Smollett  an  equal  rank  with  his 
great  rival  Fielding,  while  we  place  both 
far  above  any  of  their  successors  in  the 
same  line  of  fictitious  composition. — 
Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1821,  Tobias  Smollett. 

The  intellect  of  Smollett,  acute  and 
penetrating,  enabled  him  to  dive  a  certain 
way,  but  not  as  with  the  genius  of  a  Field- 
ing, into  the  very  recesses  of  the  human 
mind.    His  humour,  lively  and  versatile 
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as  it  was,  lay  rather  in  broad  and  strong 
painting,  approaching  caricature,  than  in 
situation  and  incident,  which  require  no 
comment,  which  possess  the  soul  and  naked 
power  of  wit,  without  the  ornament  of 
language.  Yet  he  could  paint  vividly  and 
accurately  the  weaknesses  and  absurdities 
which  presented  themselves  in  ludicrous 
points  of  view.  He  had  a  clear  concep- 
tion, and  he  conveyed  it  in  a  perspicuous 
and  forcible  style.  He  combines  simplic- 
ity with  correctness,  and  elegance  and 
ease  with  grace.  His  wit,  bold  and  sud- 
den, never  fails  to  strike ;  and  it  is  keen 
as  it  is  strong  and  manly.  His  humour, 
though  exquisite  at  times,  and  always 
lively,  cannot  compete  with  the  innate 
power  of  Fielding,  nor  with  that  of  Swift 
and  Congreve.  Nor  as  a  general  writer 
does  he  possess  the  delicate  taste  or  chas- 
tened moral,  with  the  poignant  satire  and 
pleasing  variety  of  Addison,  but  his  great 
forte  lay  in  displaying  the  various  incon- 
gruities of  conduct  and  manners,  as  well 
as  the  sources  of  human  actions,  in  all 
which  he  proved  himself  no  unworthy  rival 
of  Theophrastus,  of  Bruyere,  and  Moliere. 
— RoscoE,  Thomas,  1831-33,  The  Complete 
Works  of  Tobias  SmoUett^  Memoir,  p,  xxxiii. 

**  Humphry  Clinker"  is  certainly  Smol- 
lett's best.  I  am  rather  divided  between 
^'Peregrine  Pickle"  and  ''Roderick  Ran- 
dom," both  extraordinary  good  in  their 
way,  which  is  a  way  without  tenderness ; 
but  you  will  have  to  read  them  both,  and 
I  send  the  first  volume  of  "Peregrine"  as 
the  richer  of  the  two.— Dickens, Charles, 
1854,  Letter  to  Mr.  Frank  Stone ;  Letters, 
eds.  Dickens  and  Hogarth,  vol,  i,  p.  416. 

The  ** Briton,"  which  probably  sug- 
gested the  title  of  Wilke's  famous  publi- 
cation, was  established  also  under  the 
auspices  of  Bute,  and  conducted  by  Smol- 
lett. But  no  trace  of  the  genius  which 
produced  ''Roderick  Random,"  and 
*' Humphrey  Clinker,"  is  to  be  found  in  this 
production.  Like  his  continuation  of  the 
** History  of  England,"  a  vapid  chronicle, 
put  together  by  contract  with  the  book- 
sellers, these  political  essays,  written  for 
the  wages  of  a  minister,  were  among  the 
dullest  productions  of  their  kind. — M as- 
set, William,  1855,  A  History  of  Eng- 
land  During  the  Reign  of  George  the  Third, 
vol.  I,  p.  408. 

Smollett,  a  practised  writer  for  the 
press,  had  the  command,  indeed,  of  a  style 


the  fluency  of  which  is  far  from  being 
without  force,  or  rhetorical  parade  either ; 
but  it  is  animated  by  no  peculiar  expres- 
siveness, by  no  graces  either  of  art  or  of 
nature.  His  power  consists  in  the  cor^ 
diality  of  his  conception  and  the  breadth 
and  freedom  of  his  delineation  of  the 
humourous,  both  in  character  and  in  situa- 
tion. The  feeling  of  the  humourous  in 
Smollett  always  overpowers,  or  at  least 
has  a  tendency  to  overpower,  the  merely 
satirical  spirit ;  which  is  not  the  case  with 
Fielding,  whose  humour  has  generally  a  sly 
vein  of  satire  running  through  it  even  when 
it  is  most  gay  and  genial. — Craik,  George 
L.,  1861,  A  Compendums  Hidory  qf  ESng- 
lish  Literature  and  qfthe  English  Language, 
vol.  n,  p.  298. 

I  have  read  over  "Roderick  Random," 
too — an  odd  contrast — but  did  not  learn 
anything  new  from  it.  I  found  I  knew 
Smollett  well  enough  before.  However, 
I  shall  get ' '  Peregrine  Pickle' '  for  the  sake 
of  Trunnion  and  Pipes,  who  are  grown  very 
dim  to  me.  Fielding's  coarseness  belongs 
to  his  time,  Smollett's  is  of  all  time.  But 
there  are  good  sketches  in  him  — JjOW- 
ELU  James  Russell,  1867,  Letter  to  C. 
E.  Norton,  July  8 ;  Letters,  ed.  Norton,  voLi, 
p.  391. 

He  reflects,  in  many  respects,  the  char- 
acter of  the  age  more  fully  than  any  other 
writer — its  material  pleasures,  its  coarse 
amusements,  its  hard  drinking,  loud  swear- 
ing, and  practical  jokes.  His  heroes  are 
generally  libertines,  full  of  mirth  and 
animal  spirits,  who  make  small  account  of 
woman's  chastity,  and  whose  adventures 
are  intrigues,  and  their  merriment  broad 
farce.  Such  are  the  chief  features 
of  "Roderick  Random"  and  "Peregrine 
Pickle,"  neither  of  which,  however,  is  so 
offensive  as  the  "  Adventures  of  Ferdinand, 
Count  Fathom,"  the  hero  of  which  is  a 
blackguard  and  a  scoundrel,  without  a 
redeeming  virtue. — Forsyth,  Wiluam, 
1871,  The  Novels  and  Novelists  qf  the 
Eighteenth  Century,  p.  274. 

He  exaggerates  caricature;  he  thinks 
to  amuse  us  by  showing  us  mouths  gaping 
to  the  ears,  and  noses  half-a-foot  long ;  he 
magnifies  a  national  prejudice  or  a  pro- 
fessional trick  until  it  absorbs  the  whole 
character ;  he  jumbles  together  the  most 
repulsive  oddities,  -—a  Lieutenant  Ldsma- 
hago  half  roasted  by  Red  Indians;  old 
jack-tars  who  pass  their  life  in  shouting 
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and  travestying  all  sorts  of  ideas  into  their 
nautical  jargon;  old  maids  as  ugly  as 
monkeys,  as  withered  as  skeletons,  and  as 
sour  as  vinegar;  maniacs  steeped  in 
pedantry,  hypochondria,  misanthropy,  and 
silence.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871,  HiiUrry<^ 
English  Literature^  tr.  Van  Laun,  vol,  II, 
bk.  iii,  eh.  vi,  p.  178. 

Smollett's  talent  lay  in  vigorous  descrip- 
tions of  broad  humour,  whether  in  person, 
character,  action,  or  scenery,  and  in  these 
it  may  be  said  he  has  been  surpassed  by 
few.  The  scenes  he  had  witnessed  in  life 
he  described  in  the  broadest  sunlight  of 
vividness.  He  had  been  a  surgeon  on 
board  of  a  man-of-war,  and  every  portion 
of  his  novels  that  have  any  reference  to 
the  seaman  of  a  seafaring  life  may  be 
given  in  upon  evidence  and  sworn  to.  The 
whole  scene  on  board  the  man-of-war  is 
as  minute  and  true  as  a  Dutch  painting. 
Smollett's  language,  moreover,  is  admirably 
adapted  for  humorous  description,  being 
natural,  easy,  concise,  and  home-striking 
to  the  point.  He  likewise  possesses 
amazing  power  in  narrations  of  terrific 
adventure,  as,  witness  the  forest  scene 
with  the  robbers  in  "Count  Fathom." 
And  for  his  humour,  all  the  night  adven- 
tures in  inns  may  be  quoted.  What  can 
surpass  in  drollery  of  thought  his  making 
one  of  the  landladies  rush  forth  upon  an 
occasion  of  alarm,  installed  in  that  never- 
described  article  of  her  husband's  ward- 
robe, with  the  wrong  side  before?  The 
humour  of  the  circumstance  may  surely 
plead  for  this  allusion  to  it. — Clarke, 
Charles  Cowden,  1872,  On  the  Ckmic 
Writers  cf  England^  The  Gentleman^s 
Magazine,  n.  «.,  vol.  8,  p.  566. 

He  is  full  of  wit  and  humour,  but  his 
humour  is  too  broad  and  occasionally  rather 
coarse.  Smollett,  however,  is  not  only 
comic,  he  also  possesses  wonderful  power 
for  the  representation  of  the  pathetic  and 
the  horrible.  The  most  original  and  the 
most  carefully  written  of  his  novels  is 
*  *  Humphrey  Clinker. ' '— Scherr,  J. ,  1874, 
A  History  of  English  Literature,  tr.  M.V., 
p.  154. 

Dickens  in  early  childhood  sat  at  the 
feet  of  Tobias  Smollett.  From  the  author 
of  ''Roderick  Random"  came  to  the  author 
of  "David  Copperfield"  the  first  inspira- 
tion of  the  story-teller.  Each  of  these 
two  men  was  the  most  popular  fiction 
writer  of  his  time,  and  there  cannot  be  a 


doubt  that  the  artist  whose  loss  from 
among  us  we  have  not  yet  ceased  to  mourn 
gathered  something  both  in  style  and  sub- 
stance from  the  novelist  whose  fictions  so 
delighted  his  own  childhood.  It  is  not 
then  quite  wise  in  us,  whose  moral  and 
intellectual  lives  have  been  largely  influ- 
enced by  Dickens,  to  pass  by  wholly 
unheeded  the  old  master  whom  the  child 
Dickens  studied  so  intently  and  to  such 
great  purpose.— Smpth,  George  Barnett, 
1875,  Tobias  SmoUett,  Gentleman's  Maga- 
zine, n.  s.,  vol.  14,  p.  729. 

So  long  as  his  odes  to  "Leven  Water'' 
and  to  ''Independence"  exist, Smollett  can 
never  fail  to  be  admired  as  a  poet,  nor 
can  a  feeling  of  regret  be  avoided  that 
he  did  not  devote  more  of  his  genius  to 
poetic  compositions.  We  cannot  take 
leave  of  this  distinguished  Scotchman — 
distinguished  as  a  historian,  as  a  novelist, 
and  as  the  author  of  lines  which  possess 
the  masculine  strength  of  Dryden — with- 
out alluding  to  a  passage  in  his  novel  of 
"Peregrine  Pickle,"  that  passage  so  in- 
expressibly touching  where  the  Jacobite 
exiles  stand  every  morning  on  the  coast 
of  FVance  to  contemplate  the  blue  hills  of 
their  native  land,  to  which  they  are  never 
to  return !— Wilson,  James  Grant,  1876, 
The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Scotland,  vol.  i, 
p.  203. 

There  is  a  great  similarity  between 
Smollett  and  Lever.  It  rarely  happens 
that  the  men  who  write  prescriptions  also 
write  novels ;  but  Smollett  like  Lever  had 
combined  the  parts  of  physician  and  comic 
novelist.  The  tone  of  both  is  tinged  by 
Tory  tendencies.  Smollett  and  Lever  put 
their  own  adventures  in  books.  Smollett 
introduced  Dr.  Akenside  into  "Peregrine 
Pickle"  as  Dr.  Smellfungus.  Lever  put* 
Dr.  Cusack  into  "O'Malley,"  and  Dr. 
Finucane  in  "Lorrequer."  Both  started 
Tory  journals  in  support  of  the  Govern- 
ment ;  and  both  papers  survived  not  many 
weeks ;  both  wrote  with  ease  and  eschewed 
revision ;  both  had  a  military  bias ;  and 
martial  scenes  and  rollicking  adventure, 
with  a  relish  of  practical  jokes,  equally 
constitute  their  characteristics. — FiTZ- 
PATRICK,  W,  J.,  1879,  The  Life  of  Charles 
Lever,  vol.  ii,  p.  194. 

It  is  in  keeping  with  Smollett's  delib- 
erate dwelling  on  the  more  brutal  phases 
of  life,  that  the  would-be  sentimental 
parts  of  his  stories  are  so  terribly  forced. 
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cold,  ana  prosaically  positive.  We  are 
told  that  the  physician  listened  with  com- 
placency to  the  ravings  of  Renaldo,  Count 
de  Melville,  over  the  loss  of  the  peerless 
Monimia,  ravished  from  him  by  the 
machinations  of  the  wicked  Fathom.  At 
this  distance  of  time  we  do  not  listen  to 
him  with  complacency,  nor  indeed  to  any 
of  the  amorous  parts  of  Smollett's  work. 
When  posterity  reads  that  ''the  lovers 
were  seated;  he  looked  and  languished; 
she  flushed  and  faltered;  all  was  doubt 
and  delirium,  fondness  and  flutter,"  pos- 
terity laughs.  There  is  no  love  scene  in 
Smollett,  though  there  are  many  which 
would  be  love-scenes  if  elaborate  descrip- 
tion and  persistent  filling  up  of  adjectives 
<;ould  give  them  the  spirit  they  lack. 
.  .  .  To  this  prosaic  accuracy  of  lan- 
guage ought  to  be  attributed  much  of 
what  is  called  Smollett's  brutality.  He 
certainly  describes  and  almost  insists  on 
the  merely  physical  sufferings  and  weak- 
ness of  mankind.  Disease  and  def  ormi^, 
rags  and  vermin,  are  introduced  by  him 
with  undesirable  frequency — undesired. 
that  is,  by  the  taste  of  our  time.  Further, 
he  is  very  apt  to  speak  of  mere  brutal 
violence,  done  either  in  jest  or  in  anger, 
with  little  or  no  appearance  of  indignation 
on  his  own  part.  For  one  thing,  there 
are  more  blows  given  and  received  in 
Smollett;  there  is  more  flogging  than 
oould  be  paralleled  in  the  work  of  any 
other  writer  who  can  fairly  be  called  a 
man  of  letters.— H  ANN  ay,  David,  1887, 
Life  qf  Tobias  George  Smollett,  pp.  77,  78. 

While  Smollett  occasionally  rises  above 
Fielding,  he  does  not  maintain  the  same 
high  level,  and  though  free  of  digression, 
to  which  Fielding  was  prone,  he  is  of 
coarser  tastes.  He  is  remarkable  for  a 
variety  of  incidents  and  characters  almost 
bewildering  in  their  abundance,  and  ex- 
pressed in  an  easy,  flowing  style  which  is 
never  obscure  or  tedious.  If  Fielding  an- 
ticipated Thackeray,  Smollett  was  the 
forerunner  of  Dickens.  His  love  of  fun 
leads  him  often  to  the  verge  of  carica- 
ture. He  painted  a  whole  gallery  of  orig- 
inal characters,  among  which  are  the 
life-like  portraits  of  Squire  Bramble  and 
Lieutenant  Lesmahago,  Commodore  Trun- 
nion and  Jack  Hatchway,  Morgan  and  Tom 
Bowling,  besides  Strap,  and  Pipes,  and  Wini- 
fred Jenkins.— Robertson,  J.  Logie,  1894, 
A  History  qf  English  Literature,  p.  234 


A  coarse  anticipator  of  Captain  Mar- 
ryat.— Russell,  Percy,  1894,  A  Guide 
to  Britiih  and  American  Novels,  p.  6. 

Observation,  and  observation  of  the  out- 
side rather  than  of  the  inside,  is  Smol- 
lett's characteristic.  He  had  seen  much ; 
he  had  felt  much;  he  had  desired,  and 
enjoyed,  and  failed  in,  and  been  indignant 
at  much.  And  he  related  these  experi- 
ences, or  something  like  them,  with  a 
fresh  and  vigorous  touch,  giving  them  for 
the  most  part  true  life  and  nature,  but 
not  infusing  any  great  individuality  into 
them  either  from  the  artistic  or  the  ethical 
side.  He  was  a  good  writer  but  not  one 
of  distinction.  He  never  takes  the  very 
slightest  trouble  about  construction:  his 
books  are  mere  lengths  cut  off  from  a  con- 
ceivably infinite  bead-roll  of  adventurers. 
Vivid  as  are  his  sketches  they  all  run  (ex- 
cept perhaps  in  his  last  and  best  book)  to 
types.  His  humour  though  exuberant  is 
for  the  most  part  what  has  been  called 
''the  humour  of  the  stick. "  He  has  no 
commanding  or  profound  knowledge  of 
human  nature  below  the  surface. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1895,  English  Prose, 
ed.  Graik,  vol.  iv,  p.  258. 

The  constructive  power  of  Fielding  is 
absent  from  Smollett,  but  in  inventive 
tale-telling  and  in  cynical  characterisation, 
he  is  not  easily  equalled. — Brooke,  Stop- 
ford  A.,  1896,  English  Literature,  p.  201. 

As  a  novelist  he  stands  among  the  Brit- 
ish classics,  probably  unsurpassed  in  his 
own  region — an  amusing  delineation  of 
the  stronger  humours  and  absurdities  of 
character.— Eyre-Todd,  George,  1896, 
Scottish  Poetry  of  the  Ekghteenth  Century, 
vol.  I,  p.  151. 

This  rough  and  strong  writer  was 
troubled  with  no  superfluous  refinements 
of  instinct.  He  delighted  in  creating 
types  of  eccentric  profligates  and  rufllans, 
and  to  do  this  was  to  withdraw  from  the 
novel  as  Richardson,  Fielding,  and  Sterne 
conceived  it,  back  into  a  form  of  the  pic- 
aresque romance.  He  did  not  realise 
what  his  greatest  compeers  were  doing, 
and  when  he  wrote  ''Roderick  Random" 
(1748)  he  avowedly  modelled  it  on  ''Gil 
Bias,"  coming,  as  critics  have  observed, 
even  closer  to  the  Spanish  piearos  spirit 
than  did  Le  Sage  himself.  If  Smollett 
had  gone  no  further  than  this,  and  had 
merely  woven  out  of  his  head  one  more 
romance  of  the  picaresque  class,  we  should 
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never  have  heard  of  him.  But  his  own 
life,  unlike  those  of  his  three  chief  rivals, 
had  been  adventurous  on  land  and  under 
sail,  and  he  described  what  he  had  seen 
and  suffered.  Three  years  later  he  pub- 
lished "Peregrine  Pickle''  (1751),  and 
just  before  he  died,  in  1771,  **  Humphrey 
Clinker. ' '  The  abundant  remainder  of  his 
work  is  neglifj^ible,  these  three  books  alone 
being  worthy  of  note  in  a  sketch  of  liter- 
ature so  summary  as  this. — GossE,  Ed- 
mund, 1897,  Shjort  History  (f  Modem 
English  Literature,  p.  245. 

Smollett  was  placed  in  a  very  high  rank 
by  his  contemporaries.  Lady  Wortley- 
Montagu  praised  her  ''dear  Smollett"  to 
all  her  friends  (including  Mrs.  Delany  and 
other  pious  people),  Johnson  commended 
his  ability,  Burke  delighted  in  "Roderick 
Random,"  and  Lydia  Languish  seems  to 
have  had  an  impartial  affection  for  all  his 
novels.  Of  later  generations,  Scott  read- 
ily grants  to  him  an  equality  with  his 
great  rival  Fielding.  Elia  makes  his  im- 
aginary aunt  refer  with  a  sigh  of  regret 
to  the  days  when  she  thought  it  proper  to 
read  "Peregrine  Pickle."  Oblivious  of 
Dickens,  Leigh  Hunt  called  Smollett  the 
finest  of  all  caricaturists.  Talfourd  puts 
his  Strap  far  above  Fielding's  Patridge, 
and  Thackeray  gives  to  "Clinker"  the 
palm  among  laughable  stories  since  the  art 
of  novel-writing  was  invented.  More  criti- 
cal is  the  estimate  of  Hazlitt.  Smollett, 
he  says,  portrays  the  eccentricities  rather 
than  the  characters  of  human  life,  but  no 
one  has  praised  so  well  the  charm  of 
"Humphrey  Clinker"  or  the  "force  and 
mastery"  of  many  episodes  in  "Court 
Fathom."  Taine  would  appear  to  sym- 
pathise with  Mr.  Leslie  Stephen  in  a  much 


lower  estimate  of  Smollett  as  the  inter- 
preter of  the  extravagant  humours  of 
"ponderous  well-fed  masses  of  animated 
beefsteak. ' '  Of  the  five  great  eighteenth 
century  novelists,  Defoe,  Richardson, 
Fielding,  Smollett,  and  Sterne,  Smollett 
is  now  valued  the  least ;  yet  in  the  influ- 
ence he  has  exercised  upon  successors  he 
is  approached  by  Sterne  alone  of  his  con- 
temporaries.— Seccombe,  Thomas,  1898, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
Lm,  p.  181. 

Smollett's  realism  is  marked  by  the 
spot  of  decay.  All  his  first  novels  have 
one  characteristic  of  the  fictions  of  Mrs. 
Manley  and  Mrs.  Haywood,  Tom  Brown, 
and  numerous  other  early  eighteenth- 
century  writers :  he  crowds  his  pages  with 
well-known  characters  of  his  own  time, 
usually  for  the  purpose  of  fierce  satire. 
He  is  a  Swift  without  Swift's  clear  and 
wide  vision.  He  ridicules  Fielding  for 
marrying  his  "cook-maid;"  Akenside — a 
respectable  poet  and  scholar — is  a  mere 
"index-hunter  who  holds  the  eel  of  science 
by  the  tail;"  Garrick  is  "a  parasite  and 
buffoon,  whose  hypocrisy  is  only  equalled 
by  his  avarice;"  Lyttelton  is  "a  dunce;" 
he  insults  Newcastle,  Bute,  and  Pitt,  and 
sneers  at  his  king,  and  the  "sweet  princes 
of  the  royal  blood. "  In  making  his  char- 
acters at  will  the  mouthpiece  of  his  venom, 
he  takes  no  pains  to  preserve  their  consist- 
ency; and  frequently,  under  the  excite- 
ment of  his  ferocious  hate,  he  forgets  they 
are  there,  and  speaks  out  in  his  own  name. 
This  kind  of  work,  though  done  brilliantly 
and  under  the  inspiration  of  robust  indig- 
nation, does  not  form  a  novel. — Cross, 
Wilbur  L.,  1899,  The  Development  qf  the 
English  Novel,  p.  65. 


Christopher  Smart 

1722-1771 

Bom,  at  Shipbourne,  Kent,  11  April  1722.  Early  education  at  Maidstone  and  at 
Durham,  1733-39.  Matric.  Pembroke  Coll.,  Camb.,  30  Oct.  1739;  B.  A.,  1743; 
Fellow,  1745-53;  M.  A.,  1747.  Edited  "The  Student,"  1750-51.  Married  Anna 
Maria  Caman,  1753.  Contrib.  to  "The  Universal  Visitor,"  "The  Midwife,"  "The 
Old  Woman's  Mag. , ' '  etc.  Confined  in  a  lunatic  asylum  for  two  years.  Died  in  King's 
Bench  Prison,  18  May  1770.  Works ;  "On  the  Eternity  of  the  Supreme  Being, ' '  1750 ; 
"A  Solemn  Dirge,  sacred  to  the  Memory  of  .  .  .  Frederic,  Prince  of  Wales," 
1751;  "AnOccasionalPrologueandEpilogue  to  Othello"  [1751];  "On  the  Immensity 
of  the  Supreme  Being,"  1751;  "On  the  Omniscience  of  the  Supreme  Being,"  1752; 
"Poems  on  Several  Occasions, "  1752;  second  series  [1763];  "The  Hilliad,"  1753; 
"Oh  the  Power  of  the  Supreme  Beine,"  1754;  "Hymn  to  the  Supreme  Being,"  1756; 
"On  the  Goodness  of  the  Supreme  Being,"  1756;  "A  Song  to  David,"  1763;  "Poems'' 
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(priv.  ptd.)  [1763?];  "Hannah"  [oratorio  libretto]  [1764?];  *'0d 
Earl  ot  Northamberland, "  1764;  "Abimelech"  [oratorio  libret 
Translated:  "Carmen  Alexaodri  Pope  in  S.  Gnciliam  latine  redditon 
Works  (2  vols.),  1756;  "The  Poema  of  Phsdrus,"  1765;  "The! 
1765;  "The  Parablesof  oorLord,"  1768.  Collected  Poemg:  in  2  i 
1791.— Shaep,  R.  FarquharSOn,  1897,  A  Didionary  cf  EnglUh  A: 
PERSONAL 

And  as  to  Sm[art]:  he  must  necessarily 
be  abtme,  in  a  very  short  time.  His  debte 
daily  increase  (you  remember  the  state 
they  were  in,  when  you  left  us).  Addi- 
son, 1  know,  wrote  smartly  to  him  last 
week ;  but  it  has  had  no  effect,  that  sig- 
nifies only  I  observe  he  takes  hartshorn 
from  morning  to  night  lately:  in  the 
meantime  he  is  amusing  himself  with  t 
Comedy  of  his  own  writing,  which  he 
makes  all  the  boys  of  his  acquaintance 
act,  and  intends  to  borrow  the  Zodiack 
room,  and  have  it  performed  publickly. 
Onr  friend  Lawman,  the  mad  attorney,  is 
his  copyist ;  and  tmly  the  author  himself 
is  to  the  full  as  mad  as  he.  His  piece  (he 
says)  is  inimitable,  tme  sterling  wit,  and 
humour  by  God;  and  he  can't  hear  the 
Prologue  without  being  ready  to  die  with 
laughter.  He  acts  five  parts  himself,  and 
is  only  sorry,  he  can't  do  all  the  rest. 
He  has  also  advertised  a  collection  of 
Odes ;  and  for  his  Vanity  and  Faculty  of 
Lying,  they  are  come  to  their  full  matu- 
rity. All  this,  you  see,  must  come  to  a 
Jayl,  or  Bedlam,  and  that  without  any 
help,  almost  without  pity.— Gray,  Thomas, 
1747,  Letter  to  Thomas  Wharton;  Works, 
ed.  Goise,  vol.  II,  p.  161. 

We  have  a  man  here  that  writes  a  good 
hand ;  but  he  has  little  failings  that  hinder 
my  recommending  him  to  you.  He  f 
lousy,  and  he  is  mad :  he  sets  out  this 
week  for  Bedlam ;  but  if  you  insist  upon 
it,  I  don't  doubt  he  will  pay  his  respects 
to  you. — Gray,  Thomas,  1751,  Letter  to 
Horace  Walpde,  Oct.  8 ;  Works,  ed.  Gosie, 
vol.  II,  p.  25. 

Madness  frequently  discovers  itself 
merely  by  unnecessary  deviation  from  the 
usual  modes  of  the  world.  My  poor  friend 
Smart  shewed  the  disturbance  of  his  mind, 
by  falling  upon  his  knees,  and  saying  his 
prayers  in  the  street,  or  in  any  other  un- 
usual place.  Now  although,  rationally 
speaking,  it  is  greater  madness  not  1 
pray  at  all,  than  to  pray  as  Smart  did,  I 
am  afraid  there  are  so  many  who  do  not 
pray,  that  their  understanding  is  not  called 


in  question. — Johnsoi 
Life  by  Botwell,  ed.  Hii 

The  author  of  the  " 
azine' '  and  of  several  p( 
some  of  which  are  si 
pretty — for  example: 
■■  "CareandGener 
more.  This  ingenious 
moat  unfortunate  of 
twice  confined  in  a  m 
last  year  sent  a  most 
papa,  to  entreat  him  1 
gninea! — How  great  i 
ingenious  a  man  shov 
such  shocking  circoma 
tremely  grave,  and  has 
in  his  manner,  looks, 
impossible  to  see  him 
works,  without   feelin; 

d  concern  for  him.— 
1768,  Early  Diary,  ei 
ml.  I,  p.  24. 

The  history  of  his  lif  < 
Such  was  his  habitus 
he  would  bring  home  gi 
house,  when  his  wifi 
neither  a  meal,  nor  mo 
He  engaged,  on  one  oc< 
Universal  Visitor,  and 
work,  by  a  contract 
ninety-nine  years, 
stopped  at  the  end  of  t 
his  bad  health,  he  was  i 
exercise,  and  he  used 
purpose  to  the  ale-hot 
ways  carried  back. — C 
1819,  Specijtient  cfthe 

A  type  of  one  who  I 
himself.  "—Palgrave, 
1889,  ed..  The  Treatui 
).  350,  vxOe. 

In  manner  Smart  « 
abnormally  nervous  and 
this  shyness  was  overci 
ularly  amiable,  and  had 
ing  air  which,  with  c 
often  overflowed  with 
spirits.  Latterly,  how 
habits,  penurious  livias 
tional  melancholia,  be 
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wreck  of  his  earlier  self.— Seccombb, 
Thomas,  1897,  DieHomry  of  NatUmal 
Biography,  vol.  ui,  p.  388. 

SONG  TO  DAVID 

Neither  Dr.  Anderson,  nor  the  present 
editor  [Alexander  Chalmers]  has  been  able 
to  discover  a  copy  of  the  *  *  Song  of  David, ' ' 
which  Smart  composed  when  confined  in  a 
mad-house,  indenting  the  lines  with  a  key 
upon  the  wainscot.  The  loss  of  a  poem 
composed  under  such  circumstances,  by 
a  man  of  such  talents,  is  greatly  to  be  re- 
gretted. The  following  are  some  of  the 
few  stanzas  which  have  been  preserved  by 
the  Reviewers ;  Smart  has  never  written 
with  more  strength  and  animation, — and 
perhaps  never  with  so  much  feeling. — 
SouTHET,  Robert,  1814,  Chalmen^s  BhtglUh 
PoeU,  The  Quarterly  Review,  vol.  11,  p.  496. 

It  is  only  in  our  own  day  that  attention 
has  been  recalled  to  the  single  poem  by 
which  he  deserves  to  be  not  only  remem- 
bered, but  remembered  as  a  poet  who  for 
one  short  moment  reached  a  height  to 
which  the  prosaic  muse  of  his  epoch  was 
wholly  unaccustomed.  There  is  nothing 
like  the  ''Song  to  David''  in  the  eighteenth 
century ;  there  is  nothing  out  of  which  it 
might  seem  to  have  been  developed.  It 
is  true  that  with  great  appearance  of  sym- 
metry it  is  ill-arranged  and  out  of  propor- 
tion ;  its  hundred  stanzas  weary  the  reader 
with  their  repetitions  and  with  their  epi- 
thets piled  up  on  a  too  obvious  system. 
But  in  spite  of  this  touch  of  pedantry,  it 
is  the  work  of  a  poet ;  of  a  man  so  possessed 
with  the  beauty  and  fervour  of  the  Psalms 
and  with  the  high  romance  of  the  psalm- 
ist's life  that  in  the  days  of  his  madness 
the  character  of  David  has  become  a  ''fixed 
idea"  with  him,  to  be  embodied  in  words 
and  dressed  in  the  magic  robe  of  verse 
when  the  dark  hour  has  gone  by.  There 
are  few  episodes  in  our  literary  history 
more  interesting  than  this  of  the  wretched 
bookseller's  hack,  with  his  mind  thrown 
off  its  balance  by  drink  and  poverty,  ris- 
ing at  the  instant  of  his  deepest  distress 
to  a  pitch  of  poetic  performance  unimag- 
ined  by  himself  at  all  other  times,  unim- 
agined  by  all  but  one  or  two  of  his  con- 
temporaries, and  so  little  appreciated  by 
the  public  that  when  an  edition  of  his 
writings  was  called  for  it  was  sent  into 
the  world  with  this  masterpiece  omitted. 
—Ward,  Thomas  Humphry,  1880,  fii^- 
lish  Poets,  vol.  Ul,  p.  351. 


When  in  the  mad-house  Christopher 
Smart  wrote  the  "Song  to  David" — a  poem 
which  not  only  transcends  anything  he 
ever  did  or  was  supposed  capable  of  doing 
in  his  saner  moments,  but  actually  stands 
alone  in  the  literature  of  the  age  for 
beauty,  intensity,  and  occasional  sublim- 
ity. Smart  is  said  to  have  inscribed  the 
poem  with  a  key  upon  the  wainscot  of  the 
room  in  which  he  was  confined — an  obvi- 
ous physical  impossibility,  unless  the 
wainscot  was  unusually  large  or  the  key 
unusually  small !  Some  of  the  eighty-five 
stanzas  may  thus  have  been  written,  and 
the  whole  afterwards  committed  to  paper. 
In  any  case,  the  "Song"  is  one  of  the 
greatest  curiosities  and  wonders  of  Eng- 
lish literature ;  and  Mr.  Browning  has  been 
attracted  to  it,  as  by  a  congenial  theme. 
That  a  writer  of  merely  ordinary  powers — 
a  clever  scribbler  of  miscellaneous  com- 
monplaces—should suddenly  soar  to  so 
great  a  height,  then  as  suddenly  fall  flat 
again,  is  just  such  a  mental  phenomenon  as 
our  philosophical  modern  poet  delights  in 
analysing.— Green,  S.  G.,  1887,  Christo- 
pher Smart,  Leisure  Hour,  vol.  36,  p.  234. 

— Yonraelf  who  sang 
A  Song  where  flute-breath  BilverB  tmmpet- 

olang, 
And  BtatiouB  yon  for  onoe  on  either  hand 
With  Milton  and  with  Exeats,  emxx)wered  to 

claim 
Afi&nity  on  jost  one  point — (or  blame 
Or  pnuse  my  judgment,  thos  it  fronts  you 

fuU)— 
How  came  it  you  resume  the  void  and  null, 
Subside  to  insignifioanoe, — live,  die 
— ^Proved  plainly   two  mere   mortals  who 

drew  nigh 
One  momont — ^that,  to  Art's  best  hierarohy, 
This,  to  the  superhuman  poet-pair? 

But  let  the  dead  successors  worst  and  best 
Bury  their  dead:  with  life  be  my  oonoem — 
Tours  with  the  fire-flame :  what  I  fain  would 

learn 
Is  just— (suppose  me  haply  ignorant 
Down  to  the  common  knowledge,  doctors 

vaunt) 
Just  this — why  only  onoe  the  fire-flame  was : 
No  matter  if  the  marvel  came  to  pass 
The  way  folks  judged— if  power  too  long 

suppressed 
Broke  loose  and  maddened,  as  the  vulgar 

guessed. 
Or  simply  brain-disorder  (doctors  said), 
A  turmoil  of  the  partioles  disturbed, 
Brain's  workaday  performance  in  your  head. 
Spurred  spirit  to  wild  action   health   had 

curbed, 
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(priv.  ptd.)  [1763?];  ''Hannah"  [oratorio  libretto]  [1764?];  *'Ode  to  .  .  .  tbe 
Earl  of  Northumberland,"  1764;  ''Abimelech"  [oratorio  libretto,]  [1768?].  He 
Translated :  *  'Carmen  Alexandri  Pope  in  S.  Caeciliam  latine  redditmn, ' '  1743 ;  Horaces' 
Works  (2  vols.),  1756;  "The  Poems  of  Phaedrus,"  1765;  "The  Psalms  of  David," 
1765;  "The  Parables  of  our  Lord,"  1768.  Collected  Poems:  in  2  vols.,  with  memoir, 
1791.— Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  Authors,  p.  259. 

in  question.— Johnson,   Samuel,   1763, 
Life  by  BosweUy  ed.  HiU,  vol.  I,  p.  459. 

The  author  of  the  "Old  Woman's  Mag- 
azine" and  of  several  poetical  productions ; 
some  of  which  are  sweetly  elef2:ant  and 
pretty — for  example:  "Harriet's  Birth- 
day,"  "Care  and  Generosity, " — and  many 
more.  This  ingenious  writer  is  one  of  the 
most  unfortunate  of  men — he  has  been 
twice  confined  in  a  mad-house — and  but 
last  year  sent  a  most  affecting  epistle  to 
papa,  to  entreat  him  to  lend  him  half-a- 
guinea ! — How  great  a  pity  so  clever,  so 
ingenious  a  man  should  be  reduced  to 
such  shocking  circumstances.  He  is  ex- 
tremely grave,  and  has  still  great  wildness 
in  his  manner,  looks,  and  voice ;  but  'tis 
impossible  to  see  him  and  to  think  of  his 
works,  without  feeling  the  utmost  pity 
and  concern  for  him. — Burney,  Frances, 
1768,  Early  Diary,  ed.  EUis,  Sept,  12, 
voL  I,  p.  2A. 

The  history  of  his  life  is  but  melancholy. 
Such  was  his  habitual  imprudence,  that 
he  would  bring  home  guests  to  dine  at  his 
house,  when  his  wife  and  family  had 
neither  a  meal,  nor  money  to  provide  one. 
He  engaged,  on  one  occasion,  to  write  the 
Universal  Visitor,  and  for  no  other  other 
work,  by  a  contract  which  was  to  last 
ninety-nine  years.  The  publication 
stopped  at  the  end  of  two  years.  During 
his  bad  health,  he  was  advised  to  walk  for 
exercise,  and  he  used  to  walk  for  that 
purpose  to  the  ale-house ;  but  he  was  air 
ways  carried  back. — Campbell,  Thomas, 
1819,  Specimens  qf  the  British  Poets. 

A  type  of  one  who  has  "no  enemy  but 
himself." — Palgrave,  Francis  Turner, 
1889,  ed.y  The  Treasury  qf  Sacred  Song, 
p.  350,  note. 

In  manner  Smart  seems  to  have  been 
abnormally  nervous  and  retiring,  but  when 
this  shyness  was  overcome,  he  was  partic- 
ularly amiable,  and  had  a  frank  and  engag- 
ing air  which,  with  children  especially, 
often  overflowed  with  drollery  and  high 
spirits.  Latterly,  however,  owing  to  bad 
habits,  penurious  living,  and  his  constitu- 
tional melancholia,  he  became  a   mere 


PERSONAL. 

And  as  to  Sm[art] :  he  must  necessarily 
be  abime,  in  a  very  short  time.  His  debts 
daily  increase  (you  remember  the  state 
they  were  in,  when  you  left  us).  Addi- 
son, I  know,  wrote  smartly  to  him  last 
week ;  but  it  has  had  no  effect,  that  sig- 
nifies only  I  observe  he  takes  hartshorn 
from  morning  to  night  lately:  in  the 
meantime  he  is  amusing  himself  with  a 
Comedy  of  his  own  writing,  which  he 
makes  all  the  boys  of  his  acquaintance 
act,  and  intends  to  borrow  the  Zodiack 
room,  and  have  it  performed  publickly. 
Our  friend  Lawman,  the  mad  attorney,  is 
his  copyist ;  and  truly  the  author  himself 
is  to  the  full  as  mad  as  he.  His  piece  (he 
says)  is  inimitable,  true  sterling  wit,  and 
humour  by  God;  and  he  can't  hear  the 
Prologue  without  being  ready  to  die  with 
laughter.  He  acts  five  parts  himself,  and 
is  only  sorry,  he  can't  do  all  the  rest. 
He  has  also  advertised  a  collection  of 
Odes ;  and  for  his  Vanity  and  Faculty  of 
Lying,  they  are  come  to  their  full  matu- 
rity. All  this,  you  see,  must  come  to  a 
Jayl,  or  Bedlam,  and  that  without  any 
help,  almost  without  pity. — Gray,  Thomas, 
1747,  Letter  to  Thomas  Wharton;  Works, 
ed.  Gosse,  vol.  ii,  p.  161. 

We  have  a  man  here  that  writes  a  good 
hand ;  but  he  has  little  failings  that  hinder 
my  recommending  him  to  you.  He  is 
lousy,  and  he  is  mad:  he  sets  out  this 
week  for  Bedlam ;  but  if  you  insist  upon 
it,  I  don't  doubt  he  will  pay  his  respects 
to  you. — Gray,  Thomas,  1751,  Letter  to 
Horace  Walpole,  Oct.  8 ;  Works,  ed.  Gosse, 
vol.  II,  p.  25. 

Madness  frequently  discovers  itself 
merely  by  unnecessary  deviation  from  the 
usual  modes  of  the  world.  My  poor  friend 
Smart  shewed  the  disturbance  of  his  mind« 
by  falling  upon  his  knees,  and  saying  his 
prayers  in  the  street,  or  in  any  other  un- 
usual place.  Now  although,  rationally 
speaking,  it  is  greater  madness  not  to 
pray  at  all,  than  to  pray  as  Smart  did,  I 
am  afraid  there  are  so  many  who  do  not 
pray,  that  their  understanding  is  not  called 
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wreck  of  his  earlier  self. — Seccombe, 
Thomas,  1897,  Didi4mary  of  National 
Biography f  vol.  Ul,  p.  388. 

SONG  TO  DAVID 

Neither  Dr.  Anderson,  nor  the  present 
editor  [Alexander  Chalmers]  has  been  able 
to  discover  a  copy  of  the '  *  Song  of  David, ' ' 
which  Smart  composed  when  confined  in  a 
mad-house,  indenting  the  lines  with  a  key 
upon  the  wainscot.  The  loss  of  a  poem 
composed  under  such  circumstances,  by 
a  man  of  such  talents,  is  greatly  to  be  re- 
gretted. The  following  are  some  of  the 
few  stanzas  which  have  been  preserved  by 
the  Reviewers ;  Smart  has  never  written 
with  more  strength  and  animation, — and 
perhaps  never  with  so  much  feeling. — 
SouTHET,  Robert,  1814,  Chalmers's  Bhtglish 
Poets,  The  Quarterly  RemeWy  vol.  11,  p.  496. 

It  is  only  in  our  own  day  that  attention 
has  been  recalled  to  the  single  poem  by 
which  he  deserves  to  be  not  only  remem- 
bered, but  remembered  as  a  poet  who  for 
one  short  moment  reached  a  height  to 
which  the  prosaic  muse  of  his  epoch  was 
wholly  unaccustomed.  There  is  nothing 
like  the  ''Song  to  David"  in  the  eighteenth 
century ;  there  is  nothing  out  of  which  it 
might  seem  to  have  been  developed.  It 
is  true  that  with  great  appearance  of  sym- 
metry it  is  ill-arranged  and  out  of  propor- 
tion ;  its  hundred  stanzas  weary  the  reader 
with  their  repetitions  and  with  their  epi- 
thets piled  up  on  a  too  obvious  system. 
But  in  spite  of  this  touch  of  pedantry,  it 
is  the  work  of  a  poet ;  of  a  man  so  possessed 
with  the  beauty  and  fervour  of  the  Psalms 
and  with  the  high  romance  of  the  psalm- 
ist's life  that  in  the  days  of  his  madness 
the  character  of  David  has  become  a  '  'fixed 
idea' '  with  him,  to  be  embodied  in  words 
and  dressed  in  the  magic  robe  of  verse 
when  the  dark  hour  has  gone  by.  There 
are  few  episodes  in  our  literary  history 
more  interesting  than  this  of  the  wretched 
bookseller's  hack,  with  his  mind  thrown 
off  its  balance  by  drink  and  poverty,  ris- 
ing at  the  instant  of  his  deepest  distress 
to  a  pitch  of  poetic  performance  unimag- 
ined  by  himself  at  all  other  times,  unim- 
agined  by  all  but  one  or  two  of  his  con- 
temporaries, and  so  little  appreciated  by 
the  public  that  when  an  edition  of  his 
writings  was  called  for  it  was  sent  into 
the  world  with  this  masterpiece  omitted. 
—Ward,  Thomas  Humphry,  1880,  fii^- 
lish  Poets f  vol.  lu,  p.  351. 


When  in  the  mad-house  Christopher 
Smart  wrote  the  "Song  to  David"— a  poem 
which  not  only  transcends  anything  he 
ever  did  or  was  supposed  capable  of  doing 
in  his  saner  moments,  but  actually  stands 
alone  in  the  literature  of  the  age  for 
beauty,  intensity,  and  occasional  sublim- 
ity. Smart  is  said  to  have  inscribed  the 
poem  with  a  key  upon  the  wainscot  of  the 
room  in  which  he  was  confined — an  obvi- 
ous physical  impossibility,  unless  the 
wainscot  was  unusually  large  or  the  key 
unusually  small !  Some  of  the  eighty-five 
stanzas  may  thus  have  been  written,  and 
the  whole  afterwards  committed  to  paper. 
In  any  case,  the  "Song"  is  one  of  the 
greatest  curiosities  and  wonders  of  Eng- 
lish literature ;  and  Mr.  Browning  has  been 
attracted  to  it,  as  by  a  congenial  theme. 
That  a  writer  of  merely  ordinary  powers — 
a  clever  scribbler  of  miscellaneous  com- 
monplaces—should suddenly  soar  to  so 
great  a  height,  then  as  suddenly  fall  flat 
again,  is  just  such  a  mental  phenomenon  as 
our  pliilosophical  modern  poet  delights  in 
analysing.— Green,  S.  G.,  1887,  Christo- 
pher Smarty  Leisure  Hour,  vol.  36,  p.  234. 

— Yonraelf  who  sang 
A  Song  where  flute-breath  Bilvers  tmmpet- 

olang, 
And  stationB  you  for  onoe  on  either  hand 
With  Milton  and  with  Exeats,  emxx)wered  ta 

claim 
Afi&nity  on  just  one  point — (or  blame 
Or  pndge  my  judgment,  thus  it  fronts  you 

full)— 
How  oame  it  yon  resume  the  void  and  null, 
Subside  to  insignifloanoe, — live,  die 
— Proved  plainly   two  mere   mortals   who 

drew  nigh 
One  moment — ^that,  to  Art's  best  hierarchy. 
This,  to  the  superhuman  poet-pair? 

But  let  the  dead  successors  worst  and  best 
Bury  their  dead:  with  life  be  my  concern — 
Yours  with  the  fire-flame :  what  I  fain  would 

learn 
Is  Just— (suppose  me  haply  ignorant 
Down  to  the  common  knowledge,  doctors 

vaunt) 
Just  thiA— why  only  once  the  fire -flame  was: 
No  matter  if  the  marvel  came  to  pass 
The  way  folks  judged — if  power  too  long 

suppressed 
Broke  loose  and  maddened,  as  the  vulgar 

guessed, 
Or  simply  brain-disorder  (doctors  said), 
A  turmoil  of  the  particles  disturbed, 
Brain's  workaday  performance  in  your  head. 
Spurred  spirit  to  wild  action   health   had 

curbed, 
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nature,  but  with  the  turn  of  manner  of 
thinking  of  the  ancients,  their  history, 
opinions,  manners,  and  customs.  There 
are  few  books  that  contain  more  learning 
than  the  ''Epigoniad."  To  the  reader 
acquainted  with  remote  antiquity  it  yields 
high  entertainment;  and  we  are  so  far 
from  thinking  4hat  an  acquaintance  with 
Homer  hinders  men  from  reading  this 
poem,  that  we  are  of  opinion  it  is  chiefly 
by  such  as  are  conversant  in  the  writings 
of  that  poet  that  the  "Epigoniad"  is  or 
will  be  read.  And  as  the  manners  therein 
described  are  not  founded  on  any  circum- 
stances that  are  temporary  and  fugacious, 
but  arise  from  the  original  frame  and 
constitution  of  human  nature,  and  are  con- 
sequently the  same  in  all  nations  and 
periods  of  the  world,  it  is  probable,  if  the 
English  language  shall  not  undergo  very 
material  and  sudden  changes,  tbit  the 
epic  poem  of  Wilkie  will  be  read  and  ad- 
mired when  others  that  are  in  greater 
vogue  in  the  present  day  shall  be  over* 
looked  and  forgotten. — Anderson,  Rob- 
ert, 1799,  ed..  The  British  Poets. 

The  ''Epigoniad"  of  Wilkie  is  the  bold 
attempt  of  an  energetic  mind  to  try  its 
powers  in  the  most  arduous  path  of  poetry, 
the  Epic;  without  that  correctness  of 
judgment,  and  previous  discipline  in  the 
practice  of  harmonious  numbers,  which 
can  alone  ensure  success  in  an  age  of  pol- 
ish and  refinement.  It  has  accordingly 
been  measured  by  that  standard  of  criti- 
cism, which  the  most  unqualified  judges 
can  easily  apply, — a  comparison  with  the 
most  perfect  productions  of  its  kind ;  and 
its  palpable  defects  have  involved  in  an 
indiscriminate  condemnation  its  less  obvi- 
ous, but  real  merits. — Tytler,  Alexan- 
der Fraser,  1806-14,  Memoirs  of  the 
Life  and  Writings  of  Henry  Home  of 
KameSf  vol.  i,  p.  246. 

A  poem  ...  of  great  merit,  not 
only  as  possessing  much  of  the  spirit  and 
manner  of  Homer  .  .  .  but  also  a 
manly  and  vigorous  style  of  poetry,  rarely 


found  in  modern  compositions  of  the  kind. 
—Mackenzie,  Henry,  1822,  Life  qf  John 
Home. 

It  is  now  no  longer  read,  and  is  fast 
being  consigned  to  oblivion. — Baldwin, 
James,  188^  English  Literature  and  lAtr 
erary  Oritieism,  Poetry ^  p.  287. 

''The  Epigoniad"  is  moderately  good; 
but  it  requires  more  than  moderate  merit 
to  induce  men  to  read  an  epic  in  nine 
books.  ...  It  was  doubtless  Pope's 
Homer  which  inspired  Wilkie  with  the 
ambition  to  write  a  classical  epic ;  but  a 
translation  of  Homer,  and  a  translation  by 
Pope,  was  a  very  different  thing  from  an 
orginal  poem  on  a  subject  of  ancient 
legend  by  William  Wilkie.  There  are 
numerous  faults  in  Wilkie's  composition 
— glaring  Scotticisms,  bad  rhymes,  inca- 
pacity to  attain  that  neatness  and  point 
without  which  the  heroic  couplet  is  inde- 
fensible. Worse  than  all  is  the  absence 
of  any  great  original  ideas. — Walker, 
Hugh,  1893,  Three  Centuries  qf  SeoUisk 
Literature,  vol.  ii,  pp.  102,  104. 

The  "Epigoniad,"  Wilkie's  chief  work, 
an  ambitious  epic  in  nine  books  descrip- 
tive of  the  siege  of  Thebes,  appeared  in 
1757.  Its  inspiration  was  obviously  owed 
to  Pope's  translation  of  the  Iliad  and 
Odyssey,  and  it  hai3  many  shortcominp 
not  to  be  found  in  its  model — Scotticisms, 
false  rhymes  and  rhythm,  and  even  flaws 
of  language.  Many  passages,  however, 
are  conceived  in  singularly  happy  vein, 
and  the  story  is  vigorous  and  crisp.— 
Eyre-Todd,  George,  1896,  Scottish  Poetry 
qfthe  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  i,  p.  160. 

Wilkie  has  no  genuine  right  to  be  called 
''the  Scottish  Homer,"  but  as  a  mere 
achievement  in  verse  his ''epic"  is  credit- 
able ;  it  has  a  fair  measure  of  fluency,  its 
imagery  is  apt  and  strong,  and  it  is  bright- 
ened by  occasional  felicities  of  phrase, 
descriptive  epithet,  and  antithetical  delin- 
eation.—Bayne,  Thomas,  1900,  Diction' 
ary  qf  National  Biography,  vol.  LXI,  p.  259. 


John  Woolman 

1720-1772 

An  eminent  preacher  of  the  Society  of  Friends,  bom  in  Northampton,  Burlington  Co., 
West  Jersey,  in  1720,  after  some  experience  in  Mount  Holly  as  a  storekeeper,  became 
a  tailor,  travelled  on  religious  visits  in  several  parts  of  America,  not  neglecting  the 
Indians ;  died  at  York,  England  (where  he  was  in  attendance  on  the  Quarterly  Meet- 
ing), of  the  small-poz,  Oct.  5,  1772.    He  partook  of  the  excellent  spirit  which 
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distinguished  Thomas  Chalkley,  Stephen  Grellet,  William  Allen,  and  Daniel  Wheeler.  1. 
''Some  Considerations  on  the  Keeping  of  Negroes,"  1754,  ''Part  Second,  Considera- 
tions, "  &c. ,  1762.  2.  ' '  Considerations  on  Pure  Wisdom  and  Human  Policy,  on  Labour, 
on  Schools,  and  on  the  Right  Use  of  the  Lord's  Outward  Gifts, "  1768.  8.  "Consid- 
erations on  the  True  Harmony  of  Mankind,  and  how  it  is  to  be  Maintained, "  1770.  4. 
"Epistle  to  the  Quarterly  and  Monthly  Meetings  of  Friends,"  1772.  5.  "Remarks 
on  Sundry  Subjects,"  1773.  6.  "A  Word  of  Remembrance  and  Caution  to  the 
Rich,"  1793.  7.  "Serious  Considerations;  with  some  of  his  Dying  Expressions," 
1773.  "The  Works  of  John  Woolman,  in  two  parts, "  1774,  1775 ;  "Journal,  and  The 
Works  of  John  Woolman,  Part  the  Second,  Containing  his  Last  Epistle  and  his  other 
Writings,"  1775.— Allibonb,  S.  AUSTIN,  1870,  A  Critical  Dictionary  (^ English  Litera- 
ture^ vol.  m,  p.  2834. 

into  their  meeting-houses  and  homes  at 
the  present  day.  St.  Simeon  Stylites  at 
the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel  would  hardly  ap- 
pear more  anachronistic.  Doubtless,  the 
suggested  contrasts  between  our  age  and 
his,  joined  to  Woolman's  childlike  sim- 
plicity and  naivete,  his  often  inconsequen- 
tial discourse,  and  his  half-pitiful,  half- 
amusing  bodily  afflictions,  were  what 
made  his  Journal  favorite  reading  with 
Charles  Lamb.  And  if  we  do  not  misjudge, 
they  strike  a  responsive  chord  in  Mr. 
Whittier's  humor  (a  greater  possession 
than  the  world  gives  him  credit  for) ;  and 
he  takes  up  the  book,  not  always  that  he 
may  deepen  his  moral  sense  and  renew 
his  standard  of  duty — what  every  one  may 
do  who  reads  his  "Journal"  devoutly — 
but  as  one,  not  a  Quaker,  would  open 
"Don  Quixote"  or  "The  Merry  Wives 
of  Windsor."— Garrison,  W.  P.,  1871, 
Woolman^s  Journal^  The  Nation,  vol.  13, 
p.  45. 

If  we  open  the  record  at  random  we 
see  a  good  man,  living  for  God  in  the 
world,  and  ranging  in  his  tender  sympa- 
thies from  little  things  to  great. — Rich- 
ardson, Charles  F.,  1887,  American 
Literature,  1607-1885,  vol  i,  p.  151. 

His  journal  is  remarkable  for  its  simple 
and  lucid  style,  as  well  as  for  its  human- 
ity.—Hart,  Albert  Bushnell,  1896, 
erf.,  American  History  told  by  Contempora- 
ries,  vol.  II,  p.  302. 

The  purity  of  the  gentle  Quaker's  soul 
has,  as  Whittier,  his  loving  editor,  says, 
entered  into  his  language.  The  words  are 
a  transparent  medium  of  spirit.  Style 
and  man  are  equally  unconscious  of  them- 
selves. Without  art  Woolman  has  at- 
tained, in  his  best  passages,  that  beauty 
of  simplicity,  that  absolute  candor  which 
is  the  goal  of  most  studious  art.  As  lucid 
as  Franklin's  "Autobiography,"  the 
"Journal"  shines  with  a  pearly  lustre  all 
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A  perfect  gem !  His  is  a  schme  Seek, 
(beautiful  soul).  An  illiterate  tailor,  he 
writes  in  a  style  of  the  most  exquisite 
purity  and  grace.  His  moral  qualities  are 
transferred  to  his  writings.  Had  he  not 
been  so  very  humble,  he  would  have  writ- 
ten a  still  better  book ;  for,  fearing  to  in- 
dulge in  vanity,  he  conceals  the  events  in 
which  he  was  a  great  actor.  His  religion 
is  love.  His  whole  existence  and  all  his 
passions  were  love !  If  one  could  venture 
to  impute  to  his  creed,  and  not  to  his  per- 
sonal character,  the  delightful  frame  of 
mind  which  he  exhibited  one  could  not 
hesitate  to  be  a  convert.  His  Christianity 
is  most  inviting, — it  is  fascinating. — Rob- 
inson, Henry  Crabb,  1824,  Diary,  Jan,22. 

Its  author  was  a  tailor,  living  in  a  small 
village  of  New  Jersey;  and  of  tailoring 
he  rejected  all  the  more  lucrative  branches. 
He  chiefly  occupied  himself  with  the  small- 
est class  of  business  by  which,  even  in 
those  economical  days,  a  support  could  be 
won.  Living  before  the  commencement 
of  any  distinctively  American  literature, 
he  expressed  his  thoughts  in  the  English 
of  the  common  schools.  And  yet  these 
thoughts  have  won  the  attention  and  ad- 
miration of  scholars  and  literary  men,  for 
they  show,  in  humblest  language,  the  de- 
sire of  a  conscience  to  be  at  peace  with 
its  Maker  even  in  the  smallest  details  of 
daily  life.  No  mirror  ever  reflected  more 
faithfully  the  lineaments  of  him  who 
looked  upon  it,  than  does  this  "Journal" 
give  back  the  moral  likeness  of  its  author. 
— Hooper,  William  R.,  1871,  John 
Woolw^n,  Appleton's  Journal,  vol.  6, 
p.  606. 

It  is  certain,  therefore,  that,  consider- 
ing the  transformations  among  the  Quak- 
ers themselves,  the  New  Jersey  preacher 
would  be  sadly  out  of  place  if  he  stepped 
down  from  his  niche  in   their  pantheon 
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its  own.— Bates,  Katharine  Lee,  1897, 
American  Literature^  p.  90. 

As  we  study  John  Woolman  along  the 
pages  upon  which  he  has  made  record  of 
his  inmost  nature,  we  shall  be  inclined  to 
infer  that  the  traits  which  made  him  the 
man  he  was,  were  these:  first,  a  singu- 
larly vivid  perception  of  the  reality  and 
worth  of  things  spiritual ;  secondly,  such 
a  passion  of  desire  for  all  that  is  like  God, 
that  whatsoever  he  met  with  in  himself  or 
in  others  which  was  otherwise,  grieved 
him  with  an  ineffable  sorrow;  thirdly, 
love,  taking  every  form  of  adoration  for 
the  Highest  Love,  and  of  sympathy  and 
effort  on  behalf  of  all  God's  creatures, 
great  and  small;  next,  humility;  next, 
directness,  simplicity,  sincerity;  next, 
refinement.— Tyler,  Moses  Coit,  1897, 
IVke  Literary  History  of  the  American 
Revolution,  1763-1783,  vol.  ii,  p.  342. 

GENERAL 

Get  the  writings  of  John  Woolman  by 
heart;  and  love  the  early  Quakers. — 
Lamb,  Charles,  1821,  A  Quaker^  Meeting. 

Him,  though  we  once  possessed  his 
works,  it  cannot  be  truly  aflbmed  that  we 
ever  read.  Try  to  read  John  we  often  did ; 
but  read  John  we  did  not.  This,  however, 
you  say,  might  be  our  fault,  and  not 
John's.  Very  likely ;  and  we  have  a  notion 
that  now,  with  our  wiser  thoughts,  we 
should  read  John  if  he  were  here  on  this 
table.  It  is  certain  that  he  was  a  good  man, 
and  one  of  the  earliest  in  America,  if  not 
in  Christendom,  who  lifted  up  his  hand  to 
protest  against  the  slave  trade ;  but  still 
we  suspect  that,  had  John  been  all  that 
Coleridge  represented,  he  would  not  have 
repelled  us  from  reading  his  travels  in  the 
fearful  way  that  he  did.  But  again  we 
beg  pardon,  and  entreat  the  earth  of  Vir- 
ginia to  lie  light  upon  the  remains  of 
John  Woolman ;  for  he  was  an  Israelite  in- 
deed, in  whom  there  was  no  guile. — ^De 
QuiNCEY,    Thomas,    1845-59,    Coleridge 


and  Opium-Eating ;  CoUeeted  Writings,  erf. 
Masson,  vol.  v,  p.  196. 
.  The  larger  portions  of  Woolman's  writ- 
ings are  devoted  to  the  subjects  of  slav- 
ery, uncompensated  labor,  and  the  excess- 
ive toil  and  suffering  of  the  many  to  sup- 
port the  luxury  of  the  few.  The  argu- 
ment running  through  them  is  searchinf;, 
and  in  its  conclusions  uncompromising, 
but  a  tender  love  for  the  wrong-doer  as 
well  as  the  sufferer  underlies  all.  They 
aim  to  convince  the  judgment  and  reach 
the  heart  without  awakening  prejudice 
and  passion.  To  the  slaveholders  of  his 
time  they  must  have  seemed  like  the  voice 
of  conscience  speaking  to  them  in  the  cool 
of  the  day.  One  feels,  in  reading  them, 
the  tenderness  and  humility  of  a  nature 
redeemed  from  all  pride  of  opinion  and 
self -righteousness,  sinking  itself  out  of 
sight,  and  intent  only  upon  rendering 
smaller  the  sum  of  human  sorrow  and  sin 
by  drawing  men  nearer  to  God  and  to  each 
other.  The  style  is  that  of  a  man  unlet- 
tered, but  with  natural  refinement  and  del- 
icate sense  of  fitness,  the  purity  of  whose 
heart  enters  into  his  language.  There  is 
no  attempt  at  fine  writing,  not  a  word  or 
phrase  for  effect;  it  is  the  simple  un- 
adorned diction  of  one  to  whom  the  temp- 
tations of  the  pen  seems  to  have  been 
wholly  unknown. — Whittier,  John  Green- 
leap,  1871,  ed..  The  Journal  of  John 
Woolman,  Introduction,  p.  83. 

The  gentle  hearted  Quaker,  like  Izaak 
Walton,  a  tailor,  and  like  him,  also,  a 
lover  of  man,  animal  and  plant.  Although 
he  was  an  irrepressible  reformer,  his  writ- 
ings have  none  of  the  pride  of  opinion  and 
self-righteousness  which  are  the  besetting 
sins  of  reformers.  Catholic,  humble,  re- 
ceptive, his  words  are  a  benediction. 
Such  Charles  Lamb,  the  purest  and  manli- 
est of  modern  English  writers,  found 
them,  and  as  such  he  praised  them.— 
Mabie,  Hamilton  W.,  1892,  ITie  Memo- 
rial  Story  of  America,  p.  585. 


Philip  Dormer  Stanhope 

1694-1773. 

1694,  Philip  Dormer  Stanhope,  fourth  Earl  of  Chesterfield,  bom  22nd  September, 
1712,  Chesterfield  entered  Trinity  Hall,  Cambridge  (as  Stanhope).  1715,  Appointed 
Gentleman  of  the  Bed-chamber  to  the  Prince  of  Wales.  1715,  Entered  the  House  of 
Commons  as  M.  P.  for  St.  Germains.  1723,  Appointed  Captain  of  the  Guard.  1726, 
Succeeds  to  the  Elarldom,  on  the  death  of  his  father.  1727,  Chesterfield  appointed 
Ambassador  at  the  Hague.    1730,  Appointed  Lord  Steward  and  invested  with  the  Garter. 
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1732y  His  son,  Philip  Stanhope,  born.  1733,  Dismissed  from  ofSce  by  the  King,  in 
consequence  of  his  opposition  to  Walpole's  EbLcise  Bill.  1733,  Married  Melosina  de 
Schoulenberg,  Ck)Tintess  of  Walsingham  (daughter,  as  supposed,  of  George  I.).  She 
died  without  issue  in  1778.  1737,  Speech  against  Bill  for  Licensing  Theatres.  1739, 
Commencement  of  his  ''Letters  to  his  Son;"  continued  to  the  death  of  the  latter  in 
1768.  1744,  Appointed  Envoy  to  the  Hague.  1745  and  1746,  Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland, 
from  May,  1745,  to  Nov.  18,  1746 — ^residing  the  last  six  months  in  England.  1746, 
Secretary  of  State,  Offered  a  Dukedom.  1748,  Resigns  6th  February,  owing  to  his 
opposition  to  the  War.  1751,  Proposed  and  carried  the  Reformation  of  the  Calendar. 
1752,  His  deafness  commences.  1755,  His  Godson  and  successor,  Philip  Stanhope,  son 
of  Arthur  Charles  Stanhope,  bom  28th  November.  1761, Commencement  of  his  ^'Letters 
to  his  Godson. ' '  1768,  Death  of  his  Son.  1773,  Died  24th  March.— Moulton,  Charles 
Wells,  1902. 


PERSONAL 

Lord  Chesterfield  was  allowed  by  every- 
body to  have  more  conversable  entertaining 
table-wit  than  any  man  of  his  time ;  his 
propensity  to  ridicule,  in  which  he  indulged 
himself  with  infinite  humour  and  no  dis- 
tinction, and  with  inexhaustible  spirits 
and  no  discretion,  made  him  sought  and 
feared,  liked  and  not  loved,  by  most  of  his 
acquaintance ;  no  sex,  no  relation,  no  rank, 
no  power,  no  profession,  no  friendship,  no 
obligation,  was  a  shield  from  those  pointed, 
glittering  weapons,  that  seemed  to  shine 
only  to  a  stander-by,  but  cut  deep  in  those 
they  touched.  .  .  .  With  a  person  as 
disagreeable  as  it  was  possible  for  a  human 
figure  to  be  without  being  deformed,  he 
affected  following  many  women  of  the  first 
beauty  and  most  in  fashion ;  and,  if  you 
would  have  taken  his  word  for  it,  not  with- 
out success ;  whilst  in  fact  and  in  truth,  he 
never  gained  any  one  above  the  venal  rank 
of  those  whom  an  Adonis  or  a  Vulcan 
might  be  equally  well  with,  for  an  equal 
sum  of  money.  He  was  very  short,  dis- 
proportioned,  thick  and  clumsily  made ; 
had  a  broad,  rough-featured,  ugly  face, 
with  black  teeth,  and  a  head  big  enough 
for  a  Polyphemus.  One  Ben  Ashurst, 
.  .  .  told  Lord  Chesterfield  once  that 
he  was  like  a  stunted  giant  which  was  a 
humorous  idea  and  really  apposite. — 
Hervey,  John  Lord,  1727-43  ?  Memoirs 
of  the  Reign  of  King  George  the  Second^  ed. 
broker^  ch.  iv. 

Chesterfield  is  a  little,  tea-table  scoun- 
drel, that  tells  little  womanish  lies  to  make 
quarrels  in  families;  and  tries  to  make 
women  lose  their  reputations,  and  make 
their  husbands  beat  them,  without  any 
object  but  to  give  himself  airs ;  as  if  any- 
body could  believe  a  woman  could  like  a 
dwarf  baboon.— George  XL,  1743?  To 
Lord  Hervey. 


He  had  early  in  his  life  announced  his 
claim  to  wit,  and  the  women  believed  in 
it.  He  had  besides  given  himself  out  for 
a  man  of  great  intrigue,  with  as  slender 
pretensions;  yet  the  women  believed  in 
that  too — one  should  have  thought  they 
had  been  more  competent  judges  of  merit 
in  that  particular !  It  was  not  his  fault  if 
he  had  not  wit;  nothing  exceeded  his 
efforts  in  that  point;  and  though  they 
were  far  from  producing  the  wit,  they  at 
least  amply  yielded  the  applause  he  aimed 
at.  He  was  so  accustomed  to  see  people 
laugh  at  the  most  trifling  things  he  said, 
that  he  would  be  disappointed  at  finding 
nobody  smile  before  they  knew  what  he 
was  going  to  say.  His  speeches  were  fine, 
but  as  much  laboured  as  his  extempore 
sayings.  His  writings  were — everybody's : 
that  is,  whatever  came  out  good  was  given 
to  him,  and  he  was  too  humble  ever  to 
refuse  the  gift.  ...  In  short,  my 
Lord  Chesterfield's  being  the  instrument 
to  introduce  this  new  era  into  our  com- 
putation of  time  will  probably  preserve 
his  name  in  almanacs  and  chronologies, 
when  the  wit  that  he  had  but  laboured  too 
much,  and  the  gallantry  that  he  could 
scarce  ever  execute,  will  be  no  more  re- 
membered.—Walpole,  Horace,  1751? 
Memoirs  of  the  Last  Ten  Years  of  the  Reign 
of  George  IL 

There  was  besides  these  two,  another 
person  of  great  rank,  who  came  to  have 
a  considerable  share  in  the  design  of 
ruining  sir  Robert  Walpole,  I  mean  the 
earl  of  Chesterfield :  he  was  esteemed  the 
wittiest  man  of  the  time,  and  of  a  sort 
that  has  scarcely  been  known  since  the 
reign  of  king  Charles  the  second,  and 
revived  the  memory  of  the  great  wits  of 
that  age,  to  the  liveliest  of  whom  he  was 
thought  not  to  be  unequal.  He  was 
besides  this,  a  very  graceful  speaker  in 
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publick,  had  some  knowledge  of  affairs, 
having  been  ambassador  in  Holland,  and 
when  he  was  engaged  in  debates,  always 
took  pains  to  be  well  informed  of  the  sub- 
ject, so  that  no  man's  speaking,  was  ever 
more  admired,  or  drew  more  audience  to 
it,  than  his  did,  but  chiefly  from  those, 
who  either  relished  his  wit,  or  were  pleased 
with  feeling  the  ministry  exposed  by  his 
talent  of  ridicule,  and  the  bitterness  of 
jest,  he  was  so  much  master  of,  and  never 
spared.  And  this  made  him  so  very 
terrible  to  the  ministers  who  were  of  the 
house  of  lords,  that  they  dreading  his  wit 
upon  them  there,  and  his  writings  too,  for 
he  sometimes,  as  it  was  thought,  furnished 
the  weekly  paper  of  the  opposition,  with 
the  most  poignant  pieces  it  had. — Onslow, 
Arthur,  1752?  Remarks  on  Various  Parts 
<lf  Sir  Robert  Waipole^s  Conduct^  and  Anec- 
dotes of  the  Principal  Leaders  of  the  Oppo- 
sition; Coxe,  Memoirs  qfSir  Robert  Walpole^ 
vol.  n,  p.  570. 

When,  upon  some  slight  encouragement, 
I  first  visited  your  Lordship,  I  was  over- 
powered, like  the  rest  of  mankind,  by  the 
enchantment  of  your  address ;  and  could 
not  forbear  to  wish  that  I  might  boast 
myself  Le  vainqueur  du  vainqueur  de  la 
terre; — that  I  might  obtain  that  regard 
for  which  I  saw  the  world  contending ;  but 
I  found  my  attendance  so  little  encour- 
aged, that  neither  pride  nor  modesty 
would  suffer  me  to  continue  it.  When  I 
had  once  addressed  your  Lordship  in  pub- 
lick,  I  had  exhausted  all  the  art  of  pleasing 
which  a  retired  and  uncourtly  scholar  can 
possess.  I  had  done  all  that  I  could ;  and 
no  man  is  well  pleased  to  have  his  all 
neglected,  be  it  ever  so  little.  Seven 
years,  my  Lord,  have  now  past,  since  I 
waited  in  your  outward  rooms,  or  was 
repulsed  from  your  door;  during  which 
time  I  have  been  pushing  on  my  work 
through  difficulties,  of  which  it  is  useless 
to  complain,  and  have  brought  it,  at  last, 
to  the  verge  of  publication,  without  one 
act  of  assistance,  one  word  of  encourage- 
ment, or  one  smile  of  favour.  Such  treat- 
ment I  did  not  expect,  for  I  never  had  a 
Patron  before.  The  shepherd  in  Virgil 
grew  at  last  acquainted  with  Love,  and 
found  him  a  native  of  the  rocks.  Is  not 
a  Patron,  my  Lord,  one  who  looks  with 
unconcern  on  a  man  struggling  for  life  in 
the  water,  and,  when  he  has  reached 
ground,  encumbers  him  with  help  ?    The 


notice  which  you  have  been  pleased  to 
take  of  my  labours,  had  it  been  early,  had 
been  kind ;  but  it  has  been  delayed  till  I 
am  indifferent,  and  cannot  enjoy  it ;  till  I 
am  solitary,  and  cannot  impart  it ;  till  I 
am  known,  and  do  not  want  it.  I  hope  it 
is  no  very  cynical  asperity  not  to  confess 
obligations  where  no  benefit  has  been  re- 
ceived, or  to  be  unwilling  that  the  publidk 
should  consider  me  as  owin^^  that  to  a 
Patron,  which  Providence  has  enabled  me 
to  do  for  myself.  Having  carried  on  my 
work  thus  far  with  so  little  obligation  to 
any  favourer  of  learning,  I  shall  not  be 
disappointed  though  I  should  conclude  it, 
if  less  be  possible,  with  less ;  for  I  have 
been  long  wakened  from  that  dream  of 
hope,  in  which  I  once  boasted  myself  with 
80  much  exultation. 

My  Lord, 
Tour  Lordship's  most  humble, 
Most  obedient  servant. 

—Johnson,  Samuel,  1755,  Letter  to  the 
Right  Honourable  the  Earl  of  ChesteifieU 
Feb.  7. 

Lord  Chesterfield  however  by  his  per- 
petual attention  to  propriety,  decorum, 
bienseance,  &c.,  had  so  veneered  his  man- 
ners, that  though  he  lived  on  good  terms 
with  all  the  world  he  had  not  a  single 
friend.  The  fact  was  I  believe  that  he  1^ 
no  warm  affections.  His  excessive  and 
unreasonable  attention  to  decorum  and 
studied  manner  attended  him  almost  to  hiB 
last  hour. — Malone,  Edmond,  1783,  Ma- 
lonianUf  ed.  Prior,  p.  357. 

Nature,  it  must  be  owned,  had  endowed 
him  with  fine  parts,  and  these  he  cultivated 
with  all  the  industry  usually  practised  by 
such  as  prefer  the  semblance  of  what  is 
really  fit,  just,  lovely,  honourable,  to  the 
qualities  themselves;  thus  he  had  elo- 
quence without  learning,  complaisance 
without  friendship,  and  gallantry  without 
love.  ...  In  addition  to  his  character 
of  an  orator  and  a  statesman,  he  was 
emulous  of  that  of  a  poet,  his  pretensions 
to  which  were  founded  on  sundry  little 
compositions  in  verse  that  from  time  to 
time  appeared  in  collections  of  that  kind; 
elegant  it  must  be  confessed ;  but  gener- 
ally immoral  and  ofttimes  profane.— 
Hawkins,  Sir  John,  1787,  Life  ifSamud 
Johnson,  pp.  178,  180, 

That  Lord  Chesterfield  must  have  been 
mortified  by  the  lofty  contempt,  and  polite^ 
yet   keen   satire    with   wUch   Johnscm 
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exhibited  him  to  himself  in  this  letter,  it  is 
impossible  to  doubt.  He,  however,  with 
that  glossy  duplicity  which  was  his  con- 
stant study,  affected  to  be  quite  uncon- 
cerned. Dr.  Adams  mentioned  to  Mr. 
Robert  Dodsley  that  he  was  sorry  Johnson 
had  written  his  letter  to  Lord  Chesterfield. 
Dodsley,  with  the  true  feelings  of  trade, 
said  "he  was  very  sorry  too;  for  that  he 
had  a  property  in  the  'Dictionary,'  to 
which  his  Lordship's  patronage  might 
have  been  of  consequence."  .  .  .  Johnson 
having  now  explicitly  avowed  his  opinion 
of  Lord  Chesterfield,  did  not  refrain  from 
expressing  himself  concerning  that  noble- 
man with  pointed  freedom:  ''This  man 
(said  he)  I  thought  had  been  a  Lord  among 
wits ;  but,  I  find,  he  is  only  a  wit  among 
Lords!"  And  when  his  "Letters"  to  his 
natural  son  were  published,  he  observed, 
that  "they  teach  the  morals  of  a  whore, 
and  the  manners  of  a  dancing  master." — 
BoswELL,  James,  1791-93,  Life  of  John- 
son,  ed.  HUl,  vol,  i,  pp.  307,  308. 

Lord  Chatham : — Never  since  the  con- 
quest has  Ireland  passed  so  long  a  time  in 
tranquility  and  contentment.  In  this, 
my  lord,  you  stand  high  above  the  highest 
of  our  kings :  and  by  those  who  are  right 
minded,  and  who  judge  of  men  by  the 
good  they  do  and  the  difficulty  of  doing 
it,  you  will  be  placed  by  future  historians 
in  an  elevated  rank  among  the  rulers  of 
mankind.  Pardon  me:  for  to  praise  a 
great  man  in  his  presence  is  no  slight 
presumption.— Landor,  Walter  Savage, 
1824,  Lord  Chesterfield  and  Lord  Chatham; 
Imaginary  Conversations^  Second  Series^ 
p.  142. 

Chesterfield  was,  what  no  person  in  our 
time  has  been  or  can  be,  a  great  political 
leader,  and  at  the  same  time  the  acknowl- 
edged chief  of  the  fashionable  world ;  at 
the  head  of  the  House  of  Lords  and  at  the 
head  of  ton ;  Mr.  Canning  and  the  Duke  of 
Devonshire  in  one.  In  our  time  the  divi- 
sion of  labor  is  carried  so  far  that  such  a 
man  could  not  exist.  Politics  require  the 
whole  of  energy,  bodily  and  mental,  during 
half  the  year ;  and  leave  very  little  time 
for  the  bow  window  at  White's  in  the  day, 
or  for  the  crush-room  of  the  Opera  at 
night.  A  century  ago  the  case  was 
different.  Chesterfield  was  at  once  the 
most  distinguished  orator  in  the  Upper 
House,  and  the  undisputed  sovereign  of 
wit  and  fashion.     He  held  this  eminence 


for  about  forty  years.  At  last  it  became 
the  regular  custom  of  the  higher  circles 
to  laugh  whenever  he  opened  his  mouth, 
without  waiting  for  his  bon  mot.  He  used 
to  sit  at  White's  with  a  circle  of  young 
men  of  rank  round  him,  applauding  every 
syllable  that  he  uttered.  H  you  wish  for 
a  proof  of  the  kind  of  position  which 
Chesterfield  held  among  his  contempo- 
raries, look  at  the  prospectus  of  Johnson's 
Dictionary.  Look  even  at  Johnson'sangry 
letter.  It  contains  the  strongest  admis- 
sion of  the  boundless  influence  which 
Chesterfield  exercised  over  society. — 
Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1833, 
To  Hannah  M.  Macaulay^  Aug.  2;  Life 
and  Letters,  ed.  Trevelyan. 

Lord  Chesterfield's  eloquence,  the  fruit 
of  much  study,  was  less  characterized  by 
force  and  compass  than  by  elegance  and 
perspicuity,  and  especially  by  good  taste 
and  urbanity,  and  a  vein  of  delicate  irony 
which,  while  it  sometimes  inflicted  severe 
strokes,  never  passed  the  limits  of  decency 
and  propriety.  It  was  that  of  a  man,  who 
in  the  union  of  wit  and  good  sense  with 
politeness,  had  not  a  competitor.  These 
qualities  were  matured  by  the  advantage 
which  he  assiduously  sought  and  obtained, 
of  a  familiar  acquaintance  with  almost  all 
the  eminent  wits  and  writers  of  his  time, 
many  of  whom  had  been  the  ornaments  of 
a  preceding  age  of  literature,  while  others 
were  destined  to  become  those  of  a  later 
period.— Stanhope,  Phiup  Henry  Earl, 
(Lord  Mahon),  1845,  ed.,  The  Letters  qf 
Philip  Dormer  Stanhope,  Earl  qf  Chester- 
field, Preface. 

Although  one  of  the  genuine  aristoc- 
racy, owing  his  title  to  no  modern  crea- 
tion, he  made  himself  a  reputation  which 
few  of  his  countrymen  equalled  in  his  own 
day ;  and,  which  is  perhaps  more  remark- 
able, he  left  his  mark  upon  the  mind  and 
manners  of  the  English  race  so  deep,  that 
it  will  be  long  before  it  is  entirely  effaced. 
No  man  ever  put  into  more  attractive 
shape  the  maxims  of  a  worldly  Epicurean 
philosophy.  No  man  ever  furnished,  in 
his  own  person,  a  more  dazzling  specimen 
of  the  theory  which  he  recommended.  If 
Cicero  came  more  nearly  than  any  person 
ever  did  to  the  image  of  the  perfect  orator 
which  he  described,  Chesterfield  is  univer- 
sally considered  as  having  equally  sustained 
his  own  idea  of  the  perfect  gentleman. — 
Adams,    Charlbs   Francis,    1846,    The 
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Earl  qf  Oiesterfiddy  North  American  Re- 
vieWy  vol.  63,  p.  166. 

Having  once  satisfied  himself  that  there 
was  no  insurrectionary  movement  in  the 
country  [Ireland]  and  none  likely  to  be,  he 
was  not  to  be  moved  from  his  tolerant 
course  by  any  complaints  or  remonstrances. 
Far  from  yielding  to  the  feigned  alarm  of 
those  who  solicited  him  to  raise  new  regi- 
ments, he  sent  four  battalions  of  the 
soldiers  then  in  Ireland  to  reinforce  the 
Duke  of  Cumberland.  He  discouraged  jobs, 
kept  down  expenses.  •  .  •  When  some 
savage  Ascendency  Protestant  would  come 
to  him  with  tales  of  alarm,  he  usually 
turned  conversation  into  a  tone  of  light 
badinage,  which  perplexed  and  baffled  the 
man.  One  came  to  seriously  put  his  lord- 
ship on  his  guard  by  acquainting  him  with 
the  fact  that  his  own  coachman  was  in  the 
habit  of  going  to  mass.  ' '  Is  it  possible  V  * 
cried  Chesterfeld — "Then  I  will  take  care 
the  fellow  shall  not  drive  me  there.''  A 
courtier  burst  into  his  apartment  one 
morning,  while  he  was  sipping  his  chocolate 
in  bed,  with  the  startling  intelligence  that 
"the  Papists  were  rising  in  Connaught." 
"Ah, "he  said,  looking  at  his  watch — 
"  'tis  nine  o'clock — time  for  them  to  rise." 
There  was  evidently  no  dealing  with  such 
a  viceroy  as  this  who  showed  such  insensi- 
bility to  the  perils  of  Protestantism  and 
the  evil  designs  of  the  dangerous  Papist. 
Indeed,  he  was  seen  to  distinguish  by 
his  peculiar  admiration  a  Papist  beauty. 
Miss  Ambrose,  whom  he  declared  to  be  the 
only  "dangerous  Papist"  he  had  met  in 
Ireland.— MiTCHEL,  John,  1868,  History 
of  Ireland,  ch,  xi. 

But  perhaps  the  most  interesting  apart- 
ment in  the  whole  house  (Chesterfield 
House)  is  the  library ;  there,  where  Lord 
Chesterfield  used  to  sit  and  write,  still 
stand  the  books  which  it  is  only  fair  to 
suppose  that  he  read, — books  of  wide- 
world  and  enduring  interest,  and  which 
stand  in  goodly  array,  one  row  above 
another,  by  hundreds.  High  above  them, 
in  separate  panels,  are  "Kit  Kat"  sized 
portraits  of  all  the  great  English  poets  and 
dramatists,  down  to  the  time  of  Chester- 
field. .  •  •  In  another  room  not  far 
from  the  library,  one  seems  to  gain  an 
idea  of  the  noble  letter-writer's  daily  life ; 
for  it  is  a  room  which  has  not  only  its 
antechamber,  in  which  the  aspirants  for 
his  lordship's  favor  were  sometimes  kept 


waiting,  but  on  its  garden  side  a  stone  or 
marble  terrace  overlooking  the  large 
garden,  stretching  out  in  lawn  and  flower- 
beds, behind  the  house.  Upon  this  terrace 
Chesterfield  doubtless  often  walked,  snuff- 
box in  hand,  and  in  company  with  some 
choice  friend.— Walford,  Edwabd,  1869, 
Chesterfield,  Londoniana,  vol.  n. 

Lord  Chesterfield  was  a  man  of  extraor- 
dinary talents,  for  his  own  day  the  veri- 
table king  among  men  of  the  world,  of 
whom  life  is  built  up  with  an  infinity  of 
care  and  skill  upon  well-organized,  though 
worldly,  self-love  and  consummate  enjoy- 
ment of  the  world ;  with  no  negation  of 
religion,  but  with  no  interest  in  it ;  with 
a  toleration  of  it,  conditional  upon  its 
abiding  peaceably  in  its  own  place,  as  a 
hat  abides  in  the  hall  until  it  is  wanted  for 
going  out  of  doors. — Gladstone,  Wiluam 
EWART,  1896,  Studies  Subsidiary  to  the 
Works  qf  Bishop  Butler,  p.  134. 

Chesterfield  incurred  the  dislike  of  three 
of  the  most  influential  writers  of  his  day 
— Dr.  Johnson,  Horace  Walpole,  and  Lord 
Hervey  (Queen  Caroline's  friend).  Their 
hostile  estimates  have  injured  his  posthu- 
mous reputation,  and  inspired  Dickens's 
ruthless  caricature  of  him  as  Sir  John 
Chester  in  "Bamaby  Rudge."  Chester- 
fleld's  achievements  betray  a  brilliance  of 
intellectual  gifts  and  graces  which  dis- 
courages in  the  critic  any  desire  to  exag- 
gerate his  deflciency  in  moral  principle. 
In  matter  and  manner — in  delicate  raillery 
and  in  refinement  of  gesture — his  speeches 
in  parliament  were  admitted  to  be  admi- 
rable by  his  foes.  •  •  .  Chesterfield's 
worldliness  was  in  point  of  fact  tempered 
by  native  common-sense,  by  genuine 
parental  affections,  and  by  keen  apprecia- 
tion of,  and  capacity  for,  literature.  Even 
in  his  unedifying  treatment  of  the  rela- 
tions of  the  sexes  his  solemn  warnings 
against  acts  which  forfeit  self-respect  or 
provoke  scandal  destroyed  most  of  the 
deleterious  effect  of  the  cynical  principles 
on^which  he  took  his  stand.  Nowhere  did 
Chesterfield  inculcate  an  inconsiderate 
gratification  of  selfish  desires.  Very 
sternly  did  he  rebuke  pride  of  birth  or 
insolence  in  the  treatment  of  servants  and 
dependents.  His  habitual  text  was  the 
necessity  from  prudential  motives  of  self- 
control  and  of  respect  for  the  feelings  of 
others.  As  a  writer  he  reached  the 
highest  levels  of  grace  and  perspicuity, 
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and  as  a  connoisseur  of  literature  he  was 
nearly  always  admirable.  His  critical 
taste  was  seen  to  best  advantage  in  his 
notices  of  classical  writers. — I^  Sid- 
ney, 1898,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy^ vol.  uv,  j>.  34. 

LETTERS  TO  HIS  SON 

I  have  declined  the. publication  of  Lord 
G's  letters.  The  public  will  see  them,  and 
upon  the  whole,  I  think  with  pleasure ;  but 
the  whole  family  were  strongly  bent 
against  it ;  and  especially  on  d'Eyverdun's 
account,  I  deemed  it  more  prudent  to  avoid 
making  them  my  personal  enemies. — 
Gibbon,  Edward,  1773,  Private  Letters^ 
vol.  I,  p.  195. 

I  hope  your  Lordship's  approbation  of 
a  work,  written  by  the  late  Esu*l  of  Chester- 
field, on  so  important  a  subject  as  Educa- 
tion, will  not  fail  to  secure  that  of  the 
Public :  and  I  shall  then  feel  myself  happy 
in  the  assured  merit  of  ushering  into  the 
world  so  useful  a  performance. — Stan- 
hope, Eugenia,  1774,  Letters  Written  by 
Lord  Oieeterfield  to  his  Son^  Dedication^ 
March. 

I  shall  go  to  town  to-morrow  and  send 
for  my  Lord  Chesterfield's  Letters,  though 
I  know  all  I  wish  to  see  is  suppressed.  The 
Stanhopes  applied  to  the  Chancellor  for  an 
injunction,  and  it  was  granted.  At  last 
his  Lordship  permitted  the  publication  on 
two  conditions  that  I  own  were  reason- 
able, though  I  am  sorry  for  them.  The 
first,  that  the  family  might  expunge  what 
passage  they  pleased:  the  second,  that 
Mrs.  Stanhope  should  give  up  to  them, 
without  reserving  a  copy,  Lord  Chester- 
field's Portraits  [Characters]  of  his  con- 
temporaries, which  he  had  sent  to  his  son, 
and  re-demanded  of  the  widow,  who  gave 
them  up,  but  had  copied  them.  He  burnt 
the  originals  himself,  just  before  he  died, 
on  disgust  with  Sir  John  Dalrymple's 
book,  a  new  crime  in  that  sycophant's 
libel.— Walpole,  Horace,  1774,  To  Rev. 
William  Mason,  Apr.  7 ;  Letters,  ed.  Ounr 
ningham,  vol.  vi,  p.  73. 

His  diction  is  unaffected,  and  un- 
laboured. His  wit  is  natural,  and  without 
effort,  nay,  even  his  most  profound  remarks 
upon  human  nature,  of  which  he  has  many, 
seem  rather  to  spring  spontaneously  from 
his  subject,  and  to  have  risen  from  the 
conception  of  the  moment,  than  to  be  the 
consequence  of    preconsideration  or  of 


study.  Our  author's  education,  his  rank 
and  consequent  associates,  his  peculiar 
talent  for  conversation,  the  very  best 
ingredient  which  can  possibly  enter  into 
the  espistolary  style,  and  indeed  the  whole 
colour  of  his  life,  seem  to  have  formed  him 
expressly  for  this  sort  of  composition,  and, 
as  this  is  perhaps  the  only  species  of 
writing  in  which  it  may  be  confessed  that 
we  are  surpassed  by  our  neighbors  the 
French,  it  is  not  improbable  that  his  pre- 
dilection to  the  manners  of  that  super- 
ficially ingenious  people  may  have  con- 
tributed not  a  little  to  his  success. — 
Charlemont,  Lord,  1774,  Letter  to  Lord 
Brucey  July  17. 

No  modem  work,  has  perhaps  been  re- 
ceived with  such  avidity  by  the  public  as 
"Lord  Chesterfield's  Letters."  The  sub- 
ject, the  education  of  a  man  of  the  world, 
and  the  author,  the  most  accomplished 
gentleman  of  his  time,  naturally  engaged 
the  public  attention ;  and  the  elegance  of 
composition  has,  we  may  say,  justified  the 
great  expectations  that  were  raised.  We 
have  not  here  simply  the  speculative  opin- 
ions of  a  theorist  in  his  closet,  but  the 
conduct  and  practice  of  a  great  master 
carrying  his  work  into  execution. — 
Burke,  Edmund?  1774,  Annual  Register. 

My  good  old  new  friend.  Mr.  Hutton, 
made  me  two  visits  while  my  mother  was 
at  Chesington.     We  had  a  good  deal  of 
conversation    upon    Lord    Chesterfield's 
' '  Letters, ' '  which  I  have  just  read.     I  had 
the  satisfaction  to  find,  that  our  opinions 
exactly  coincided;   that  they  were  ex- 
tremely well  written,  contained  some  ex* 
cellent  hints  for  education ;  but  were  writ- 
ten with  a  tendency  to  make  his  son  a  man 
wholly  unprincipled;  inculcating  immor- 
ality, countenancing    all    genUeman4ike 
vices,  advising  deceit  and  exhorting  to  in- 
constancy.   ''It  pleased  me  much,"  said 
Mr.  Hutton,  'Mn  speaking  to  the  King 
about  these  'Letters,'  to  hear  him  say, 
'For  my  part,  I  like  more  straight-forward 
work.'  "— BuRNEY,  Frances,  1774,  Early 
Diary,  ed.  Ellis,  vol.  i,  p.  305. 
Thon  polished  and  high-finished  foe  to  tmth. 
Gray -beard  cormptor  of  our  listening  youth ; 
To  purge  and  skim  away  the  filth  of  vice. 
That  so  refined  it  might  the  more  entice, 
Then  pour  it  on  the  morals  of  thy  son; 
To  taint  h%8  heart  was  worthy  of  thint  own  ! 
Now,  while  the  poison  all  high  life  pervades. 
Write,  if  thou  canst,  one  letter  from  the 
shades; 
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One,  and  one  only,  chained  with  deep  regtet, 
That  thy  wont  part,  thy  prinoiples,  live  yet; 
One  sad  epistle  thenoe  may  core  mankind 
Of  the  pla^e  spread  hy  handles  left  hehind. 

— CowPER,  WiLXJAM,  1782,  The  Progress 
qf  Error. 

I  have  been  reading  for  the  first  time 
Lord  Chesterfield's  "  Letters, '^  with  more 
disgust  than  pleasure,  and  more  pity  than 
disgust.  Such  letters  must  have  defeated 
their  own  main  purpose,  and  made  the 
poor  youth  awkward,  by  impressing  him 
with  a  continual  dread  of  appearing  so. 
But  it  is  painful  to  see  what  the  father 
himself  was — not,  as  it  appears,  from  any 
want  of  good  qualities,  but  because  there 
was  one  grace  a  thought  of  which  never 
entered  his  mind. — Southey,  Robert, 
1831,  Correspondence  wiih  Caroline  Bowles^ 
March  8,  p.  219. 

Lord  Chesterfield  stands  much  lower  in 
the  estimation  of  posterity  than  he  would 
have  done  if  his  letters  had  never  been 
published. — Macaulay,  Thomas  Babing- 
TON,  1833,  Waipole's  Letters  to  Sir  Horace 
Mann,  Edinburgh  Review^  Oritieal  and 
Miscellaneous  Essays. 

When  I  said  that  Chesterfield  had  lost 
by  the  publication  of  his  letters,  1  of  course 
considered  that  he  had  much  to  lose ;  that 
he  has  left  an  immense  reputation,  founded 
on  the  testimony  of  all  his  contemporaries 
of  all  parties,  for  wit,  taste,  and  eloquence ; 
that  what  remains  of  his  Parliamentary 
oratory  is  superior  to  anything  of  that 
time  that  has  come  down  to  us,  except  a 
little  of  Pitt's.  The  utmost  that  can  be 
said  of  the  letters  is  that  they  are  the 
letters  of  a  cleverish  man ;  and  there  are 
not  many  which  are  entitled  even  to  that 
praise.  I  think  he  would  have  stood 
higher  if  we  had  been  left  to  judge  of  his 
powers— as  we  judge  of  those  of  Chatham, 
Mansfield,  Charles  Townshend,  and  many 
others — only  by  tradition  and  by  fragments 
of  speeches  preserved  in  Parliamentary 
reports.— Macaulay,  Thomas  Babing- 
TON,  1833,  Selection  from  the  Correspond' 
ence  of  the  Late  Macvey  Napier^  Letter^ 
Oct.  14. 

It  is  probable,  that  Chesterfield  has  been 
judged  by  the  world,  on  all  points,  by  the 
moral  unsoundness  exhibited  in  the  ''Let- 
ters to  his  Son."  He  has  been  held  as 
responsible  for  the  work  as  if  he  had  pub- 
lished it.  He  came  into  our  houses  with 
his  system,  and  sought  the  confidence  of 


our  boys  and  young  men,  and  gave  a  pun- 
gency and  authority  to  his  instructions  by 
offering  them  as  the  real  communications 
of  a  parent  to  a  cherished  son.  A  vicious 
romance,  or  unsound  theories  and  specula- 
tions upon  life  and  character,  conveyed  in 
a  didactic  treatise,  might  not  have  so 
armed  the  world  against  him.  We  have 
here  one  of  the  cases,  in  which  an  able 
man  excites  more  alarm,  and  does  more 
mischief,  by  direct  appeals  to  conscious- 
ness and  experience,  than  by  presenting; 
glowing  pictures  to  the  imagination.  It 
is  not  surprising,  then,  that  he  has  been 
condenmed  in  the  mass.  But  the  reader, 
who  has  forbearance  enough  to  discrimi- 
nate, will  not  deny,  that  these  ''Letters" 
contain  a  great  amount  of  practical  good 
sense;  that  the  sketches  of  character 
and  defects  are  in  the  first  style  of  divert- 
ing and  instructive  satire ;  and  that  the 
composition  has  the  animation  and  grace 
which  we  should  expect  from  a  highly 
cultivated  mind,  occupied  with  delightful 
visions  of  a  young  man  rising  into  brilliant 
fame  under  its  guidance. — CHA^7;ING,  E 
T.,  1840,  Lord  Chesterfield,  North  Ameri- 
can Review,  vol.  50,  p.  427. 

It  is  by  these  letters  that  Chesterfield's 
character  as  an  author  must  stand  or  fall. 
Viewed  as  compositions,  they  appear 
almost  unrivalled  as  models  for  a  serious 
epistolary  style ;  clear,  elegant,  and  terse, 
never  straining  at  effect,  and  yet  never 
hurried  into  carelessness.  While  con- 
stantly urging  the  same  topics,  so  great 
is  their  variety  of  argument  and  illustra- 
tion, that,  in  one  sense,  they  appear 
always  different,  in  another  sense,  always 
the  same.  They  have,  however,  incurred 
strong  reprehension  on  two  separate 
grounds:  first,  because  some  of  their 
maxims  are  repugnant  to  good  morals; 
and,  secondly,  as  insisting  too  much  on 
manners  and  graces,  instead  of  more  solid 
acquirements.  On  the  first  charge  I  have 
no  defence  to  offer;  but  the  second  is 
certainly  erroneous,  and  arises  only  from 
the  idea  and  expectation  of  finding  a 
general  system  of  education  in  letters  that 
were  intended  solely  for  the  improvement 
of  one  man.  Young  Stanhope  was  suf- 
ficiently inclined  to  study,  and  imbued  with 
knowledge;  the  difSculty  lay  in  his 
awkward  address  and  indifference  to  pleas- 
ing. It  is  against  these  faults,  therefore, 
and  these  faults  only,  that  Chesterfield 
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points  his  battery  of  eloquence.  Had  he 
found  his  son,  on  the  contrary,  a  graceful 
but  superficial  trifler,  his  letters  would  no 
doubt  have  urged  with  equal  zeal  how  vain 
are  all  accomplishments  when  not  sup- 
ported by  sterling  information.  In  one 
word,  he  intended  to  write  for  Mr.  Philip 
Stanhope,  and  not  for  any  other  person. 
And  yet,  even  after  this  great  deduction 
from  general  utility,  it  was  still  the  opinion 
of  a  most  eminent  man,  no  friend  of  Ches- 
terfield, and  not  proficient  in  the  graces — 
the  opinion  of  Dr.  Johnson,  ''Take  out  the 
immorality,  and  the  book  should  be  put 
into  the  hands  of  every  young  gentleman.  '^ 
— Stanhope,  Phiup  Henry  Earl  (Lord 
Mahon),  1845,  ed.,  The  Letters  qf  Philip 
Dormer  Stanhope^  Earl  (jf  Chesterfieldy 
Prefacey  p,  xviii. 

These  letters  were  addressed  to  a 
natural  son — and  that  circumstance  should 
be  constantly  kept  in  mind ;  it  is  needful 
to  explain  many  things  that  are  said,  and 
the  only  apology  for  many  omissions ;  but 
at  the  same  time  we  must  say  that  if  any 
circumstance  could  aggravate  the  culpa- 
bility of  a  father's  calmly  and  strenuously 
inculcating  on  his  son  the  duties  of  seduc- 
tion and  intrigue,  it  is  the  fact  of  that 
son's  unfortunate  position  in  the  world 
being  the  result  of  that  father's  own 
transgression.  And  when  one  reflects  on 
the  mature  age  and  latterly  enfeebled 
health  of  the  careful  unwearied  preacher 
of  such  a  code,  the  effect  is  truly  most 
disgusting.— Brougham,  Henry  Lord, 
18&,  CoUedive  Edition  qf  Lord  Chester- 
field's LetterSy  Qiiarterly  Review^  vol.  76, 
p.  482. 

Neseia  mens  hominum  fati^  sortisque 
futurce:  what  would  be  the  feelings 
of  the  all-accomplished,  eloquent,  and 
lettered  Earl  himself,  were  he  to  wake 
from  the  dead  and  find  his  reputation 
resting  on  his  confidential  letters  to  his 
son !  He  would  be  little  less  astonished 
than  Petrarch,  were  he  to  wake  up  and 
find  his  Africa  forgotten,  and  his  Sonnets 
the  key-stone  of  his  fame. — Hay  ward, 
A.,  1845,  Lord  ChesterfUldy  Edinburgh 
RevieWy  vol.  82,  p.  422;  Travellers  Li- 
brary,  vol.  xvil. 

The  letters  of  Lord  Chesterfield  are  a 
remarkable  instance  of  celebrity  gained 
unintentionally,  and  superseding,  in  a 
great  measure,  other  grounds  of  reputa- 
tion.    For  one  person  acquainted  with  his 


character  as  a  statesman,  at  home  and  in 
diplomacy,  the  rare  ability  displayed  as 
Lord  Lieutenant  of  Ireland  in  the  adminis- 
tration of  that  most  unmanageable  section 
of  the  British  empire,  and  the  tradition  of 
his  oratory,  twenty  Imow  of  his  letters  to 
his  son,  written  in  perfect  parental  con- 
fidence, and  published  years  afterwards 
surreptitiously.  I  cannot  better  or  more 
briefly  characterize  the  letters,  than  by 
saying  that  they  make  a  book  of  the  minor 
moralities  and  the  major  immoralities  of 
life.  They  profess  to  deal  with  nothing 
higher  than  those  secondary  motives 
which,  though  poor  and  even  dangerous 
substitutes  for  moral  principle,  are  yet  not 
to  be  despised  in  the  formation  of  charac- 
ter— considerations  of  expediency,  reputa- 
tion, personal  advantage;  and  being  ad- 
dressed to  a  youth  of  uncouth  manners, they 
laid  that  stress  upon  grace  of  deportment 
which  has  given  to  the  name  of  Chester- 
field a  proverbial  use.  The  letters  embody 
a  great  deal  of  sound  advice,  the  result  of 
the  large  worldly  experience  of  an  acute 
and  cultivated  nobleman,  too  acute  not  to 
know  at  least  the  impolicy  of  much  of  the 
world's  wickedness. — ^Reed,  Henry,  1855, 
Lectures  on  En{ilish  Literature  from  Chau- 
cer to  Tennyson,  p.  405. 

Chesterfield,  like  all  votaries  of  detail, 
repeats  himself  continually ;  he  announces, 
with  oracular  emphasis,  in  almost  every 
letter,  proverbs  of  worldly  wisdom  and 
economical  shrewdness,  with  an  entire  • 
confidence  in  their  sufficiency  worthy  of 
old  Polonius,  of  which  character  he  is  but 
a  refined  prototype.  The  essence  of 
these  precepts  is  only  a  timid  foresight 
utterly  alien  to  a  noble  spirit. — Tucker- 
man,  Henry  T.,  1857,  Essays  Biograph- 
ical and  Oritiealf  p.  36. 

Chesterfield's  ''Letters"  are  excellent; 
and  could  we  wring  out  of  the  choice  web 
which  he  has  woven,  certain  impurities, 
we  should  still  think  it,  as  it  was  in  old 
times,  the  book  for  a  Christmas  present 
to  a  son  or  nephew.  But  this  is  impracti- 
cable. You  cannot  remodel  Chesterfield : 
throughout  almost  every  page,  some 
trivial  selfishness  of  character,  some  viola- 
tion of  sincerity,  some  entire  ignoring  of 
any  high  principle  of  religion,  or  even  of 
honour,  appears.— Thomson,  Katherine 
(Grace  Wharton),  1862,  The  Literature 
qf  Society,  vol.  ii,  p.  231. 

Of  all  depravity  in  the  world  there  can 
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be  none  so  great  as  that  of  the  father  who 
would  corrupt  his  boy.  And  yet  this 
devil's  counsellor,  with  his  wicked  words 
on  his  lips,  looked  out  over  sea  and  land 
after  his  nursling  with  a  yearning  love  that 
is  almost  divine.  Such  problems  are 
beyond  human  power  to  solve.  They 
can  be  cleared  up  only  by  One  who 
knows  and  sees,  not  in  part,  but  all. — 
Oliphaxt,  Margaret  0.  W.,  1869,  His- 
torkal  Sketches  of  the  Reign  cf  George 
Second,  p.  120. 

The  Letters  were  not  designed  for  the 
jiress,  but  were  published  by  the  son's 
widow  after  Chesterfield's  death.  No 
doubt  on  their  first  appearance  they  were 
highly  prized  in  the  fashionable  world,  but 
their  morality  has  from  the  first  called 
forth  the  severest  censures.  Not  only 
Johnson  the  Christian  moralist,  and  Cowper 
the  evangelical  poet,  but  our  own  Dickens, 
have  joined  in  its  condemnation.  Sir  John 
Chester  in  **Bamaby  Rudge"  is  a  sort  of 
later  Chesterfield,  who  reads  with  delight 
the  letters  of  his  great  exemplar,  but  finds 
in  them  a  depth  of  worldliness  he  had  never 
fathomed.  Yet,  perhaps,  no  work,  to 
those  who  read  them  aright,  enforces 
more  effectually  than  these  Letters  the 
lesson,  Vanitds  vanitatum.  —  Carey, 
Charles  Stokes,  1872,  ed..  Letters  Writ- 
ten by  Lord  Chesterfield  to  his  Son,  vol,  I, 
p,  xii. 

The  moral  of  Chesterfield's  instructions 
how  to  get  on  in  the  world  is  shortly  this : 
almost  everything  is  allowable,  but  it  must 
be  done  in  a  becoming  manner. — Scherr, 
J.,  1874,  A  History  of  English  Literature, 
tr.  M.  F.,  p.  150, 

I  am  anxious,  by  recalling  to  the  atten- 
tion of  some  readers  of  this  Review  what 
really  was  the  essential  part  of  the 
teaching  of  Chesterfield,  to  do  something 
towards  making  the  study  of  his  *' Letters 
to  his  Son"  what  I  think  they  ought  to  be, 
a  regular  portion  of  the  education  of  every 
Englishman  who  is  likely  to  enter  public 
life  tolerably  early. — Grant-Duff,  M. 
E.,  1879,  Chesterfields  Letters  to  his  Son, 
Fortnightly  Review,  vol.  31,  p.  824. 

For  us,  he  is  interesting  chiefly,  if  not 
solely,  as  the  author  of  the  ''Letters  to 
his  Son,"  which  were  published  after  his 
death.  Other  letters  have  been  published 
by  the  late  Lord  Carnarvon ;  but  although 
they  show  different  moods,  they  do  not 


materially  alter  the  impression  made  by 
the  unique  letters  to  his  son,  where  we 
have  Chesterfield's  theory  of  life  set  forth 
with  reiterated  detail.  .  .  .  It  is  a 
work  of  supererogation  to  point  out  the 
defects  of  Chesterfield's  philosophy.  It 
is,  of  course,  profoundly  immoral,  pro- 
foundly selfish,  profoundly  cynical.  In 
literary  taste  he  is  almost  as  open  to 
criticism.  Shakespeare  had  scarcely  any 
existence  for  him ;  Milton,  he  avows,  is  no 
favourite ;  and  in  Dante  he  finds  nothing 
but  laborious  and  misty  obscurity.  These 
are  failures  of  taste  that  lie  on  the  very 
surface.  The  real  defect,  and  that  of 
which  Chesterfield  would  most  have 
resented  the  imputation,  is  the  absolute 
weight  of  conventionality  under  which  he 
is  borne  down.  His  chief  aim  was  the  at- 
tainment of  a  sort  of  cynical  independence 
of  life :  as  a  fact  he  tied  himself  hand  and 
foot  in  a  very  neat  network  of  convention- 
ality and  routine. — Craik,  Henry,  1895, 
English  Prose,  vol.  iv,  pp.  80,  81. 

Though  as  a  letter-writer  he  never 
equals  Johnson  at  his  best,  yet  in  hid 
general  level  he  surpasses  him.  There  is, 
indeed,  more  variety  in  Johnson's  letters 
from  the  great  variety  of  subjects  on  which 
he  writes.  Nevertheless,  in  the  very 
uniformity  of  Chesterfield's  there  is  a 
certain  counter-balancingadvantage.  Not 
only  are  our  attention  and  interest  never 
distracted  by  sudden  transitions,  but, 
moreover,  there  is  a  real  pleasure  in  seeing 
the  wonderful  dexterity  with  which, 
though  playing  on  so  few  strings,  he  so 
rarely  repeats  the  same  tune. — Hill, 
George  Birkbeck,  1898,  Eighteenth  Cen- 
tury Letters,  Introduction,  p.  xxix. 

And  one  takes  up  the  *  *  Letters, ' '  written 
by  such  a  man,  which  are  on  dreadfully 
twaddling  subjects  sometimes,  as  well  as 
being  tainted  by  that  peculiarly  unsavory 
morality,  which  contain  very  little  in- 
formation about  the  age  in  which  they 
were  written,  which  have  scarcely  any  of 
the  brilliant  social  wit  of  Horace  Walpole, 
and  none  of  the  broad  humor  of  Mary 
Montagu,  and  is  fascinated  by  them. 
There  is  here  and  there  indeed  a  maxim 
which  is  better  than  any  of  Rochefan- 
cauld's;  there  is  worldly  wisdom ;  there  is 
endless  parental  advice ;  but  it  is  for  none 
of  these  things  one  reads  My  Lord.  That 
infinite  dignity  and  grace  of  expression, 
that  careful  ease,  charm,  finish,  polish. 
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which  are  as  far  from  the  stiffness  of  Mr. 
Pope  as  from  the  colloquialism  of  the 
vulgar,  that  delicate  suggestion  of  inti- 
macy with  all  the  great  literatures  of  the 
world  and  that  perfect  air  of  good  breed- 
ing, make  his  familiar  correspondence  into 
a  classic— Tallentyre,  S.  G.,  1899, 
Lord  Chesterfield^  Longman's  Magazine. 

GENERAL 

Nor  would  th'  enamour'd  Muse  neglect  to 

pay 
To  Stanhope's  worth  the  tribntary  lay, 
The  sonl  unstain'd,  the  sense  sublime,  to 

paint 
A  people's  patron,  pride,  and  ornament. 
Did  not  his  virtues  etemiz'd  remain 
The  boasted  theme  of  Pope's  immortal  strain. 

—Smollett,  Tobias,  1747,  The  Reproof. 

The  few  light,  trifling  things  that  I  have 
accidentally  scribbled  in  my  youth,  in  the 
cheerfulness  of  company,  or  sometimes,  it 
may  be,  inspired  by  wine,  do  by  no  means 
entitle  me  to  the  compliments  which  you 
make  me  as  an  author ;  and  my  own  vanity 
is  so  far  from  deceiving  me  upon  that  sub- 
ject, that  I  repent  of  what  I  have  shown, 
and  only  value  myself  upon  what  I  have 
had  the  prudence  to  burn. — Chester- 
field, Lord,  1748,  Letter  to  Dr.  Madden. 

Tet  Chesterfield,  whose  polish 'd  pen  inveighs 
Gkdust  laughter,  fought  for  freedom  to  our 

plays; 
Uncheck'd  by  megrims  of  patrician  brains, 
And  damning  dulness  of  lord  chamberlains. 

— Byron,  Lord,  1811,  Hints  from  Horace. 

The  Chesterfield  whom  we  chiefly  love 
to  study  is  therefore  a  man  of  wit  and  of 
experience,  who  had  devoted  himself  to 
business  and  essayed  all  the  parts  of 
political  life  only  in  order  to  learn  their 
smallest  details,  and  to  tell  us  the  result ; 
it  is  he  who,  from  his  youth,  was  the  friend 
of  Pope  and  of  Bolingbroke,  the  introducer 
of  Montesquieu  and  of  Voltaire  into  Eng- 
land, the  correspondent  of  Fontenelle  and 
of  Madam  de  Tencin;  he  whom  the 
Academy  of  Inscriptions  admitted  among 
its  members,  who  combined  the  spirit  of 
the  two  nations,  and  who,  in  more  than 
one  sparkling  Essay,  but  especially  in  the 
Letters  to  his  son,  exhibits  himself  to  us 
as  a  moralist  alike  amiable  and  consum- 
mate, and  one  of  the  masters  of  life.  It 
is  the  Rochefoucauld  of  England  whom 
we  are  studying.  — Sante-Beuve,  C.  A., 
1850,  English  Portraits. 

A  nobleman  who,  whatever  were  his 


faults  and  shortcomings  as  a  man,  may  be 
properly  described  as  a  jealous  and  en- 
lightened friend  of  freedom,  and  one  of 
the  first  and  most  intrepid  of  parliamen- 
tary orators.  This  speech  of  Lord 
Chesterfield's  against  the  Licensing  Bill 
is  one  of  the  few  specimens  of  the  parlia- 
mentary eloquence  of  the  period  that  has 
come  down  to  us  in  a  perfect  form. — 
Lawrence,  Frederick,  1855,  The  Life 
qf  Henry  Fielding,  p.  97. 

In  spite  of  his  faults  and  eccentricities, 
it  is  pleasant  to  discover  something  more 
of  good  to  Chesterfield's  credit  than  the 
world  was  hitherto  aware  of.  He  was 
neither  altogether  a  cynic  nor  merely 
worldly-wise.  That  he  could  ever  win  our 
affection,  like  a  Fox  in  politics  or  a  Gold- 
smith in  literature,  is  out  of  the  question, 
but  that  there  was  a  strain  of  human 
tenderness  in-  him  which  has  been  too 
frequently  ignored  is  abundantly  demon- 
strated by  these  charming  Letters  to  his 
Godson.— Smith,  George  Barnett,  1890, 
A  Philosopher  in  the  Purple,  lAppincotCs 
Magazine,  vol.  46,  p.  700. 

Had  a  gift  amounting  almost  to  genius 
in  the  discovery  of  bad  writers. — ^uns- 
BURY,  Thomas  R.,  1891,  Studies  in  Chau- 
cer, vol.  3,  p.  201. 

The  name  "Chesterfield"  and  his  ''Let- 
ters"  are  always  associated  together,  but 
the  ''Chesterfield's  Letters"  known  to 
our  Grandfathers — to  the  men  of  last  cen- 
tury and  of  the  first  half  of  this — are  the 
''Letters  to  his  Son,"  and  it  is  as  the  au- 
thor of  these  and  with  the  character  he 
bears  as  such,  generally  condensed  into 
the  epigrammatic  but  far  from  true  and 
now  unquotable  saying  of  Dr.  Johnson's 
that  he  is  still  thought  of.  Judging  him 
from  these  famous  Letters,  the  world  long 
since  saw  in  him  merely  "his  delicate  but 
fastidious  taste,  his  low  moral  principle, 
and  his  hard,  keen,  and  worldly  wisdom ;" 
and  this  is  still  the  popular  verdict, 
though  recent  criticism  and  the  publica- 
tion of  the  ''Letters  to  his  Godson"  should 
go  far  to  modify  it.— Bradshaw,  John, 
1892,  ed..  The  Letters  qf  Philip  Dormer 
Stanhope,  Earl  qf  Chesterfield,  with  the 
Characters,  Irdrodudion,  p.  xvii. 

No  shrewder  men  ever  sat  upon  a  throne, 
or  on  anything  else,  than  the  first  two 
Georges,  monarchs  of  this  realm.  The 
second  George  hated  Chesterfield,  and 
called  him  ' '  a  tea-table  scoundrel. ' '    The 
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phrase  sticks.  There  is  something  petty 
about  this  great  Lord  Chesterfield. — Bir- 
RELLy  Augustine,  1894,  Essays  about 
MeUj  Women  and  Books,  p.  23. 

With  the  exception  of  Machiavelli,  we 
know  of  no  other  writer  whose  opinions  and 
precepts  have  been  so  ridiculously  misrep- 
resented, and  that,  unfortunately  for 
Chesterfield's  fame,  not  merely  by  the 
multitude,  but  by  men  who  are  among  the 
classics  of  our  literature.  ...  In 
times  like  the  present  we  shall  do  well  to 
turn  occasionally  to  the  writings  of  Ches- 
terfield, and  for  other  purposes  than  the 
acquisition  of  style.  In  an  age  distin- 
guished beyond  all  precedent  by  reckless- 
ness, charlatanry,  and  vulgarity,  nothing 
can  be  more  salutary  than  communion 
with  a  mind  and  genius  of  the  temper  of 
his.  We  need  the  corrective — the  educa- 
tional corrective — of  his  refined  good 
sense,  his  measure,  his  sobriety,  his  sin- 
cerity, his  truthfulness,  his  instinctive 
application  of  aristocratic  standards  in 
attainment,  of  aristocratic  touchstones 
in  criticism.  We  need  more,  and  he  has 
more  to  teach  us.  We  need  reminding 
that  life  is  success  or  failure,  not  in  pro- 
portion to  the  extent  of  what  it  achieves 
in  part,  and  in  accidents,  but  in  propor- 
tion to  what  it  becomes  in  essence,  and  in 
proportion  to  its  symmetry. — Coluns, 
J.,  C.  1895,  Essays  and  Studies,  pp.  196, 262. 

Not  only  our  present  manners  but  our 
present  speech  would  have  seemed  vulgar 
to  Chesterfield. — Tovey,  Duncan  C, 
1897,  Reviews  and  Essays  in  English  Lit- 
erature, p.  59. 


As  a  letter- writer,  in  his  few  excursions 
into  the  essay,  and  in  such  other  literary 
amusements  as  he  permitted  himself,  he 
stands  very  high,  and  the  somewhat  arti- 
ficial character  of  his  etiquette,  the  wholly 
artificial  character  of  his  standards  of  lit- 
erary, aesthetic,  and  other  judgment, 
ought  not  to  obscure  his  excellence. 
Devoted  as  he  was  to  French,  speaking 
and  writing  it  as  easily  as  he  did  English, 
he  never  Gallicised  his  style  as  Horace 
Walpole  did,  nor  fell  into  incorrectnesses 
as  did  sometimes  Lady  Mary.  The  singu- 
lar ease  with  which,  not  in  the  least 
ostentatiously  condescending  to  them,  he 
adjusts  his  writing  to  his  boy  correspond- 
ents is  only  one  function  of  his  literary 
adaptability.  Nor  is  it  by  any  means  to 
be  forgotten  that  Chesterfield's  subjects 
are  extremely  various,  and  are  huidled 
with  equal  information  and  mother  wit 
He  was  not  exactly  a  scholar,  but  he  was 
a  man  widely  and  well  read,  and  the 
shrewdness  of  his  judgment  on  men  and 
things  was  only  conditioned  by  that  obsti- 
nate refusal  even  to  entertain  any  enthu- 
siasm, anything  high-strung  in  ethics, 
aesthetics,  religion,  and  other  things, 
which  was  characteristic  of  his  age.  Had 
it  not  been  for  Chesterfield  we  should  have 
wanted  many  lively  pictures  of  society, 
manner,  and  travel;  but  we  should  also 
have  wanted  our  best  Ehiglish  illustration 
of  a  saying  of  his  time,  though  not  of  Us 
— "If  there  were  no  God,  it  would  be  nec- 
essary to  create  one."  —  Saintsburt, 
George,  1898,  A  ShoH  History  <f  English 
Literature,  p.  644. 


John  Hawkesworth 

1715?.1773. 

John  Hawkesworth,  LL.  D.,  1715  or  '19-1773,  a  native  of  London,  is  best  known 
as  the  editor  of  **The  Adventurer,"  (published  Nov.  7,  1752— March  9,  1754),  and 
the  author  of  70  or  72  of  its  140  numbers.  He  was  also  a  contributor  to  the  ''Gentle- 
man's Magazine ;"  published  some  Tales, — "Edgar  and  Emmeline,"  and  ''Almoran  loid 
Hamet,"— 1761;  edited  Swift's  "Works  and  Letters,  with  his  Life,"  1765-66; 
published  a  translation  of  Telemachus  in  1768;  wrote  "Zimri,"  an  excellent  oratorio, 
and  other  plays;  and  in  1773  (3  vols.  4to)  gave  to  the  world,  an  "Account  of  the 
Voyages  of  Byron,  Wallis,  Cartaret,  and  Cook."  By  this  last  publication,  for  which 
he  was  engaged  by  the  Government,  he  gained  £6000, — not  unalloyed  by  severe  censure 
for  moral  improprieties  in  his  description  of  savage  life,  for  alleged  nautical  errors 
and  scientific  defects. — Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  A  Critical  Dictionary  of  Eng- 
lish Literature,  vol.  i,  p.  802. 

PERSONAL  irregular  and  desultory:  the  knowledge 

Hawkesworth  was  a  man  of  fine  parts,     he  had  acquired,  he,  by  the  help  of  a  good 

but  no  learning :  his  reading  had  been     memory  retained,  so  that  it  was  ready  at 
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every  call,  but  on  no  subject  had  he  ever 
formed  any  system.  All  of  ethics  that  he 
knew,  he  had  got  from  Pope's  ''Essay  on 
Man/'  and  Epistles;  he  had  read  the 
modem  French  writers,  and  more  partic- 
ularly the  poets,  and  with  the  aid  of 
Keill's  Introduction,  Chambers  Dictionary, 
and  other  such  common  books,  had  attained 
such  an  insight  into  physics,  as  enabled 
him  to  talk  on  the  subject.  In  the  more 
valuable  branches  of  learning,  he  was 
deficient.  His  office  of  curator  of  the 
Magazine  gave  him  great  opportunities 
of  improvement,  by  an  extensive  corre- 
spondence with  men  of  all  professions ;  it 
increased  his  little  stock  of  literature, 
and  furnished  him  with  more  than  a  com- 
petent share  of  that  intelligence  which 
is  necessary  to  qualify  a  man  for  conver- 
sation. He  had  a  good  share  of  wit,  and 
a  vein  of  humour.  With  all  these  talents, 
Hawkesworth  could  be  no  more  than  an  in- 
structive and  entertaining  companion. — 
Hawkins,  Sir  John,  1787,  Life  of  Samuel 
Johnson,  p.  252. 

He  was  originally  a  watchmaker,  or 
some  other  mechanick  trade.  By  reading 
Dr.  Johnson's  writings  he  acquired  his 
style,  and  a  certain  moral  and  sentimental 
air,  though  nothing  mortified  him  so 
much  as  to  suppose  that  he  was  an  imita- 
tor of  Johnson.  He  lived  much  with  him, 
and  Johnson  was  fond  of  him,  but  latterly 
owned  that  Hawkesworth — who  had  set 
out  a  modest,  humble  man — was  one  of 
the  many  whom  success  in  the  world 
had  spoiled.  He  was  latterly,  as  Sir 
Joshua  Reynolds  told  me,  an  affected 
insincere  man,  and  a  great  coxcomb  in  his 
dress.  He  had  no  literature  whatever; 
and  was  so  ignorant  even  of  English  his- 
tory that,  when  he  was  employed  in  pub- 
lishing three  volumes  of  Swift's  letters, 
the  Bishop  of  Salisbury  (as  he  told  me) 
could  not  make  him  comprehend  the  dif- 
ference between  Lord  Oxford  and  Lord 
Orford.—M ALONE,  Edmond,  1793,  Malo- 
niana,  ed.  Prior y  p.  441. 

GENERAL 

Let  me  add,  that  Hawkesworth's  imita- 
tions of  Johnson  are  sometimes  so  happy, 
that  it  is  extremely  difficult  to  distinguish 
them,  with  certainty,  from  the  composi- 
tions of  his  great  archetype.  Hawkes- 
worth was  his  closest  imitator,  a  circum- 
stance of  which  that  writer  would  once 
have  been  proud  to  be  told ;  though,  when 
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he  had  become  elated  by  having  risen  into 
some  degree  of  consequence,  he,  in  a  con- 
versation with  me,  had  the  provoking 
effrontery  to  say  he  was  not  sensible  of 
it.— BoswELL,  Jambs,  1791-93,  Life  of 
Johnson,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  i,  p.  293. 

Read  Hawkesworth's  '*Life  of  Swift;" 
of  whose  character  and  conduct  but  an 
imperfect  idea  is  given  by  the  narrative 
of  Johnson.  Hawkesworth  is  much  more 
communicative  and  interesting;  and  the 
minuteness  and  simplicity  with  which  he 
details  the  few  but  deplorable  incidents  of 
the  last  four  years  of  Swift's  life  are 
highly  affecting.  The  circumstance  of 
his  struggling  to  express  himself,  after  a 
silence  broken  but  once  for  more  than  a 
year,  and  finding  all  his  efforts  ineffectual, 
heaving  a  deep  sigh,  quite  cleaves  the 
heart.— Green,  Thomas,  1796-1810,  IWary 
of  a  Lover  of  Literature,  Oct.  11. 

Dr.  Hawkesworth  favoured  the  public 
with  a  whimsical,  but  beautiful  little 
piece,  called  ''Edgar  and  Emmeline." 
The  machinery  of  fairies,  who  direct  every- 
thing, is  well  managed,  and  by  the  addi- 
tion of  musical  interludes,  the  piece 
afforded  an  elegant  entertainment  to  a 
number  of  crowded  audiences. — Murphy, 
Arthur,  1801,  Life  of  David  Garrick,  vol. 
I,  p.  366. 

His  literature,  though  by  no  means 
deep  or  accurate,  was  elegant  and  various ; 
his  style  was  polished,  his  imagination 
ardent;  his  morals  were  pure,  and  he 
possessed  an  intimate  knowledge  of  the 
world.  ...  It  is  scarcely  requisite 
to  observe,  that  he  formed  his  STYLE  on 
that  of  Dr.  Johnson ;  he  was  not,  however,  a 
servile  imitator ;  his  composition  has  more 
ease  and  sweetness  than  the  model  pos- 
sesses, and  is  consequently  better  adapted 
for  a  work,  one  great  object  of  which  is 
popularity.  He  has  laid  aside  the  sesqui- 
pedalia  verba,  and,  in  a  great  measure, 
the  monotonous  arrangement  and  the  cum- 
brous splendour  of  his  prototype,  preserv- 
ing, at  the  same  time,  much  of  his  har- 
mony of  cadence  and  vigour  of  construc- 
tion.— Drake,  Nathan,  1810,  Essays, 
Illustrative  of  the  Rambler,  Adventurer, 
and  Idler,  vol.  ii,  pp.  4,  7. 

His  "Amurath"  is,  perhaps,  the  most 
instructive  tale  of  the  kind  in  any  lan- 
guage, and  has  been  reprinted  in  a  variety 
of  forms  in  books  adapted  for  the  use  of 
children.    The  stories  of  Opsinous,   of 
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Charlotte  and  Marie,  of  Eugenic,  of 
Abulns,  of  Desdemona,  and  of  Flavilla,  are 
told  with  impressive  elegance,  and  dis- 
cover an  accurate  knowledge  of  the  human 
heart,  and  an  uncommon  felicity  in  dis- 
playing the  workings  of  the  passions. 
That  of  Agamus  cannot  be  read  without 
exciting  a  powerful  interest.  It  is  to  be 
feared  it  turns  upon  an  incident  more  com- 
mon than  is  generally  suspected  among 
those  who  extend  their  licentious  indul- 
gences to  a  late  period  of  life.  Every- 
where, indeed,  his  practical  morality  is 
to  be  preferred  to  his  philosophy  of  ethics ; 
for  the  latter  is  frequently  perplexed,  and 
leads  to  erroneous  conclusions.  In  treat- 
ing the  most  common  topics,  Dr.  Hawkes- 
worth's  illustrations  are  peculiarly  strik- 
ing.—Chalmers,  Alexander,  1808-23, 
The  British  Essayists^  Preface  to  the  Ad- 
venturer^ p.  30. 

Hawkesworth  had  little  learning,  but 
considerable    literary    talent. — Barker, 


G.  F.  Russell.  1891,  Dietionary  if  Na- 
tumal  Biographjfy  vd.  xxv,  p.  205. 

Dr.  Hawkesworth's  tale  of  ''Almpran 
and  Hamet"  (1761)  has  a  supernatural 
basis :  the  elder  of  the  two  kingly  broth- 
ers is  endowed  by  a  genius  with  the  power 
of  exchimging  forms  with  whomsoever  he 
pleases,  and  thus  is  enabled  to  carry  on  a 
plot  against  his  brother,  and  to  attempt 
to  supplant  him  in  the  affections  of  the 
beautiful  Almeida.  But  the  object  of  the 
tale  is  to  show  how  powerless  are  fate 
and  metaphysical  aid  to  crush  virtue,  and 
how  little  magical  power  can  add  to  the 
happiness  of  a  vicious  possessor.  The 
author  was  the  biographer  of  Swift  and 
the  admirer  of  Johnson ;  his  tale  is  the 
offspring  of  "Gulliver"  and  "Rasselas." 
—Raleigh,  Walter,  1894,  The  EnglUk 
Novell  p.  218. 

The  great  ape  of  Johnson. — Saints- 
bury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  History  cf 
English  Liieraturej  p.  620. 


Q-eorge  Lord  Lsrttelton 

1709-1773. 

Lord  George  Lyttelton  (1709-73),  son  of  Sir  Thomas  Lyttelton  of  Hagley  in  Wor- 
cestershire, entered  parliament  in  1730,  soon  acquired  eminence  as  a  speaker,  held 
several  high  political  offices,  and  was  raised  to  the  peerage  in  1759.  His  poetry  gained 
him  a  place  in  Johnson's  ''Lives  of  the  Poets;''  his  best-known  prose  works  are  on 
"The  Conversion  and  Apostleship  of  St.  Paul"  (1747),  "Dialogues  of  the  Dead"  (1760), 
and  ''History  of  Henry  H,"  (1764).  See  "Memoirs  and  Correspondence"  (1845).— 
Patrick  and  Groomb,  eds.,  1897,  Chamben^s  Biographical  Dietumaryy  p.  610. 

PERSONAL 

This  unadorned  stone  was  plaoed  here 

by  the  particular  desire  and  express 

directions  of  the  Right  Honorable 

George  Lord  Lyttleton, 

Who  died  August  22,  1778,  aged  64. 

— Tombstone  at  Hayden,  1773. 

As  disagreeable  as  his  figure  was,  his 
voice  was  still  more  so,  and  his  address 
more  disagreeable  than  either. — Hervey, 
Lord,  1743  ?  Memoirs. 


Sir  George  Lyttelton  was  an  enthusiast 
both  in  religion  and  politics;  absent  in 
business,  not  ready  in  a  debate,  and  totally 
ignorant  of  the  world :  on  the  other  hand, 
his  studied  orations  were  excellent;  he 
was  a  man  of  parts,  a  scholar,  no  indiffer- 
ent writer,  and  by  far  the  honestest  man 
of  the  whole  society.  — Waldegrave, 
Lord,  1763  ?  Memoirs,  p.  25. 

Sir  George  Lyttelton  and  Legge  were 
as  opposite  in  their  manners ;  the  latter 


concise  and  pointed,  the  former  diffuse 
and  majestic.  Legge' s  speeches  seemed 
the  heads  of  chapters  to  Sir  George  Lyt- 
telton's  dissertations. — Walpole,Horace, 
1797  ?  Memoirs  of  the  Last  Ten  Years  cf 
the  Reign  qfKing  George  11. 

Pedantry  was  so  deeply  fixed  in  his 
nature,  that  the  hustings,  the  treasury, 
the  exchequer,  the  House  of  CommoDS, 
the  House  of  Lords,  left  him  the  same 
dreaming  schoolboy  that  they  found  him. 
— Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1834. 
Mackintosh's  History,  Edinburgh  Review; 
Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Eissays. 

His  natural  abilities  were  good;  and 
though  not  of  the  highest  order,  were 
continually  strengthened  by  careful  and 
unremitting  cultivation.  His  ambition  of 
improvement,  springing  from  a  deep  sense 
of  the  obligations  which  wealth  and  sta- 
tion imposes  upon  their  possessor,  was 
constant  to  the  hour  of  his  death — to  press 
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forward  in  the  pursuit  of  knowledge,  not 
diverted  from  the  chase  by  early  success 
and  extravagant  admiration  of  moderate 
efforts :  ''to  scorn  delights,  and  live  labori- 
ous days,"  had  been  the  occupation  of  his 
life.  Its  fruit  was  visible  in  the  variety 
of  his  accomplishments,  and  the  fullness 
of  his  information  upon  the  subjects  to 
which  he  had  devoted  himself.  During 
the  course  of  his  life  he  had  maintained 
an  oral  or  epistolary  intercourse  with  the 
most  celebrated  persons  of  his  day,  both 
in  England  and  Europe.  Making  ample 
allowance  for  the  language  of  cotempo- 
raneous  flattery,  it  is  impossible  to  ascribe 
to  that  alone  the  very  general  estimation 
in  which  his  opinions  were  held  by  all 
who  had  any  pretensions  to  almost  any 
kind  of  literature.  Nor  indeed  is  the 
verdict  of  posterity  greatly  at  variance 
with  the  judgment  of  his  own  time.  Of 
how  few  can  it  be  said  that  they  have  left 
behind  them  works  in  History,  Poetry, 
and  Divinity,  which,  after  the  lapse  of 
nearly  a  century,  maintain  an  honourable 
place  in  the  literature  of  their  country? 
And  of  how  very  few,  that  they  combined 
with  success  in  these  pursuits  a  laborious 
and  distinguished  share  in  the  duties  of 
public  lif e  ?— Phillimorb,  Robert,  1845, 
ed.y  Memoirs  and  Correspondence  qf  George 
Ixn-d  Lytteltonfrom  1734  to  1773. 

Lyttelton,  who  is  known  as  ''the  good 
Lord  Lyttelton,"  was  an  amiable,  absent- 
minded  man,  of  unimpeachable  integrity 
and  benevolent  character,  with  strong 
religious  convictions  and  respectable  tal- 
ents. In  spite  of  his  ''great  abilities  for 
set  debates  and  solemn  questions,"  his 
ignorance  of  the  world  and  his  unreadiness 
in  debate  made  him  a  poor  practical  politi- 
cian. In  appearance  he  was  thin  and  lanky, 
with  a  meagre  face  and  an  awkward  car- 
riage. .  .  .  Lyttelton  was  a  liberal  patron 
of  literature.  .  .  .  His  friendship  with 
Pope.  .  .  formed  the  subject  of  an  attack 
upon  him  in  the  House  of  Commons. — 
Barker,  G.  F.  Russell,  1893,  LHctionary 
of  National  Biography,  vol.  xxxiv,  p.  371. 

OBSERVATIONS  ON  THE  CONVER- 
SION AND  APOSTLESHIP  OF 
SAINT  PAUL 

1747 

I  have  read  your  religious  treatise 
with  infinite  pleasure  and  satisfaction. 
The  style  is  fine  and  clear,  the  arguments 
close,  cogent,  and  irresistible.    May  the 


King  of  kings,  whose  glorious  cause  you 
have  so  well  defended,  reward  your  pious 
labours,  and  grant  that  I  may  be  found 
worthy,  through  the  merits  of  Jesus 
Christ,  to  be  an  eye-witness  of  that  hap- 
piness which  I  don't  doubt  he  will  bounti- 
fully bestow  upon  you !  In  the  meantime, 
I  shall  never  cease  glorifying  God  for  hav- 
ing endowed  you  with  such  useful  talents 
and  giving  me  so  good  a  son.  Your  affec- 
tionate father. — Lyttelton,  Thomas, 
1747,  Letter  to  George  Lyttelton. 

The  great  advantage  of  this  perform- 
ance is,  that  the  evidence  for  Christianity 
is  here  drawn  to  one  point  of  view,  for 
the  use  of  those  who  will  not  attend  to  a 
long  series  of  argument.  The  design  is 
to  show,  that  the  conversion  and  apostle- 
ship  of  St.  Paul,  alone  considered,  is,  of 
itself,  a  demonstration  sufficient  to  prove 
Christianity  to  be  a  divine  revelation. 
This  design  is  very  happily  executed. — 
Leland,  John,  1754-56,  A  View  of  the 
Principal  Deistical  Writers. 

Lord  Lyttleton  has  discussed  the  most 
illustrious  instance  of  the  conversion  to  this 
religion,  in  the  person  of  St.  Paul,  a  man 
of  the  highest  natural  talents  and  of  the 
profoundest  reasoning  and  erudition ;  and 
he  has  accompanied  the  whole  with  re- 
marks of  weight  and  dignity  on  the  gen- 
eral subject  of  Revelation. — Mathias, 
Thomas  James,  1798,  Pursuits  qf  UJtera- 
turCy  Ehghth  ed.,  p.  204,  note. 

He  successfully  shows  that  St.  Paul  was 
not  an  impostor  nor  an  euthvsiast  and  that 
he  could  not  have  been  deceived  himself. 
From  all  which,  his  lordship  infers  the 
certainty  of  his  conversion  and  call  to  the 
apostleship,  and,  consequently,  the  divine 
origin  of  the  gospel.  It  is  a  well-reasoned 
and  acute  pamphlet,  and  discovers  consid- 
erable acquaintance  with  the  Scriptures. — 
Orme,  Wiluam,  1824,  Bibliotheca  Biblica. 

DLALOGUES  OF  THE  DEAD 
1760-62 

Were  very  eagerly  read,  though  the 
production  rather,  as  it  seems,  of  leisure 
than  of  study ; — rather  effusions  than  com- 
positions. The  names  of  his  persons  too 
often  enable  the  reader  to  anticipate  their 
conversation;  and,  when  they  have  met, 
they  too  often  part  without  any  conclu- 
sion. He  has  copied  Fenelon  more  than 
Fontenelle.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1779-81, 
Lyttelton,  Lives  of  the  Ekglish  Poets. 
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KING  HENRY  II. 
1764-67 

I  think  your  Lordship  will  have  a  great 
deal  of  pleasure  in  reading  Lord  Lyttle- 
ton's  History.  You  will  like  to  see  a 
Gothic  building  by  a  Roman  architect. 
The  story  is  Gothic,  but  expressed  with 
majesty,  gravity  and  force,  without  any- 
thing dark  or  rude,  or  perplexed  and  con- 
fused. —  Montagu,  Elizabeth,  1767, 
Letter  to  Lord  KameSf  July  30. 

Lyttleton's  ''Henry  XL''  is  a  learned 
and  honest  book. — Southey,  Robert, 
1805,  Letter  to  John  May,  Aug.  5;  Ltfe 
and  Correspondence. 

Lord  Lyttelton,  in  his ''Life  of  Henry 
the  Second,"  goes  through  a  very  candid 
and  temperate  inquiry  into  this  question ; 
and  he  thinks  the  Commons  was  originally 
a  part  of  the  national  council  or  Parlia- 
ment. The  strongest  evidence  he  pro- 
duces is  drawn  from  the  two  celebrated 
instances  of  the  petitions  sent,  one  by 
the  borough  of  St.  Alban's,  the  other  by 
Barnstaple.— -Smyth,  Whjjam,  1840, 
Lectures  on  Modem  History,  Lecture  vi. 

The  subject  of  it  is  well  chosen,  the 
arrangement  is  good,  and  the  style  clear. 
The  great  bulk  of  it  is  still  useful ;  and 
an  addition  which  should  retrench  some 
superfluities,  correct  some  inaccuracies, 
and  embody  the  pith  of  the  best  recent 
works  on  the  same  subjects,  would  be  a 
standard  book  for  every  student  of  Eng- 
lish or  general  medseival  history. — Creasy, 
Sir  Edward,  1850-76,  Memoirs  of  Emi- 
nent Etonians,  p,  307. 

The  work  was,  in  fact,  highly  instruct- 
ive,  learned,  careful,  and  accurate,  but 
like  many  another  of  that  description, 
wanted  the  crowning  touch  of  genius  to 
give  it  lasting  importance.  Its  whole 
plan  and  form  was  tedious  and  uninviting. 
Lyttleton  had  pursued,  through  five  dreary 
volumes,  the  life  of  a  king  who  had  been 
long  forgotten  by  the  public,  and  whose 
reign,  with  one  or  two  striking  episodes, 
had  been  dull  and  unimportant.  His  work 
is  as  long  as  the  whole  of  Hume's  History 
of  England,  and  while  that  graceful  writer 
had  condensed  in  a  few  pages  the  Life 
of  Henry  H.,  Lyttleton  gave  to  one  reign 
labor  and  space  sufficient  for  the  history 
of  the  nation.— Lawrence,Bugene,  1853, 
The  Lives  qf  the  British  Historians,  vol. 
I,  p.  378. 


A  prolix  and  ill  arranged  but  elabo- 
rate and  sensible  performance,  founded 
throughout  on  original  authorities,  and, 
from  the  detailed  and  painstaking  inves- 
tigations it  contains  of  many  fundamental 
points,  still  forming  perhaps  the  best  in- 
troduction we  possess  to  the  study  of  the 
English  constitution. — Craik,  George 
L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History  (f  Eng- 
lish Literature  and  qf  the  English  Lan- 
guage, vol.  u,  p.  358. 

GENERAL 

Have  you  seen  Lyttleton's  Monody  on 
his  wife's  death  ?  There  are  parts  of  it 
too  stiff  and  poetical;  but  others  truly 
tender  and  elegiac,  as  one  would  wish. 
—Gray,  Thomas,  1747,  Letter  to  Thomas 
Wharton,  Nov.  30. 

Lord  Lyttelton's  Poems  are  the  works 
of  a  man  of  literature  and  judgment, 
devoting  part  of  his  time  to  versification. 
They  have  nothing  to  be  despised,  and 
little  to  be  admir^. — Johnson,  Samuel, 
1779-81,  Lyttelton,  Lives  qf  the  English 
Poets. 

In  the  "Persian  Letters,''  as  iu  all  his 
other  works,  Lyttelton  is  but  an  imitator : 
— the  idea,  the  name,  and  some  of  the 
details  are  borrowed  from  the  ''Lettres 
Persannes"  of  the  President  Montesquieu- 
then  in  high  repute.  Johnson,  impressed 
perhaps  with  the  idea  that  they  were  writ- 
ten by  an  Oxonian  of  eighteen,  treats 
them  slightingly  as  too  "visibly  the  pro- 
duction of  a  very  young  man."  They 
would  not,  it  is  true,  thirty  years  later, 
have  added  much  to  the  fame  which  Lvt- 

m 

telton  had,  rather  by  his  rank  than  his 
writings,  attained ;  but  they  are,  we  think, 
no  contemptible  production  even  for  the 
age  of  twenty-five ;  and  they  may  still  be 
read  with  amusement  and  some  informa- 
tion as  to  the  manners  of  the  time.  Their 
most  serious  faults  to  modern  readers, 
says  Mr.  Phillimore,  "are  occasional  indel- 
icacies, both  of  thought  and  expression— 
which,  as  well  as  their  extreme  political 
opinions,  was  a  subject  of  regret  to  Lyt- 
telton in  after-life."  The  indelicacy, 
though  probably  now  less  visible  than  it 
was  in  the  original  edition,  is  still  too 
obvious ;  but  it  was  the  style  of  that  day, 
and  hardly  exceeds  the  freedoms  of  some 
papers  in  the  "Spectator,"  and  falls  infi- 
nitely short  of  the  licence  of  his  original— 
the  great  French  magistrate  and  moralisi. 
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as  he  is  called.— Croker,  John  Wii^on, 
1S45,  Phillimore's  Lord  LytteUon,  Quar- 
terly Review,  vol.  78,  p.  229. 

His  literary  reputation  in  a  great 
measure  died  with  him;  his  poems  are 
long  since  forgotten  and  his  prose  writings 
have  little  merit.  The  * '  Persian  Letters, ' ' 
the  most  amusing  of  them  all,  were  written 
while  he  was  very  young,  and  are  a  toler- 
able imitation  of  Montesquieu.  They 
contain  passages  indelicate  and  coarse, 
and  could  hardly  be  placed  in  the  hands 
of  the  young  and  pure  of  our  own  day. 
They  probably  gave  rise,  however,  to  Gold- 
smith's "Citizen  of  the  World,"  and  by 
their  popularity  led  that  delightful  writer 


to  imitate  and  surpass  them.  But  Gold- 
smith's letters  are  the  perfect  and  grace- 
ful productions  of  a  man  of  genius,  Lyt- 
tleton's  those  of  a  coarse  and  inferior 
artist. — Lawrence,  Eugene,  1853,  The 
Lives  of  the  British  Historians,  vol.  i, 
p.  383. 

Cruel  sceptics,  like  Gibbon,  have  not 
failed  to  point  out  that  his  works  are 
"not  illuminated  by  a  ray  of  genius.'' 
But  his  heart  has  spoken  once  or  twice, 
in  the  loosely-strung  Pindaric  Monody  to 
his  wife,  and  in  the  elegiac  prologue  to 
''Coriolanus,"  Thomson's  posthumous  trag- 
edy.—GossB,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History 
of  Eighteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  228. 


Oliver  G-oldsmith 

1728-1774 

Born,  at  Pallas,  Co.  Longford,  10  Nov.  1728.  Family  removed  to  Lissoy,  1730. 
At  village  school,  1734-35 ;  at  school  at  Elphin,  1736-39 ;  at  Athlone,  1739-41 ;  at 
Edgeworthstown,  1741-44.  To  Trin.  Coll.,  Dublin,  as  Sizar,  11  June  1744;  Symth 
Exhibition,  1747;  B.  A.,  27  Feb.  1749.  With  his  mother  at  Ballymahon,  1749-51. 
Rejected  as  a  clergyman,  1751.  Private  tutorship,  1751-52.  To  Edinburgh  to  study 
medicine,  autumn  of  1752.  To  Leyden,  1754.  Travelled  on  the  Continent,  1755-56. 
Possibly  took  M.  B.  degree  at  Louvain  or  Padua.  Returned  to  London,  Feb.  1756. 
Set  up  in  practice  as  physician.  Master  at  school  at  Peckham,  winter  of  1756  to 
1757.  Contrib.  to  "Monthly  Review,"  April  to  Sept.,  1757,  Dec.  1758;  tCLiterary 
Mag.,"  Jan.  1757,  Jan.  to  May,  1758;  to  ''Critical  Review,"  Nov.  1757,  Jan.  to  Aug., 
1759,  March  1760;  to  ''The  Busybody,"  Oct.  1759.  Ed.  ''Lady's  Mag.,"  1759-60. 
Friendship  with  Johnson  begun,  1761.  Contrib.  to  "The  I^ublic  Ledger, "  Jan.  to  Feb., 
1760;  to  "The  British  Mag.,"  Feb.  1760  to  Jan.  1763.  Visit  to  Bath  for  health, 
1762.  Removed  to  Islington,  winter  of  1762.  Tried  again  to  set  up  as  physician, 
1765.  Settled  in  Temple,  1767;  lived  there  till  death.  "The  Good-natured  Man" 
produced  at  Covent  Garden,  29  Jan.  1768;  "She  Stoops  to  Conquer,'*  Covent  Garden, 
15  March  1773;  "The  Grumbler"  (adapted  from  Sedley),  Covent  Garden,  8  May  1773. 
Contrib.  to  "  Westminster  Mag., "  Jan.  to  Feb.  1773 ;  to  "Universal  Mag., "  April  1774. 
Died,  in  London,  4  Apr.  1774.  Buried  in  the  Temple.  Works:  "Memoirs  of  a  Prot- 
estant" (anon.),  1758;  "Enquiry  into  the!Present  State  of  Polite  Learning"  (anon.), 
1759;  "The  Bee"  (anon. ;  8nos.),  1759;  "A  History  of  the  Seven  Years'  War,"  1761; 
"A  Poetical  Dictionary"  (anon.),  1761;  "History  of  Mecklenburgh, "  1762;  "The 
Mystery  Revealed,"  1742  (1762) ;  "A  Citizen  of  the  World"  (anon.),  1762;  "Life  of 
Richard  Nash"  (anon.),  1762;  "The  Art  of  Poetry  on  a  new  Plan"  (anon. ;  attrib.  to 
Goldsmith),  1762 ;  'The  Martial  Review"  (anon.),  1763 ;  "An  History  of  England"  (anon.), 
1764;  "The  Traveller,"  1765;  "Essays,"  1765;  "The  Vicar  of  Wakefield"  (2  vols.), 
1766;  "History  of  Little  Cioody  Two-Shoes"  (anon,  attrib.  to  Goldsmith),  1766;  "The 
Good-natured  Man,"  1768;  "The  Roman  History"  (2  vols.),  1769  (abridged  by  Gold- 
smith,  1772) ;  "The  Deserted  Village,"  1770;  "The  Life  of  Thomas  Parnell,"  1770; 
"Life  of  .  .  .  Viscount  Bolingbroke"  (anon.),  1770;  "The  History  of  England"  (4 
vols.)  1771  (abridged,  1774) ;  "ThrenodiaAugustalis,"  1772;  "She  Stoops  to Cx)nquer;' 
1773;  "Retaliation,"  1774  (2nd  to  5th  edns.  same  year);  "The  Grecian  History" 
(2  vols.),  1774;  "A  History  of  the  Earth"  (8  vols.),  1774.  Posthumous:  "Miscel- 
laneous Works, "  1775;  "The  Haunch  of  Venison,"  1776;  "A  Survey  of  Experimental 
Philosophy"  (2  vols.),  1776,  "Poems  and  Plays,"  1777;  "Poetical  and  Dramatic 
Works,"  1780;  "The  Captivity,"  1836;  "Asem,  the  Man-Hater,"  1877.  He  trans- 
lated: (under  pseud,  of  "James  Willington")  Bergeracs'  "Memoirs  of  a  Protesta^pt, " 
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1758;  Plutarch's  "Lives"  (with  J.  Collyer,)  1762;  Forney's  "Concise  History  of 
Philosophy,"  1766;  Scarron's  "Comic  Romance,"  1776;  and  edited:  Newb^y's 
"Art  of  Poetry,"  1762;  "Poems  for  Young  Ladies"  (anon.),  1767;  "Beauties  of 
English  Poesy,"  1767;  "T.  Parnell's  Poems,"  1770.— Sharp,  R.  Parquharson, 
1897,  A  Dictionary  qf  English  AiUhors^  p.  114. 

PERSONAL 

Of  all  solemn  coxcombs  Goldsmith  is 
the  first ;  yet  sensible — but  affects  to  use 
Johnson's  hard  words  in  conversation. — 
Warton,  Thomas,  1766,  Letter  to  Joseph 
Warton^  Jan.  22. 

Jarvis.  A  few  of  our  usual  cards  of 
compliment — that's  all.  This  bill  from 
your  tailor ;  this  from  your  mercer ;  and 
this  from  the  little  broker  in  Crooked 
Lane.  He  says  he  has  been  at  a  great 
deal  of  trouble  to  get  back  the  money  you 
borrowed.  Honeywood.  That  I  don't  know : 
but  I  am  sure  we  were  at  a  great  deal  of 
trouble  in  getting  him  to  lend  it.  Jarvis. 
He  has  lost  all  patience.  Honeywood.  Then 
he  has  lost  a  good  thing.  Jarvis.  There's 
that  ten  guineas  you  were  sending  to  the 
poor  man  and  his  children  in  the  Fleet. 
I  believe  that  would  stop  his  mouth  for  a 
while  at  least.  Honeywood.  Ay,  Jarvis, 
but  what  will  fill  their  mouths  in  the 
meantime  ?— Goldsmith,  Ouver,  1768, 
The  GoodrNaiured  Man. 

Honors  to  one  in  my  situation  are  some- 
thing like  ruiSes  to  one  that  wants  a  shirt. 
—Goldsmith,  Ouver,  1770,  Letter  to 
Maurice  Goldsmith^  January. 

From  our  Groldsmith's  anomalous  character, 
who 

Can  withhold  liis  contempt,  and  his  reverence 
too? 

From  a  poet  so  polished,  so  paltry  a  fellow  1 

From  critic,  historian,  or  vile  Ponchinellol 

From  a  heart  in  whicli  meanness  had  made 
her  abode, 

From  a  foot  that  each  path  of  vulgarity  trod; 

From  a  head  to  invent  and  a  hand  to  adorn, 

Unskilled  in  the  schools,  a  philosopher  bom. 

By  disguise  undefended,  by  jealousy  smit, 

This  lu8Xi8  natnra:  nondescript  in  wit. 

May  best  be  compared  to  those  Anamorphoses ; 

Which  for  lectures  to  ladies  th'  optician  pro- 
poses; 

All  deformity  seeming,  in  some  points  of 
view, 

In  others  quite  accurate,  regular,  true: 

Till  the  student  no  more  sees  the  figure  that 
shocked  her, 

But  all  in  his  likeness,— our  odd  little  doctor. 

— Piozzi,  Hester  Lynch,  1773?  The 
Streatham  Portraits^  AuJt6biography,  ed. 
Hayward^  p.  254. 


Here,  Hermes,  says  Jove,  who  with  nectar 

was  mellow: 
Go  fetch  me  some  clay — I  will  make  an  odd 

fellow : 
Bight  and  wrong  shall  be  jumbled,  much 

gold  and  some  dross, 
Without  cause  be  he  pleased,  without  cause 

be  he  cross 
Be  sure,  as  I  work,  to  throw  in  contradictions, 
A  great  love  of  truth,  yet  a  mind  tum'd  to 

fictions; 
Now  mix  these  ingredients,  which,  warm'd 

in  the  baking, 
Tum'd  to  learning  and  gaming,  religion  and 

raking. 
With  the  love  of  a  wench  let  his  writings  be 

chaste; 
Tip  his  tongue  with  strong  matter,  his  lips 

with  fine  taste : 
That  the  rake  and  the  poet  o'er  all  may  prevail. 
Set  fire  to  the  head  and  set  fire  to  the  tail; 
For  the  joy  of  each  sex  on  the  world  I'll  be- 
stow it. 
This  scholar,  rake,  Christian,  dupe,  gamester 

and  poet. 
Though  a  mixture  so  odd  he  shall  merit  great 

fame. 
And  among  brother  mortals  be  Goldsmith  his 

name; 
When  on  earth  this  strange  meteor  no  more 

shall  appear, 
You,  Hermes,  shall  fetch  him  to  make  us  sport 

here. 

— Garrick,  David,  Jupiter  and  Mercury. 

OLIVABII  GOLDSMITH, 

FoetsB,  Fhymoi,  Historioi, 

Qui  nullum  fer^  scribendi  genus 

Non  tetigit, 

Nullum  quod  tetigit  non  omavit : 

Siva  risuB  assent  movendi, 

Sive  laorymse, 

Affeetuum  potens  at  lenis  dominator : 

Ingenio  sublimis,  vividus,  ▼eraatiUs, 

Oratione  grandis,  nitiduB,  venustos : 

Hoc  monumento  memoriam  ooluit 

Sodalium  amor, 

Amicorum  fldea, 

Leotorum  veneratio, 

Ifatus  in  Hibemi&  Fomi» 

Ifongfordienais, 

In  loco  oui  nomen  Pallas, 

Not.  zzix.  MDCCXXZI ; 

Eblanse  literis  institutna ; 

Obiit  liondini, 
April  iT,  MDCCLXXIV. 

—Johnson,   Samuel,   1776,  Epiiaph  on 
Tomb,  Westminster  Abbey. 
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It  may  be  improper  to  observe  (as  a 
kind  of  Apology  for  some  particulars 
which  are  before  related  to  have  passed 
between  me  and  Dr.  Goldsmith),  that  he 
was  bred  a  Physician,  and  therefore  it 
was  natural  to  converse  with  him  on  the 
subject  of  his  disorder  in  a  medical  man- 
ner ;  but  his  attention  had  been  so  wholly 
absorbed  by  polite  literature,  that  it  pre- 
vented him  from  making  any  great  prog- 
ress in  medical  studies.  As  an  elegant 
Writer,  he  will  always  be  held  in  the  high- 
est esteem  by  persons  of  true  taste.  His 
'"Traveller"  and  "Deserted  Village"  are 
deservedly  numbered  among  the  best  poet- 
ical productions  of  the  present  age ;  and 
some  of  his  essays,  and  other  pieces,  are 
very  advantageously  distinguished  by  gen- 
eral wit  and  native  humour.  It  should 
also  be  remembered,  that  he  was  not  only 
an  excellent  writer,  but  a  most  amiable 
man.  His  humanity  and  generosity 
greatly  exceeded  the  narrow  limits  of  his 
fortune;  and  those  who  were  no  judges 
of  the  literary  merit  of  the  Author,  could 
not  but  love  the  Man  for  that  benevolence 
by  which  he  was  so  strongly  characterised. 
.  .  .  N.  B.  As  my  late  respected  and 
ingenious  friend.  Dr.  Goldsmith,  was 
pleased  to  honour  Dr.  Cogan  and  myself 
with  his  patronage  and  assistance  in  the 
Undertaking  for  the  Recovery  of  persons 
apparently  dead  by  Drowning,  and  other 
sudden  accidents,  now  on  the  point  of 
being  established  in  this  kingdom,  I  think  I 
cannot  shew  a  greater  proof  of  my  esteem 
for  the  deceased,  than  by  applying  the 
profits  of  this  publication  (if  any  should 
arise)  to  an  institution,  the  design  of 
which  was  favoured  with  his  approbation. 
— ^Hawes,  Dr.  WiLUABi,  1780,  An  Ac- 
count  of  the  Late  Dr.  GoldsmitVs  Illness. 

He  was  such  a  compound  of  absurdity, 
envy,  and  malice,  contrasted  with  the 
opposite  virtues  of  kindness,  generosity, 
and  benevolence,  that  he  might  be  said  to 
consist  of  two  distinct  souls,  andinQuenced 
by  the  agency  of  a  good  and  bad  spirit. — 
Da  VIES,  Thomas,  1780,  L^e  qfGarrick, 
vol.  II,  p.  147. 

Of  Dr.  Goldsmith  he  said,  "No  man 
was  more  foolish  when  he  had  not  a  pen 
in  his  hand,  or  more  wise  when  he  had." 
— ^Johnson,  Samuel,  1780,  Life  by  Bos- 
toeU,  ed.  HUl^  vol.  nr,  p.  35. 

Goldsmith  is  well  known  by  his  writings 
to  have  been  a  man  of  genius  and  of  very 


fine  parts ;  but  of  his  character  and  gen- 
eral deportment,  it  is  the  hardest  task 
anyone  can  undertake  to  give  a  descrip- 
tion. ...  He  had  some  wit,  but  no 
humour,  and  never  told  a  story  but  he 
spoiled  it.  .  .  .  His  poems  are  re- 
plete with  fine  moral  sentiments,  and  be- 
speak a  great  dignity  of  mind ;  yet  he  had 
no  sense  of  the  shame,  nor  dread  of  the 
evils,  of  poverty.  In  the  latter  he  was  at 
one  time  so  involved,  that  for  the  clam- 
ours of  a  woman,  to  whom  he  was  indebted 
for  lodging,  and  for  bailiffs  that  waited 
to  arrest  him,  he  was  equally  unable,  till 
he  had  made  himself  drunk,  to  stay  within 
doors,  or  go  abroad  to  hawk  among  the 
booksellers  his  *  *  Vicar  of  Wakefield.  "In 
this  distress  he  sent  for  Johnson  who  im- 
mediately went  to  one  of  them,  and 
brought  back  money  for  his  relief. — 
Hawkins,  Sir  John,  1787,  Life  of  Samuel 
Johnson,  pp.  416,  417,  420. 

It  has  been  generally  circulated  and 
believed  that  he  was  a  mere  fool  in  con- 
versation; but,  in  truth,  this  has  been 
greatly  exaggerated.  He  had,  no  doubt, 
a  more  than  common  share  of  that  hurry 
of  ideas  which  we  often  find  in  his  country- 
men, and  which  sometimes  produces  a 
laughable  confusion  in  expressing  them. 
He  was  very  much  what  the  French  call 
un  Hourdi^  and  from  vanity  and  an  eager' 
desire  of  being  conspicuous  wherever  he 
was,  he  frequently  talked  carelessly  with- 
out knowledge  of  the  subject,  or  evea 
without  thought.  His  person  was  short, 
his  countenance  coarse  and  vulgar,  his 
deportment  that  of  a  scholar  aukwardly 
affecting  the  easy  gentleman.  Those  who 
were  in  any  way  distinguished,  excited 
envy  in  him  to  so  ridiculous  an  excess, 
that  the  instances  of  it  are  hardly  credible. 
When  accompanying  two  beautiful  young 
ladies  with  their  mother  on  a  tour  in 
France,  he  was  seriously  angry  that  more 
attention  was  paid  to  them  than  to  him ; 
and  once  at  the  exhibition  of  the  "Fan- 
toccini" in  London,  when  those  who  sat 
next  to  him  observed  with  what  dexterity 
a  puppet  was  made  to  toss  a  pike,  he  could 
not  bear  that  it  should  have  such  praise, 
and  exclaimed  with  some  warmth, '  'Pshaw ! 
I  can  do  it  better  myself."  He,  I  am 
afraid,  had  no  settled  system  of  any  sort, 
so  that  his  conduct  must  not  be  strictly 
scrutinised ;  but  his  affections  were  social 
and  generous,  and  when  he  had  money  he 
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gave  it  away  very  liberally.  His  desire 
of  imaginary  consequence  predominated 
over  his  attention  to  truth. — Boswbll, 
James,  1791-^3,  Life  of  Johnson,  ed.  Hill, 
vol.  I,  p.  477. 

Goldsmith,  though  quick  enough  at 
prose,  was  rather  slow  in  his  poetry — not 
from  the  tardiness  of  fancy,  but  the  time 
he  took  in  pointing  the  sentiment  and 
polishing  the  versification.  .  .  .  His 
manner  of  writing  poetry  was  this: 
he  first  sketched  a  part  of  his  design  in 
prose,  in  which  he  threw  out  his  ideas  as 
they  occurred  to  him ;  he  then  sat  care- 
fully down  to  versify  them,  and  add  such 
other  ideas  as  he  thought  better  fitted  to 
the  subject.  He  sometimes  would  exceed 
his  prose  design  by  writing  several  verses 
impromptu,  but  these  he  would  take  un- 
common pains  afterwards  to  revise,  lest 
they  should  be  found  unconnected  with 
his  main  design.  The  writer  of  these 
memoirs  called  upon  the  Doctor  the  second 
morning  after  he  had  begun  ''The  Deserted 
Village,"  and  to  him  he  communicated 
the  plan  of  his  poem.  ...  He  then 
read  what  he  had  done  of  it  that  morn- 
ing, beginning  **Dear  lovely  bowers  of  in- 
nocence and  ease,'' and  so  on  for  ten 
lines.  **Come,"  says  he,  "let  me  tell 
you,  this  is  no  bad  morning's  work ;  and 
now,  my  dear  boy,  if  you  are  not  better 
engaged,  I  should  be  glad  to  enjoy  a  Shoe- 
maker's holiday  with  you."— Cooke, Wil- 
liam, 1793,  European  Magazine^  vol.  24. 

In  person  he  was  short ;  about  five  feet 
five  or  six  inches ;  strong,  but  not  heavy  in 
make;  rather  fair  in  complexion,  with 
brown  hair;  such,  at  least,  as  could  be 
distinguished  from  his  wig.  His  features 
were  plain  but  not  repulsive,— certainly 
not  so  when  lighted  up  by  conversation. 
His  manners  were  simple,  natural,  and 
perhaps  on  the  whole,  we  may  say,  not 
polished ;  at  least  without  the  refinement 
and  good-breeding  which  the  exquisite 
polish  of  his  compositions  would  lead  us 
to  expect.  He  was  always  cheerful  and 
animated,  often,  indeed,  boisterous  in  his 
mirth ;  entered  with  spirit  into  convivial 
society;  contributed  largely  to  its  en- 
joyments by  solidity  of  information,  and 
the  naivete  and  originality  of  his  charac- 
ter ;  talked  often  without  premeditation, 
and  laughed  loudly  without  restraint. — 
Day,  Judge,  180n  Letter  to  Prior. 

A  friend  of  his  paying  him  a  visit  at 


the  beginning  of  March  1759,  found  him 
in  lodgings  there  so  poor  and  uncomforta- 
ble that  he  should  not  think  it  proper  to 
mention  the  circumstance,  if  he  did  not 
consider  it  as  the  highest  proof  of  the 
splendour  of  Doctor  Goldsmith's  genius 
and  talents,  that  by  the  bare  exertion  of 
their  powers,  under  every  disadvantage  of 
person  and  fortune,  he  could  gradually 
emerge  from  such  obscurity  to  the  enjoy- 
ment of  all  the  comforts  and  even  luxu- 
ries of  life,  and  admission  into  the  best 
societies  of  London.  The  Doctor  was 
writing  his  ''Enquiry"  &c.,  in  a  wretched 
dirty  room  in  which  there  was  but  one 
chair,  and  when  he,  from  civility,  offered 
it  to  his  visitant,  himself  was  obliged  to 
sit  in  the  window.  While  they  were  con- 
versing, some  one  gently  rapped  at  the 
door  and  being  desired  to  come  in,  a  poor 
ragged  little  girl  of  very  decent  behaviour 
entered,  who,  dropping  a  curtsy,  said 
''My  mamma  sends  her  compliments,  and 
begs  the  favour  of  you  to  lend  her  a  cham- 
ber-pot full  of  coals." — Percy,  Thomas, 
1801-7  ?  Memoir  qf  Oliver  Goldsmith,  p.  60. 

That  he  was  fantastically  and  whimsi- 
cally vain  all  the  world  knows,  but  there 
was  no  settled  and  inherent  malice  in  his 
heart.  He  was  tenacious  to  a  ridiculous 
extreme  of  certain  pretensions,that  did  not 
and  by  human  nature  could  not,  belong 
to  him,  and  at  the  same  time  inexcusa- 
bly careless  of  the  fame,  which  he  had 
powers  to  command.  His  table-talk  was, 
as  (rarrick  aptly  compared  it,  like  that  of 
a  parrot,  whilst  he  wrote  like  Apollo ;  he 
had  gleams  of  eloquence,  and  at  times  a 
majesty  of  thought,  but  in  general  his 
tongue  and  his  pen  had  two  very  different 
styles  of  talking.  What  foibles  he  had  he 
took  no  pains  to  conceal,  the  good  qual- 
ities of  his  heart  were  too  frequently  ob- 
scured by  the  carelessness  of  his  conduct, 
and  the  frivolity  of  his  manners. — Cum- 
berland, Richard,  1806,  Memoirs,  vol. 
1,  p.  350. 

Much  of  the  attention  which  even  Gold- 
smith personally  met  with  was  undoubtedly 
owing  to  the  patronage  of  his  admired 
friend ;  yet  Sir  Joshua  used  to  say,  that 
Goldsmith  looked  at,  or  considered,  public 
notoriety,  or  fame  as  one  great  parcel,  to 
the  whole  of  which  he  laid  claim,  and 
whoever  partook  of  any  part  of  it,  whether 
dancer,  singer,  slight-of-hand  man,  or 
tumbler,  deprived  him  of  his  rights  and 
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drew  off  the  attention  of  the  world  from 
himself,  and  which  he  was  striving  to 
gain.  Notwithstanding  this,  he  lamented 
that  whenever  he  entered  into  a  mixed 
company,  he  struck  a  kind  of  awe  on  them, 
which  deprived  him  of  the  enjoyment  and 
freedom  of  society,  and  which  he  then 
made  it  his  endeavour  to  dispel  by  play- 
ing wanton  and  childish  pranks  in  order 
to  bring  himself  to  the  wished-for  level. 
.  .  .  Sir  Joshua  was  much  affected  by 
the  death  of  Goldsmith,  to  whom  he  had 
been  a  very  sincere  friend.  He  did  not 
touch  the  pencil  for  that  day,  a  circum- 
stance most  extraordinary  for  him,  who 
passed  no  day  vrithout  a  line, — Northcote, 
James,  1813,  Memoirs  of  Sir  Joshua  Rey- 
nolds,  pp.  126,  170. 

The  greatest  real  fault  of  Dr.  Gold- 
smith was,  that,  if  he  had  thirty  pounds 
in  his  pocket,  he  would  go  into  certain 
companies  in  the  country,  and,  in  hopes 
of  doubling  the  sum,  would  generally  re- 
turn to  town  without  any  part  of  it. — 
Cradock,  Joseph,  1826-^,  Miscellaneous 
Memoirs. 

Of  his  loves  we  know  nothing;  they 
were  probably  the  reverse  of  poetical, 
and  may  have  had  some  influence  on  his 
purse  and  respectability,  but  none  on  his 
literary  character  and  productions. — 
Jameson,  Anna  Brownell,  1829,  The 
Loves  of  the  Poets,  vol.  ii,  p.  311. 

His  death,  it  has  been  thought,  was 
hastened  by ' '  mental  inquietude. ' '  If  this 
supposition  be  true,  never  did  the  tur- 
moils of  life  subdue  a  mind  more  warm 
with  sympathy  for  the  misfortunes  of  our 
fellow-creatures.  But  his  character  is 
familiar  to  every  one  who  reads :  in  all 
the  numerous  accounts  of  his  virtues  and 
his  foibles,  his  genius  and  absurdities,  his 
knowledge  of  nature  and  his  ignorance  of 
the  world,  his  ''compassion  for  another's 
woe"  was  always  predominant;  and  my 
trivial  story  of  his  humouring  a  froward 
child  weighs  but  as  a  feather  in  the  re- 
corded scale  of  his  benevolence. — Col- 
man,  George,  1830,  Random  Records. 

"An  inspired-idiot,"  Goldsmith,  hangs 
strangely  about  him ;  though,  as  Hawkins 
says,  ''he  loved  not  Johnson,  but  rather 
envied  him  for  his  parts;  and  once  en- 
treated a  friend  to  desist  from  praising 
him,  'for  in  doing  so,'  said  he,  'you 
harrow-up  my  very  soul !' "    Yet,  on  the 


whole,  there  is  no  evil  in  the  ''gooseberry- 
fool  ;"  but  rather  much  good ;  of  a  finer, 
if  of  a  weaker,  sort  than  Johnson's ;  and 
all  the  more  genuine  that  he  himself  could 
never  become  conscums  of  it, — though  un- 
happily never  cease  attempting  to  become 
so;  the  Author  of  the  genuine  "Vicar  of 
Wakefield,"  nill  he,  will  he,  must  needs 
fly  towards  such  a  mass  of  genuine  Man- 
hood ;  and  Dr.  Minor  keep  gyrating  round 
Dr.  Major,  alternately  attracted  and  re- 
pelled.—Carlyle,  Thomas,  1832-69,  Bos- 
toelFs  Life  cf  Johnson^  Miscellanies^  vol. 
IV,  p.  86. 

His  associates  seem  to  have  regarded 
him  with  kindness,  which,  in  spite  of  their 
admiration  of  his  writings,  was  not  un- 
mixed with  contempt.  In  truth,  there 
was  in  his  character  much  to  love,  but 
very  little  to  respect.  His  heart  was 
soft,  even  to  weakness :  he  was  so  gener- 
ous, that  he  quite  forgot  to  be  just ;  he 
forgave  injuries  so  readily,  that  he  might 
be  said  to  invite  them,  and  was  so  liberal 
to  beggars,  that  he  had  nothing  left  for 
his  tailor  and  his  butcher.  He  was  vain, 
sensual,  frivolous,  profuse,  improvident. 
— Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1843, 
Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 

He  was  privately  interred  in  the  Temple 
burying-ground,  and  a  tabular  monument 
to  his  honor  placed  on  the  walls  of  West- 
minster Abbey.  That  great  and  noble 
building  does  not  hold  the  remains  of  a 
nobler  or  better  heart.  Oliver  Goldsmith 
was  a  true  Irishman,  generous,  impulsive, 
and  improvident;  but  he  was  more,  he 
was  a  true  man  and  true  poet.  Whether 
we  laugh  with  him  or  weep  with  him,  we 
are  still  better  for  it.— Howitt,  Wil- 
liam, 1846,  Homes  and  Haunts  of  the 
Most  Eminent  British  Poets,  vol.  i,  p.  378. 

Oliver  Goldsmith,  whose  life  and  adven- 
tures should  be  known  to  all  who  know 
his  writings,  must  be  held  to  have  suc- 
ceeded in  nothing  that  his  friends  would 
have  had  him  succeed  in.  He  was  intended 
for  a  clergyman,  and  was  rejected  when 
he  applied  for  orders ;  he  practised  as  a 
physician,  and  never  made  what  would 
have  paid  for  a  degree.  What  he  was 
not  asked  or  expected  to  do,  was  to  write : 
but  he  wrote,  and  paid  the  penalty.  His 
existence  was  a  continued  privation.  The 
days  were  few,  in  which  he  had  resources 
for  the  night,  or  dared  to  look  forward  to 
the  morrow.    There  was  not  any  miserable 
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want,  in  the  long  and  sordid  catalogue, 
which  in  its  turn  and  in  all  its  bitterness 
he  did  not  feel.  He  had  shared  the  expe- 
rience of  those  to  whom  he  makes  affect- 
ing reference  in  his  ** Animated  Nature," 
"people  who  die  really  of  hunger,  in  com- 
mon language  of  a  broken  heart;"  and 
when  he  succeeded  at  the  last,  success 
was  but  a  feeble  sunshine  on  a  rapidly 
approaching  decay,  which  was  to  lead 
him,  by  its  flickering  light,  to  an  early 
grave. — Porster,  John,  1848-71,  The 
Life  and  Times  of  Oliver  Goldsmith^  vol. 
I,  p.  1. 

On  examining  narrowly  the  character 
of  Goldsmith,  we  find,  even  in  what  are 
commonly  regarded  as  its  defects,  and 
served  to  render  him  ridiculous  in  the 
circles  of  London,  some  clue  to  the  enigma 
of  the  contrast  between  the  habits  of  the 
man  and  the  style  of  the  writer.  Gold- 
smith never,  from  the  period  at  which  he 
lounged  at  the  college-gates  as  a  sizar  to 
the  time  when  his  peach-blossom  coat 
attracted  the  mirth  of  Garrick,  divested 
himself  of  the  notion  that  he  was  a  gen- 
tleman. This  conviction  was  almost  the 
strongest  he  possessed ;  the  more  it  was 
invaded,  the  more  he  clung  to  it.  He 
surrounded  it  with  all  the  keenest  suscep- 
tibilities of  his  sensitive  nature.  Nothing 
so  galled  and  offended  him  as  a  hint  to  the 
contrary.  To  be  liked  as  a  jester,  not 
companion — to  be  despised  for  his  poverty 
— to  be  underrated  as  a  sizar — to  be 
taunted  by  a  schoolboy  with  a  question  of 
his  gentility — were  cruelties  beyond  all 
others  that  fate  could  inflict.  .  .  . 
Grasping  at  that  respect  of  which  he  was 
so  tenacious,  he  resorts  to  fine  clothes  to 
set  off  his  homely  person — to  paradoxes 
in  conversation  to  enforce  attention ;  he 
gives  breakfasts  and  suppers  he  can  ill 
afford ;  he  apologises  for  lodgings  beneath 
his  dignity.  He  is  always  keeping  the  hat 
off  his  head  to  hide  some  patch  on  his 
coat.  This  sensitiveness,  proceeding 
from  intense  self-consciousness,  is  mixed 
up  with  the  most  amiable  attributes  of  his 
nature,  and  has  subjected  even  his  lavish 
generosity,  his  cordial  charity,  to  the 
imputation  of  a  want  of  true  feeling. — 
Lyttox,  Edward  Bulwer  Lord,  1848- 
68,  Goldaviith,  Miscellaneous  Prose  Works, 
vol.  I,  pp.  71,  74. 

My  trust  is  that  Goldsmith  lived  upon 
the  whole  a  life  which,  though  troubled, 


was  one  of  average  enjoyment.  Un- 
questionably, when  reading  at  midnight, 
in  the  middle  watch  of  a  century  which  he 
never  reached  by  one  whole  generation, 
this  record  of  one  so  guileless,  so  upright, 
or  seeming  to  be  otherwise  only  in  the 
eyes  of  those  who  did  not  know  his  diffi- 
culties, nor  could  have  understood  them, 
— when  recurring  also  to  his  admirable 
genius,  to  the  sweet  natural  gaiety  of  his 
oftentimes  pathetic  humour,  and  to  the 
varied  accomplishments,  from  talent  or 
erudition,  by  which  he  gave  effect  to  en- 
dowments so  fascinating, — one  cannot  but 
sorrow  over  the  strife  which  he  sustained, 
and  over  the  wrong  by  which  he  suffered. 
A  few  natural  tears  fall  from  every  eye  at 
the  rehearsal  of  so  much  contumely  from 
fools,  which  he  faced  unresistingly  as 
one  bareheaded  under  a  hailstorm;  and 
worse  to  bear  than  the  scorn  of  fools  was 
the  imperfect  sympathy  and  jealous  self- 
distrusting  esteem  which  he  received  to 
the  last  from  friends.  Doubtless  he 
suffered  much  wrong ;  but  so,  in  one  way 
or  other,  do  most  men :  he  suffered  also 
this  special  wrong,  that  in  his  lifetime  he 
never  was  fully  appreciated  by  any  one 
fjiend :  something  of  a  counter  movement 
ever  mingled  with  praise  for  him;  he  never 
saw  himself  enthroned  in  the  heart  of 
any  young  and  fervent  admirer ;  and  he  was 
always  overshadowed  by  men  less  deeply 
genial,  though  more  showy  than  himself: 
but  these  things  happen,  and  will  happen 
forever,  to  myriads  amongst  the  benefac- 
tors of  earth.  Their  names  ascend  in 
songs  of  thankful  commemoration,  yet 
seldom  until  the  ears  are  deaf  that  would 
have  thrilled  to  the  music.  And  these  were 
the  heaviest  of  Goldsmith's  afflictions: 
what  are  likely  to  be  thought  such — viz. 
the  battles  which  he  fought  for  his  daily 
bread — I  do  not  number  amongst  them.— 
De  Quincey,  Thomas,  1848-57,  Oliver 
Goldsmithy  Works,  ed.  Ma^son,  vol.  iv,  p. 
289. 

Goldsmith  had  no  secrets :  his  follies, 
his  weaknesses,  his  errors  were  all  thrown 
to  the  surface ;  his  heart  was  really  too 
guileless  and  innocent  to  seek  mystery  and 
concealment.  ...  He  was  no  one*s 
enemy  but  his  own;  his  errors,  in  the 
main,  inflicted  evil  on  none  but  himself, 
and  were  so  blended  with  humorous  and 
even  affecting  circumstances,  as  to  disarm 
anger  and  conciliate  kindness.     Where 


OLIVER  GOLDSMITH 


619 


eminent  talent  is  united  to  spotless  virtue, 
we  are  awed  and  dazzled  into  admiration, 
but  our  admiration  is  apt  to  be  cold  and 
reverential;  while  there  is  something  in 
the  harmless  infirmities  of  a  good  and 
great,  but  erring  individual,  that  pleads 
touchingly  to  our  nature;  and  we  turn 
more  kindly  towards  the  object  of  our 
idolatry,  when  we  find  that,  like  ourselves, 
he  is  mortal  and  is  frail.  The  epithet  so 
often  heard,  and  in  such  kindly  tones,  of 
*  *  poor  Goldsmith, ' '  speaks  volumes.  Few, 
who  consider  the  real  compound  of  admi- 
rable and  whimsical  qualities  which  form 
his  character,  would  wish  to  prune  away 
its  eccentricities,  trim  its  grotesque  lux- 
uriance, and  clip  it  down  to  the  decent 
formalities  of  rigid  virtue.  ''Let  not  his 
frailties  be  remembered, "  said  Johnson ; 
**he  was  a  very  great  man."  But,  for  our 
part,  we  rather  say,  ''Let  them  be  remem- 
bered, ' '  since  their  tendency  is  to  endear ; 
and  we  question  whether  he  himself  would 
not  feel  gratified  in  hearing  his  reader, 
after  dwelling  with  admiration  on  the 
proofs  of  his  greatness,  close  the  volume 
with  the  kind-hearted  phrase,  so  fondly 
and  familiarly  ejaculated,  of  "Poor  Gold- 
smith. ' ' — Irving,  Washington,  1849, 
Oliver  Goldsmith,  pp.  230,  426. 

Who,  of  the  millions  whom  he  has 
amused,  does  not  love  him?  To  be  the 
most  beloved  of  English  writers,  what  a 
title  that  is  for  a  man !  A  wild  youth, 
wayward  but  full  of  tenderness  and  affec- 
tion, quits  the  country  village  where  his 
boyhood  has  been  passed  in  happy  musing, 
in  idle  shelter,  in  fond  longing  to  see  the 
great  world  out  of  doors,  and  achieve 
name  and  fortune — and  after  years  of  dire 
struggle,  and  neglect  and  poverty,  his 
heart  turning  back  as  fondly  to  his  native 
place,  as  it  had  longed  eagerly  for  change 
when  sheltered  there,  he  writes  a  book 
and  a  poem,  full  of  the  recollections  and 
feelings  of  home — he  paints  the  friends 
and  scenes  of  his  youth,  and  peoples  Au- 
burn and  Wakefield  with  remembrances  of 
Lissoy.  Wander  he  must,  but  he  carries 
away  a  home-relic  with  him,  and  dies  with 
it  on  his  breast.  His  nature  is  truant ; 
in  repose  it  longs  for  change :  as  on  the 
journey  it  looks  back  for  friends  and  quiet. 
He  passes  to-day  in  building  an  air  castle 
for  to-morrow,  or  in  writing  yesterday's 
elegy;  and  he  would  fly  away  this  hour; 
but   that  a   cage  necessity  keeps  him. 


What  is  the  charm  of  his  verse,  of  his 
style,  and  humour?  His  sweet  regrets, 
his  delicate  compassion,  his  soft  smile,  his 
tremulous  sympathy,  the  weakness  which 
he  owns?  Your  love  for  him  is  half  pity. 
You  come  hot  and  tired  from  the  day's 
battle,  and  this  sweet  minstrel  sings  to 
you.  Who  could  harm  the  kind  vagrant 
harper?  Whom  did  he  ever  hurt?  He 
carries  no  weapon — save  the  harp  on 
which  he  plays  to  you ;  and  with  which  he 
delights  great  and  humble,  young  and  old, 
the  Captains  in  the  tents,  or  the  soldiers 
round  the  fire,  or  the  women  and  children 
in  the  villages,  at  whose  porches  he  stops 
and  sings  his  simple  songs  of  love  and 
beauty. — Thackeray,  Wiluam  Make- 
peace, 1853,  The  English  Humourists  of 
the  Eighteenth  Century. 

Forgettest  thon  thy  bard  who,  hurried  home 
From  distant  lands  and,  bent  by  poverty, 
Reposed  among  the  quiet  scenes  he  loved 
In  native  Auburn,  nor  disdain'd  to  join 
The  village  dancers  on  the  sanded  floor? 
No  poet  since  hath  Nature  drawn  so  close 
To  her  pure  bosom  as  her  Oliver. 

— ^Landor,  Walter  Savage,  1863,  Erin. 

It  is  his  name  only,  not  his  dust,  that 
is  mingled  with  the  Poets.  He  lies  on  the 
north  side  of  the  Temple  Church,  under  a 
gravestone  erected  in  this  century.  But 
"whatever  he  wrote,  he  did  it  better 
than  any  other  man  could  do.  He  de- 
served a  place  in  Westminster  Abbey, 
and  every  year  he  lived  would  have  de- 
served it  better."  It  had  been  intended 
that  he  should  have  his  burial  in  the 
Abbey,  but  the  money  which  a  public 
funeral  would  have  cost  was  reserved  for 
his  monument.  It  is  on  the  south  wall  of 
the  South  Transept — in  a  situation 
selected  by  the  most  artistic,  and  with  an 
inscription  composed  by  the  most  learned, 
of  his  admirers.  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds 
fixed  the  place.  Dr.  Johnson  exemplified, 
in  his  inscription,  the  rule  which  he  had 
sternly  laid  down  for  others,  by  writing  it 
not  in  English,  but  in  Latin.  In  vain  was 
the  famous  round-robin  addressed  to  him 
by  all  his  friends.— Stanley,  Arthur 
Penrhyn,  1867-96,  Historical  Memorials 
qf  Westminster  Abbey,  p.  278. 

On  this  occasion  [a  trip  to  the  Conti- 
nent] he  went  as  one  of  a  family-party, 
with  Mrs.  Homeck,  a  widow  lady,  whose 
acquaintance  he  had  recently  made 
through  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  and  her  two 
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daughters,  beautiful  girls  of  twenty  and 
eighteen  respectively.  The  elder,  for 
whom  Goldsmith  had  invented  the  playful 
name  of  ''Little  Comedy/'  was  engaged  to 
be  married  to  a  Mr.  Bunbury ;  the  younger, 
Mary  Horneck,  or  **The  Jessamy  Bride," 
as  Goldsmith  called  her,  was  unengaged, 
and — !  Well,  who  knows?  Of  no  femi- 
nine creature,  at  all  events,  save  this 
*' Jessamy  Bride,"  do  we  hear,  in  all  Gold- 
smith's life,  so  near  to  him,  and  in  such 
circumstances,  that  the  world  can  fancy 
he  was  in  love  with  her  and  can  wish 
that  they  had  wedded.  '*The  Jessamy 
Bride !"  what  a  suggestion  of  the  jasmine- 
flower,  of  gracefulness  and  white  muslin, 
the  very  sound  of  her  name !  Poor,  plain, 
mean-looking  Goldy ! — two-and-forty  years 
of  age,  too ! — did  he  only  look  and  sigh, 
and  know  it  to  be  hopeless?  .  .  . 
When  she  was  engaged,  which  was  not 
till  a  year  after  Goldsmith's  death,  it  was 
to  a  Colonel  Gwyn,  whose  wife  she  be- 
came about  three  years  after  that.  She 
was  alive  as  late  as  1840,  having  survived 
Goldsmith  sixty-six  years.  She  talked  of 
him  fondly  to  the  last. — Masson,  David, 
1868,  2%€  Miscellaneous  Works  of  Oliver 
Goldsmith,  Memoir,  pp.  xlvii,  xlviii. 

Of  no  man  who  has  left  so  great  a  rep- 
utation, who  was  possessed  of  so  much 
wit,  who  had  in  so  eminent  a  degree  the 
power  to  delight,  is  there  so  little  testi- 
mony to  his  genius  to  be  found  outside  his 
books.  Though  conscious  of  his  own  in- 
capacity for  conversation,  he  persisted  in 
talking  and  blundering.  He  had  little  lit- 
erature, yet  his  vanity  was  too  great  to 
allow  him  to  disguise  his  ignorance.  He 
argued  when  he  had  no  facts ;  he  doubted 
when  there  was  no  room  for  disbelief ;  he 
affirmed  where  he  had  not  the  means  to 
prove.  His  generosity  was  attributed  to 
vanity;  and  even  vanity,  his  friends 
thought,  was  too  moderate  a  term  to  ap- 
ply to  a  quality  which  rendered  a  man 
unjust  to  many  that  he  might  gain  the 
applause  of  a  few. — Russell,  William 
Clark,  1871,  The  Book  qf  Authors,  p. 
279,  note. 

The  4th  of  April,  1874,  was  the  cen- 
tennial anniversary  of  Goldsmith's  death ; 
and  the  recurrence  of  the  date  has  been 
made  the  occasion^  in  England,  of  rearing 
a  public  monument  to  him  who,  after  the 
lapse  of  a  hundred  years,  is  still  the  best- 
known  and  best-beloved  writer  of  his  age. 


.  .  .  Whatever  affection  we  may  have 
for  the  generous  and  great-hearted  nature 
of  the  man,  and  whatever  the  admiration 
his  literary  masterpieces  may  command, 
the  world  is,  after  all,  chiefly  interested 
in  Goldsmith's  career  as  representing  the 
condition  of  literature  and  literary  men 
in  the  middle  of  the  eighteenth  century. 
— TowLE,  George  M.,  1874,  Oliver  Gold- 
smith, Appleton^s  Journal,  vol.  11,  p.  459. 

It  is  amusing  to  find  the  harebrained 
character  of  the  family  repeated  in  the 
generation  which  succeeded  Oliver  Gold- 
smith. His  nephew.  Lieutenant  GoM- 
smith,  R.  N.,  in  1824  resolved  to  try 
whether  an  ancient  Cornish  prophecy  was 
true,  that  the  famous  Liogan  Stone  would 
never  be  overturned  by  human  strength : 
and,  aided  by  a  party  of  his  seamen,  he 
succeeded  in  rolling  over  this  load  of  about 
seventy  tons.  The  practical  joke  proved 
no  joke  to  its  perpetrator.  He  was  ordered 
by  the  Admiralty  to  reinstate  the  Logan 
Stone  in  its  proper  site,  and  hence  in- 
curred debts  which  he  only  paid  off  shortly 
before  his  decease. — Rossetti,  Wiluam 
Michael,  1878,  Lives  qf  Famous  Poets, 
p.  162,  note. 

His  name  1^  been  used  to  glorify  a 
sham  Bohemianism — a  Bohemianism  that 
finds  it  easy  to  live  in  taverns,  but  does 
not  find  it  easy,  so  far  as  one  sees,  to 
write  poems  like  the  ''Deserted  Village." 
His  experiences  as  an  author  have  been 
brought  forward  to  swell  the  cry  about 
neglected  genius — that  is,  by  writers  who 
assume  their  genius  in  order  to  prove  the 
neglect.  The  misery  that  occasionally 
befell  him  during  his  wayward  career  has 
been  made  the  basis  of  an  accusation 
against  society,  the  English  constitution, 
Christianity — Heaven  knows  what.  It  is 
time  to  have  done  with  all  this  nonsense. 
Goldsmith  resorted  to  the  hack-work  of 
literature  when  everything  else  had  failed 
him;  and  he  was  fairly  paid  for  it 
When  he  did  better  work,  when  he  ''struck 
for  honest  fame,"  the  nation  gave  him  all 
the  honor  that  he  could  have  desired. 
With  an  assured  reputation,  and  with 
ample  means  of  subsistence,  he  obtained 
entrance  into  the  most  distinguished 
society  then  in  England — he  was  made  the 
friend  of  England's  greatest  in  the  arts 
and  literature— and  could  have  confined 
himself  to  that  society  exclusively  if  he 
had  chosen.    His  temperament,  no  doubt. 
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exposed  him  to  suffering ;  and  the  exqui- 
site sensitiveness  of  a  man  of  genius  may 
demand  our  sympathy ;  but  in  far  greater 
measure  is  our  sympathy  demanded  for 
the  thousands  upon  thousands  of  people 
who,  from  illness  or  nervous  excitability, 
suffer  from  quite  as  keen  a  sensitiveness 
without  the  consolation  of  the  fame  that 
genius  brings.— Black,  Wiluabi,  1879, 
Goldsmith  {English  Men(fLetters)/p.  150. 

As  fabled  beasts  before  the  lyre 

Fell  prone,  so  wemt  and  hunger  fled; 
The  way  was  free  to  his  desire, 

And  he  like  one  with  manna  fed. 
The  world,  the  world,  for  him  was  meant; 

Cathedral  towers,  and  Alpine  torrents! 
He  trod  a  measure  as  he  went. 

And  piped  and  sang  his  way  to  Florence! 
Great  wit  and  scholar  though  he  be, 

I  love,  of  all  his  famous  days. 
This  time  of  simple  vagrancy 

Ere  youth  and  bliss  had  parted  ways. 
With  what  a  careless  heart  he  strayed, 

Light  as  the  down  upon  a  thistle. 
Made  other  hearts  his  own,  and  paid 

His  way  through  Eurox)e  with  a  whistle  I 

— Spofford,  Harriet  Prescott,  1887, 
GddsmiOCs  Whistle^  Ballads  about  Au- 
tharSf  p.  25. 

Near  the  Temple  Church,  in  a  green 
spot  among  the  buildings,*  a  plain  stone 
laid  fiat  on  the  turf  bears  these  words : 
"Here  lies  Oliver  Goldsmith.'*  I  believe 
doubt  has  been  thrown  upon  the  statement 
that  Goldsmith  was  buried  in  that  place, 
but,  as  some  poet  ought  to  have  written, 

Where  douht  is  disenchantment 

'Tis  wisdom  to  believe. 

We  do  not  "drop  a  tear"  so  often  as 
our  Delia  Cruscan  predecessors,  but  the 
memory  of  the  author  of  the  "Vicar  of 
Wakefield"  stirred  my  feelings  more  than 
a  whole  army  of  crusaders  would  have 
done.— Holmes,  Ouver  Wendell,  1887- 
91,  Our  Hundred  Days  in  Ewropey  p.  154. 

That  Boswell  had  some  prejudice  against 
Goldsmith,  partly  due  to  jealousy  of  his 
intimacy  with  Johnson,  talks  of  him  with 
an  absurd  affectation  of  superiority,  and 
dwells  too  much  on  his  foibles,  is  no  doubt 
true.  The  portrait  may  be  slightly  carica- 
tured ;  but  the  substantial  likeness  is  not 
doubtful.  It  would  be  as  ill-judged  to 
dispute  Goldsmith's  foibles  as  to  assert 
that  Uncle  Toby  was  above  a  weakness  for 
his  hobby.  Goldsmith,  no  doubt,  often 
blundered  in  conversation ;  went  on  with- 
out knowing  how  he  should  come  off,  and 


displayed  ignorance  when  trying  to  "get 
in  and  shine."  Reynolds  admitted  the 
fact  by  explaining  it  as  intended  to  dimin- 
ish the  awe  which  insolates  an  author. 
On  such  a  question  there  can  be  no  appeal 
from  the  unanimous  judgment  of  contem- 
poraries. But  all  this  is  perfectly  com- 
patible with  his  having  frequently  made 
the  excellent  hits  reported  by  Boswell. 
The  statements  that  he  was  jealous  of  the 
admiration  excited  by  pretty  women  or 
puppet-shows,  are  probably  exaggerations 
or  misunderstandings  of  humorous  re- 
marks. But  he  was  clearly  vain,  acutely 
sensitive  to  neglect,  and  hostile  to  criti- 
cism; fond  of  splendid  garments,  as  ap- 
pears from  the  testimony  of  his  tailors' 
bills,  printed  by  Prior;  and  occasionally 
jealous,  so  far  as  jealousy  can  coexist  with 
absolute  guilelessness  and  freedom  from 
the  slightest  tinge  of  malice.  His  charity 
seems  to  have  been  pushed  beyond  the 
limits  of  prudence,  and  all  who  knew  him 
testify  to  the  singular  kindliness  of  his 
nature.  According  to  Cradock  he  indulged 
in  gambling.  He  was  certainly  not  reten- 
tive of  money ;  but  his  extravagance  went 
naturally  with  an  expansive  and  sympa- 
thetic character  open  to  all  social 
impulses.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1890,  Dic- 
tionary of  National  Biography,  vol.  xxii, 
p.  93. 

A  stolid  physician,  called  in  consulta- 
tion in  those  last  days,  and  seeing  his  dis- 
ordered state,  asked,  ''If  his  mind  was  at 
ease  ?"  Mind  at  ease !  Surely  a  rasping 
question  to  put  to  a  man  whose  pulse  is 
thumping  toward  the  hundreds,  whose 
purse  is  empty,  plans  broken  up,  credit 
gone,  debts  crowding  him  at  every  point, 
pains  racking  him,  and  the  grimy  Fleet 
Prison  close  by,  throwing  its  shadow 
straight  across  his  path.  No,  his  mind  is 
not  at  ease;  and  the  pulse  does  gallop 
faster  and  faster,  and  harder  and  harder 
to  the  end ;  when,  let  us  hope — ease  did 
come,  and — God  willing — ''Rest  for  the 
weary.  "—Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1895, 
English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  Queen 
Anne  and  the  Georges,  p.  134. 

Let  him  who  wishes  preach  a  sermon  on 
this  story.  But  there  you  have  it.  "A 
^brother  in  Ireland  who  needs  help. "  The 
brother  in  London,  the  brother  in  America, 
the  brother  in  Ireland  who  needs  help. 
All  men  were  his  brothers,  and  those 
who  needed  help  were  first  in  his  mind. 
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—Hubbard,  Elbert,  1895,  lAUk  Jour- 
Tieys,  p.  336. 

As  those  who  knew  Charles  Lamb  inti- 
mately, loved  him  and  delighted  in  his 
friendship  in  spite  of  his  weaknesses,  his 
irregular  life  and  his  bad  pons,  so  the 
personal  friends  of  Oliver  Goldsmith  were 
always  willing  to  pass  by  his  many  faults 
and  admire  and  love  the  great  and  lovable 
qualities  of  the  man.  .  .  •  Because 
among  the  virtues  were  also  strewn  some 
not  inconsiderable  vices,  and  because  a 
bad  name  is  less  easy  to  be  rid  of  than  a 
good  one,  the  character  of  ''poor  Goldy" 
has  been  more  or  less  twisted  and  turned 
and  warped  out  of  shape  during  the  years, 
and  he  is  perhaps  better  known  as  the 
'' inspired  idiot"  than  as  a  man  of  many 
high  and  noble  qualities.— Gable,  Lucy 
Leffingwell,  1900,  IMerary  Biography^ 
The  Book  Buyer,  vol.  20,  p.  395. 

POLITE  LEARNING 
1769 

It  is  the  first  publication  of  Goldsmith's 
in  which  one  need  now  look  for  anything 
of  his  real  mind,  and  is  still  well  worth 
reading.— Masson,  David,  1868,  The 
MisceUuneotu  Work$  qf  Oliver  GddmwUh, 
Memoir,  p.  xxvii. 

Clouds  of  adversity  were  about  Gold- 
smith in  April,  1759,  when  the  '^  Enquiry 
into  the  Present  State  of  Polite  Learning 
in  Europe"  was  published  by  Dodsley,  in 
12mo.,  without  its  author's  name  upon  the 
title-page.  The  little  book  is  interesting, 
as  it  represents  the  beginning  of  Gold- 
smith's true  life  as  a  writer.  It  was  sug- 
gested by  the  fact  that  in  his  year  of  travel 
he  had  seen  something  of  Ehirope.  He  blun- 
ders boldly,  speaks  of  Celtic  as  the  lan- 
guage of  the  Eddas,  and  finds  in  Dante, 
who  "addressed  a  barbarous  people  in  a 
method  suited  to  their  apprehensions,"  a 
strange  mixture  of  good  sense  and  ab- 
surdity. '*The  truth  is,  he  owes  most  of  his 
reputation  to  the  obscurity  of  the  times 
in  which  he  lived.  As  in  the  land  of 
Benin  a  man  may  pass  for  a  prodigy  of 
parts  who  can  read,  so  in  an  age  of  bar- 
barity a  small  degree  of  excellence  en- 
sures success."  Of  this  first  essay  of 
Goldsmith's  it  may  more  certainly  be  said 
that  there  is  a  strange  mixture  in  it  of 
good  sense  and  absurdity.  He  is  right  in 
the  main:  his  sympathies  are  with  the 
men  of  independent  thought,  and  he  sees 


clearly  the  fact  that  it  is  a  poor  time  in 
literature  when  criticism  leads  the  way.— 
MoRLEY,  Henry,  1885,  ed.,  The  Vicar  if 
Wakefieldy  Plays  and  Poems,  Introduction. 

Even  when  wrong,  Goldsmith  is  gener- 
ally half-way  right ;  and  this  is  especially 
true  of  the  critical  judgments  contained 
in  his  first  published  took.  The  impu- 
dence of  ''The  Enquiry"  (1759)  is  deli- 
cious.  What  this  young  Irishman,  fluting 
it  through  Europe  some  five  years  before, 
had  not  learned  about  the  ''Condition  of 
Polite  Learning,"  in  its  principal  coun- 
tries, might  fill  a  ponderous  folio.  What 
he  did  learn,  eked  out  with  harmless  mis- 
statement, flashes  of  inspiration,  and  a 
clever  argument  to  prove  that  criticism 
has  always  been  the  foe  of  letters,  man- 
aged to  fill  a  respectable  duodecimo,  and 
brought  him  to  the  notice  of  publishers 
and  scholars.— Gayley,  Charles  Mills, 
1897,  Library  qf  the  WarUTs  Best  LUera- 
ture,  ed.  Warner,  vol.  xi,  p.  6503. 

An  extraordinary  compound  of  good 
writing,  bad  taste,  ignorance,  mother-wit, 
and  literary  originality. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1898,  A  Short  History  rf  English 
Literature,  p.  617. 

CITIZEN  OF  THE  WORLD 
1762 

Goldsmith's  ''Citizen  of  the  World," 
like  all  his  works,  bears  the  stamp  of  the 
author's  mind.  It  does  not  ''go  about  to 
cozen  reputation  without  the  stamp  of 
merit."  He  is  more  observing,  more 
original,  more  natural  and  picturesque 
thsm  Johnson.  His  work  is  written  on 
the  model  of  the  "Persian  Letters,"  and 
contrives  to  give  an  abstracted  and  some- 
what perplexing  view  of  things,  by  pro- 
posing foreign  prepossessions  to  our  own, 
and  thus  stripping  objects  of  their  custo- 
mary disguises.  Whether  truth  is  elicited 
in  his  collision  of  contrary  absurdities,  I 
do  not  know ;  but  I  confess  the  process  is 
too  ambiguous  and  full  of  intricacy  to  be 
very  amusing  to  my  plain  understanding. 
For  light  summer  reading  it  is  like  walk- 
ing through  a  garden  full  of  traps  and  pit- 
falls. .  .  .  Beau  Tibbs,  a  prominent 
character  in  this  little  work,  is  the  best 
comic  sketch  since  the  time  of  Addison; 
unrivalled  in  his  finery,  his  vanity,  and  his 
poverty.— Hazutt,  Wiluam,  1818>  Lec- 
tures on  the  English  Comie  WrUers^  Lec' 
turev. 
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If  in  any  of  his  writings  Goldsmith 
could  be  truly  said  to  have  echoed  the 
measured  tone  of  Johnson,  it  was  prob- 
ably in  his  most  varied  and  agreeable 
•  *  Citizen  of  the  World, ' '  a  work  written  at 
a  period  when  his  genius  was  scarcely  yet 
independent  enough  to  allow  of  abjuring 
allegiance  to  the  reigning  powers  in  liter- 
ature. Yet  even  here  an  imitation  is  but 
sometimes  perceptible,  and  whenever  it 
occurred  was,  perhaps,  only  the  involun- 
tary work  of  the  ear  taking  up  the  rich 
and  elaborate  harmony  which  it  was  most 
accustomed  to  hear,  and  which,  in  those 
days,  was  seldom  heard  unaccompanied  by 
unqualified  manifestations  of  almost  rapt- 
urous approval.  ...  Of  that  gay 
and  sparkling  f acetiousness  which  he  him- 
self was  wont  to  admire  so  highly  in  other 
writers,  the  instances  in  this  collection 
are  innumerable.— Butler,  Prof.,  1836, 
Gallery  of  RliLstrioiLS  Irishmen,  Dublin 
University  Magazine,  vol.  7,  pp.  44,  45. 

One  of  the  most  exquisitely  written 
books  in  any  tongue. — Miller,  Hugh, 
1850,  Essays,  p.  79. 

If  Goldsmith  had  to  struggle  socially 
against  the  disadvantages  of  poverty,  in- 
tellectually it  cannot  be  doubted  that  pov- 
erty very  amply  compensated  him.  His 
circumstances  forced  him  to  be  an  unwill- 
ing spectator  of  scenes,  and  the  compan- 
ion of  men  of  whom  affluence  or  his  lazi- 
ness would  have  kept  him  ignorant.  His 
"Citizen  of  the  World,'*  indeed,  is  an 
epitome  of  London  life  as  it  was  exhibited 
to  the  observer  of  that  age. — Russell, 
WiLUAM  Clark,  1868,  Goldsmith  and  La 
Bruyire,  The  Argosy,  p.  265. 

As  a  satirist  he  was  more  like  Juvenal 
than  Horace,  and  we  may  well  doubt 
whether  he  would  have  been  able  to  set  off 
the  lucubrations  of  his  Indian  with  the 
felicitous  sportiveness  that  still  makes 
the  letters,  now  better  known  by  the  name 
under  which  they  were  subsequently  pub- 
lished in  a  collected  form,  of  ''The  Citizen 
of  the  World,"  the  most  popular  work  of 
their  class.— Yonge,  Charles  Duke,  1872, 
Three  Centuries  of  English  Literature, 
p.  65. 

THE  TRAVELLER 
1765 

Goldsmith  being  mentioned,  Johnson 
observed,  that  it  was  long  before  his  merit 
came  to  be  acknowledged.  That  he  once 
complained  to  him,  in  ludicrous  terms  of 


distress,  ''Whenever  I  write  anything,  the 
publick  make  a  point  to  know  nothing 
about  it:"  but  that  his  "Traveller" 
brought  him  into  high  reputation.  Lang- 
ton.  ''There  is  not  one  bad  line  in  that 
poem;  not  one  of  Dryden's  careless 
verses."  Sir  Joshua.  "I  was  glad  to 
hear  Charles  Fox  say,  it  was  one  of  the 
finest  poems  in  the  English  language." 
Langton.  "Why  was  you  glad?  You 
surely  had  no  doubt  of  this  before."  John- 
son. "No,  the  merit  of  'The  Traveller'  is 
so  well  established,  that  l^fr.  Fox's  praise 
cannot  augment  it,  nor  his  censure  dimin- 
ish it."— Johnson,  Samuel,  1778,  Life  by 
Boswell,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  in,  p.  286. 

The  partiality  of  his  friends  was  always 
against  him.  It  was  with  difficulty  we 
could  give  him  a  hearing.  Goldsmith  had 
no  settled  notions  upon  any  subject,  so 
he  talked  always  at  random.  It  seemed 
to  be  his  intention  to  blurt  out  whatever 
was  in  his  mind,  and  see  what  would  be- 
come of  it.  He  was  angry,  too,  when 
catched  in  an  absurdity;  but  it  did  not 
prevent  him  from  falling  into  another  the 
next  minute.  I  remember  Chamier,  after 
talking  with  him  for  some  time,  said, 
'*Well,  I  do  believe  he  wrote  this 
poem  himself :  and,  let  me  tell  you,  that 
is  believing  a  great  deal. ' '  Chamier  once 
asked  him,  what  he  meant  by  slow  the  last 
word  in  the  first  line  of  "The  Traveller," 

Remote,  nnfriended,  melancholy,  bIow. 

Did  he  mean  tardiness  of  locomotion? 
Goldsmith,  who  would  say  something  with- 
out consideration,  answered,  "Yes."  I 
was  sitting  by,  and  said,  "No,  Sir ;  you  do 
not  mean  tardiness  of  locomotion;  you 
mean,  that  sluggishness  of  mind  which 
comes  upon  a  man  in  solitude. ' '  Chamier 
believed  then  that  I  had  written  the  line 
as  much  as  if  he  had  seen  me  write  it. 
Goldsmith,  however,  was  a  man,  who, 
whatever  he  wrote,  did  it  better  than  any 
other  man  could  do.  He  deserved  a  place 
in  Westminster  Abbey,  and  every  year  he 
lived,  would  have  deserved  it  better.  He 
had,  indeed,  been  at  no  pains  to  fill  his 
mind  with  knowledge.  He  transplanted 
it  from  one  place  to  another ;  and  it  did 
not  settle  in  his  mind;  so  he  could  not 
tell  what  was  in  his  own  books. — Bos- 
WELL,  James,  1791-93,  L'^e  of  Johnson, 
ed.  Hill,  vol.  ra,  p.  286. 

Neither  the  ideas  nor  the  imagery  are 
very  new  or  striking,  but  it  is  exquisitely 
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versified  (in  the  rhymed  couplet) ;  and  its 
ease,  elegance,  and  tenderness  have  made 
many  passages  pass  into  the  memory  and 
language  of  society.  It  is  peculiarly  ad- 
mirable for  the  natural  succession  and 
connection  of  the  thoughts  and  images* 
one  seeming  to  rise  unforcedly,  and  to  be 
evolved,  from  the  other.  It  is  also  col- 
oured with  a  tender  haze,  so  to  say,  of 
soft  sentiment  and  pathos,  as  grateful  to 
the  mind  as  is  to  the  eye  the  blue  dimness 
that  softens  the  tints  of  a  distant  moun- 
tain-range. It  is  a  relief  to  the  reader 
after  Pope,  in  whom  the  objects  stand  out 
with  too  much  sharpness,  and  in  whom  we 
see  too  much  intense  activity  of  the  mere 
intellect  at  work.  Pope  is  daylight; 
Goldsmith  is  moonlight. — Shaw,  Thomas 
B.,  1847,  Outlines  ^  English  Literature^ 
p.  275. 

To  point  out  the  beauties  of  this  poem, 
would  be  to  comment  upon  every  passage ; 
and,  indeed,  it  may  be  safely  left  to  the 
admiration  of  its  myriad  readers.  Though 
praised  by  Johnson  and  successful  at  the 
start,  passing  in  a  few  months  through 
four  editions,  it  grew,  by  degrees,  like 
all  works  of  genius,  in  popular  estimation. 
The  best  test  of  its  merit  is  that  now,  after 
the  extraordinary  production  of  a  new 
race  of  poets  of  the  highest  powers  in  the 
nineteenth  century,  it  is  as  secure  of  ad- 
miration as  ever. — Duyckinck,  Evert 
A.,  1873,  Portrait  Gallery  rf  Eminent 
Men  and  Women,  vol.  I,  p.  39. 

The  very  first  line  of  the  poem  strikes 
a  key-note — there  is  in  it  a  pathetic  thrill 
of  distance,  and  regret,  and  longing ;  and  ' 
it  has  the  soft  musical  sound  that  pervades 
the  whole  composition. — Black,  Wil- 
UAM,  1879,  Goldsmith  (English  Men  cf 
Letters),  p.  71. 

When  Johnson  prunes  or  interpolates 
lines  in  the  *  *  Traveller, ' '  we  feel  as  though 
a  woodman's  axe  was  hacking  at  a  most 
delicate  piece  of  carving. — Stephen,  Lbs- 
lib,  1879,  Samuel  Johnson  (English  Men 
rf  Letters),  p.  78. 

Leaves  us  cold,  although  there  are  good 
lines  here  and  there.  .  .  •  We  seem 
to  be  remote  from  the  new  spirit  of  poetry 
as  we  read  this  rhymed  thesis  with  which 
the  simple-hearted  child-like,  merry  young 
Irishman  made  his  appearance  as  a  poet. 
In  order  to  be  esteemed  he  suppressed  all 
naturalness  and  simplicity,  and  posed  for 
a  philosopher,  with  a  full  command  of 


rhetorical  devices.— Perry,  Thosias  Ser- 
geant, 1883,  English  Literature  in  the 
Eighteenth  Century,  pp.  396,  397. 

VICAR  OF  WAKEFIELD 
1766 

The  I  Vicar  of  Wakefield.  |  A  Tale. 
Supposed  to  be  written  by  himself. 
Sperate  miseri,  cavete  felices.  j  Salis- 
bury :  I  Printed  by  B.  Collins,  |  for  F. 
Newbery,  in  Pater-Noster-Row,  London. 
I  mdcclxvi.— TrrLE  Page  to  First  Edi- 
tion, 1766. 

I  received  one  morning  a  message  from 
poor  Goldsmith  that  he  was  in  great  dis- 
tress, and  as  it  was  not  in  his  power  to  come 
to  me,  begging  that  I  would  come  to  him 
as  soon  as  possible.  I  sent  him  a  guinea, 
and  promised  to  come  to  him  directly. 
1  accordingly  went  as  soon  as  I  was  drest, 
and  found  that  his  landlady  had  arrested 
him  for  his  rent,  at  which  he  was  in  a 
violent  passion.  I  perceived  that  he  had 
already  changed  my  guinea,  and  had  got 
a  bottle  of  Madeira  and  a  glass  before 
him.  I  put  the  cork  into  the  bottle,  de- 
sired he  would  be  calrn^  and  began  to  talk 
to  him  of  the  means  by  which  he  might  be 
extricated.  He  then  told  me  that  he  had 
a  novel  ready  for  the  press,  which  he  pro- 
duced to  me.  I  looked  into  it,  and  saw 
its  merit ;  told  the  landlady  I  should  soon 
return,  and  having  gone  to  a  bookseller, 
sold  it  for  sixty  pounds.  I  brought  Gold- 
smith the  money,  and  he  discharged  his 
rent,  not  without  rating  his  landlady  in  a 
high  tone  for  having  used  him  so  ilL— 
Johnson,  Samuel^  1763,  Ljfe  by  Boswdl, 
ed.  HiU,  vol.  I,  p.  481. 

There  are  a  hundred  faults  in  this  thing; 
and  a  hundred  things  might  be  said  to 
prove  them  beauties.  But  it  is  needless. 
A  book  may  be  amusing  with  numerous 
errors,  or  it  may  be  dull  without  a  sin^ 
absurdity.  The  hero  of  this  piece  unites 
in  himself  the  three  greatest  characters 
upon  earth :  he  is  a  priest,  a  husbandman, 
and  the  father  of  a  family.  He  is  drawn 
as  ready  to  teach,  and  reiady  to  obey;  as 
simple  in  affluence,  and  majestic  in  adver- 
sity. In  this  age  of  opulence  and  refine- 
ment, whom  can  such  a  character  please? 
Such  as  are  fond  of  high  life,  will  torn 
with  disdain  from  the  simplicity  of  bis 
country  fireside.  Such  as  mistake  rib- 
aldry for  humor,  will  find  no  wit  in  his 
harmless  conversation ;  and  such  as  have 
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been  taught  to  deride  religion,  will  laugh 
at  one  whose  chief  stores  of  comfort  are 
drawn  from  futurity.— Goldsmith,  Oli- 
ver, 1766,  The  Vicar  qf  Wakefield,  Ad- 
vertisement. 

I  have  this  very  moment  finished  read- 
ing a  novel  call'd  the  **  Vicar  of  Wake- 
field." It  was  wrote  by  Dr.  Goldsmith. 
His  style  is  rational  and  sensible,  and  I 
knew  it  again  immediately.  This  book  is 
of  a  very  singular  kind — I  own  I  began  it 
with  distaste  and  disrelish,  having  just 
read  the  elegant  Letters  of  Henry, — the 
beginning  of  it,  even  disgusted  me, — he 
mentions  his  wife  with  such  indifference — 
such  contempt — the  contrast  of  Henry's 
treatment  of  Frances  struck  me — the 
more  so,  as  it  is  real — ^while  this  tale  is 
fictitious — and  then  the  style  of  the  latter 
is  so  elegantly  natural,  so  tenderly  manly, 
so  unassumingly  rational,— I  own  I  was 
tempted  to  thro'  the  book  aside — but 
there  was  something  in  the  situation  of 
his  family,  which  if  it  did  not  interest  me, 
at  least  drew  me  on — and  as  I  proceeded, 
I  was  better  pleased. — The  description  of 
his  rural  felicity,  his  simple,  unaffected 
contentment — and  family  domestic  happi- 
ness, gave  me  much  pleasure — but  still,  I 
was  not  satisfied,  a  something  was  wanted 
to  make  the  book  satisfy  me — to  make  me 
feel  for  the  Vicar  in  ever  line  he  writes, 
nevertheless,  before  I  was  half  thro'  the 
first  volume,  I  was,  as  I  may  truly  express 
myself,  surprised  into  tears,  and  in  the 
second  volume  I  really  sobb'd.  It  appears 
to  me,  to  be  impossible  any  person  could 
read  this  book  thro'  with  a  diy  eye,  at  the 
same  time  the  best  part  of  it  is  that 
which  turns  one's  griefs  out  of  doors,  to 
open  them  to  laughter. — Burney,  Fran- 
ces, 1768,  Early  Diary,  ed.  Ellis,  voL  I, 
p.  12. 

We  had  lately  a  poet  of  the  same  name 
with  the  person  just  mentioned,  perhaps 
of  the  same  family,  but  by  no  means  of 
the  same  character.  His  writings,  in 
general,  are  much  esteemed;  but  his 
poetry  is  greatly  admired.  Few  trage- 
dies have  been  read  with  stronger  emo- 
tions of  pity  than  the  distressful  scenes 
in  the  "Vicar  of  Wakefield ;"  yet  we  can- 
not but  regret. that  the  author  of  the 
"Traveller"  should  have  undervalued  his 
genius  so  far  as  to  write  a  romance. — 
Granger,  James,  1769-1824,  Biographical 
History  (f  England^  vol.  iv,  p,  40,  note. 

4QB 


In  the  meantime  I  will  hope  the  best,  and 
endeavour  to  pursue  Oliver  Cromwell, 
through  all  his  crooked  paths.  I  have 
gone  but  a  short  way,  my  attention 
having  been  completely  engrossed  by  a 
book  that  has  bewitched  me  for  the  time ; 
it  is  the  ''Vicar  of  Wakefield,  '*  which  you 
must  certainly  read.  Goldsmith  puts  one 
in  mind  of  Shakspeare ;  his  narrative  is 
improbable  and  absurd  in  many  instances, 
yet  all  his  characters  do  and  say  so  exactly 
what  might  be  supposed  of  them,  if  so 
circumstanced,  that  you  willingly  resign 
your  mind  to  the  sway  of  this  pleasing 
enchanter;  laugh  heartily  at  improbable 
incidents,  and  weep  bitterly  for  impossi- 
ble distresses.  But  his  personages  have  all 
so  much  nature  about  them !  Keep  your 
gravity  if  you  can,  when  Moses  is  going 
to  market  with  the  colt,  in  his  waistcoat 
of  gosling-green ;  when  the  Vicar's  family 
make  the  notable  procession  on  Blackberry 
and  his  companion;  or,  when  the  fine 
ladies  dazzle  the  Flamboroughs  with  taste, 
Shakspeare,  and  the  musical  glasses ;  not 
to  mention  the  polemical  triumphs  of  that 
redoubted  monogamist  the  Vicar.  'lis 
a  thousand  pities  Goldsmith  had  not 
patience,  or  art,  to  conclude  suitably  a 
story  so  happily  conducted ;  but  the  closing 
events  which  rush  on  so  precipitately,  are 
managed  with  so  little  skill,  and  wound 
up  in  such  a  hurried  and  really  bungling 
manner,  that  you  seem  hastily  awaked 
from  an  affecting  dream. — Grant,  Anne, 
1773,  Letters  from  the  Mountains,  Letter 
zx,  June  20. 

Now  Herder  came  [in  1770?]  and  to- 
gether with  his  great  knowledge  brought 
many  other  aids,  and  the  later  publications 
besides.  Among  these  he  announced  to 
us  the  ''Vicar  of  Wakefield"  as  an  excel- 
lent work,  with  the  German  translation  of 
which  he  would  make  us  acquainted  by 
reading  it  aloud  to  us  himself.  .  .  . 
The  delineation  of  this  character  [that  of 
the  ''excellent  Wakefield"]  on  his  course 
of  life  through  joys  and  sorrows,  the 
ever-increasing  interest  of-  the  story,  by 
the  combination  of  the  entirely  natural 
with  the  strange  and  the  singular,  make 
this  novel  one  of  the  best  which  has  ever 
been  written.  ...  I  may  suppose 
that  my  readers  know  this  work,  and  have 
it  in  memory ;  whoever  hears  it  named  for 
the  first  time  here,  as  well  as  he  who  is 
induced  to  read  it  again,  will  thank  me. 
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—Goethe,  Johann  Wolfgang,  1811-31, 
From  My  Own  Life^  tr.  Oxevford^  voL  I, 
bk.  X,  pp.  368,  369. 

His  "Vicar  of  Wakefield '^  has  charmed 
all  Europe.  What  reader  is  there  in  the 
civilized  world  who  is  not  the  better  for  the 
story  of  the  washes  which  the  worthy  Dr. 
Primrose  demolished  so  deliberately  with 
the  poker — for  the  knowledge  of  the 
guinea  which  the  Miss  Primroses  kept  un- 
changed in  their  pockets, — the  adventure 
of  the  picture  of  the  Vicar's  family,  which 
could  not  be  got  into  the  house, — and  that 
of  the  Flamborough  family,  all  painted 
with  oranges  in  their  hands — or  for  the 
story  of  the  case  of  shagreen  spectacles 
and  the  cosmogony? — Hazlitt,  William, 
1818,  Lectures  on  the  English  PoetSy  Lec- 
ture vi. 

But  whatever  defects  occur  in  the  tenor 
of  the  story,  the  admirable  ease  and 
grace  of  the  narrative,  as  well  as  the 
pleasing  truth  with  which  the  principal 
characters  are  designed,  make  the ''Vicar 
of  Wakefield"  one  of  the  most  delicious 
morsels  of  fictitious  composition  on  which 
the  human  mind  was  ever  employed. 
.  .  .  We  read  the  "Vicar  of  Wake- 
field" in  youth  and  in  age — we  return  to 
it  again,  and  bless  the  memory  of  an 
author  who  contrives  so  well  to  reconcile 
us  to  human  nature.  .  .  .  The  wreath 
of  Goldsmith  is  unsullied;  he  wrote  to 
exalt  virtue  and  expose  vice ;  and  he  ac- 
complished his  task  in  a  manner  which 
raises  him  to  the  highest  rank  among 
British  authors. —ScoTT,  Sir  Walter, 
1823,  Olii^r  Goldsmith. 

Our  only  English  poet  of  the  period  was 
Goldsmith ;  a  pure,  clear,  genuine  spirit, 
had  he  been  of  depth  or  strength  suffi- 
cient: his  ** Vicar  of  Wakefield"  remains 
the  best  of  all  modern  Idyls,  but  it  is  and 
was  nothing  more. — Carlyle,  Thomas, 
1828-69,  Goethe f  MiscellanieSf  vol.  i,  p. 
250. 

I  lately  chanced  to  fall  in  with  "The 
Vicar  of  Wakefield,"  and  felt  compelled 
to  read  the  little  book  over  again,  from 
beginning  to  end,  being  not  a  little 
affected  by  the  vivid  recollection  of  all 
that  I  have  owed  to  the  author,  for  the 
last  seventy  years.  The  influence  Gold- 
smith and  Sterne  exercised  upon  me,  just 
at  the  chief  point  of  my  development,  can- 
not be  estimated.  This  high,  benevolent 
irony,  this  just  and  comprehensive  way  of 


viewing  things,  this  gentleness  to  all 
opposition,  this  equanimity  under  every 
change,  and  whatever  else  all  the  kindred 
virtues  may  be  termed, — such  things 
were  a  most  admirable  training  for  me, 
and  surely  these  are  the  sentiments,  which 
in  the  end  lead  us  back  from  all  the  mis- 
taken paths  of  life.  By  the  way,  it  is 
strange  that  Yorick  should  incline  rather 
to  that  which  has  no  Form,  and  that  Gold- 
smith should  be  all  Form,  as  I  myself  as- 
pired to  be  when  the  worthy  Germans  had 
convinced  themselves,  that  the  peculiarity 
of  true  humour  is  to  have  no  Form.— 
Goethe,  Johann  Wolfgang,  1829,  Letter 
to  ZelteTy  Dec.  25,  tr.  Goleridge,  p.  381. 
s^  The  sphere  in  which  Goldsmith's  powers 
moved,  was  never  very  extensive,  but, 
within  it,  he  discovered  all  that  was  good, 
and  shed  on  it  the  tenderest  lights  of  his 
sympathizing  genius.  No  one  ever  ex- 
celled so  much  as  he  in  depicting  amiable 
follies  and  endearing  weaknesses.  His 
satire  makes  us  at  once  smile  at,  and  love 
all  that  he  so  tenderly  ridicules.  The 
good  Vicar's  trust  in  monogomy,  his  son's 
purchase  of  the  spectacles,  his  own  sale 
of  his  horse,  to  his  solemn  admirer  at  the 
fair ;  the  blameless  vanities  of  his  daugh- 
ters, and  his  resignation  under  his  accu- 
mulated sorrows,  are  among  the  best 
treasures  of  memory.  The  pastoral  scenes 
in  this  exquitsite  tale  are  the  sweetest  in 
the  world.  Thd  scents  of  the  hay  field, 
and  of  the  blossoming  hedge-rows,  seem 
to  come  freshly  to  our  senses.  The  whole 
romance  is  a  tenderly-coloured  picture, 
in  little,  of  human  nature's  most  genial 
qualities.  —  Talpourd,  Thomas  Noon, 
1842,  On  British  Novels  and  Romances, 
Oritiml  and  Miscellaneous  Writings,  p.  15. 

The  fable  is  indeed  one  of  the  worst 
that  ever  was  constructed.  It  wants,  not 
merely  that  probability  which  ought  to  be 
found  in  a  tale  of  common  English  life, 
but  that  consistency  which  ought  to  be 
found  even  in  the  wildest  fiction  about 
witches,  giants,  and  fairies. — Macaclay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1843,  Oliver  Gold- 
smith, Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 

Look  ye  now,  for  one  moment,  at  the  deep 
and  delicate  humor  of  Goldsmith.  How 
simple  at  his  touch  the  venial  infirmities 
and  vanity  of  this  good  Vicar  of  Wakefield 
live  lovingly  before  the  mind's  eye !  How 
we  sympathize  with  poor  Moses  in  that  deep 
trade  of  his  for  the  green  spectacles! 
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How  all  our  good  wishes  for  aspiring 
rusticity  thrill  for  the  showman  who 
would  let  his  bear  dance  only  to  the  genteel- 
est  tunes !— Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1845-71, 
Wit  and  Humor,  Literature  and  Ljfe^ 
p.  118. 

It  had  been  published  little  more  than 
four  years,  when  two  Germans  whose 
names  became  afterwards  world-famous, 
one  a  student  at  that  time  in  his  twen- 
tieth, the  other  a  graduate  in  his  twenty- 
fifth  year,  met  in  the  city  of  Stras- 
burg.  The  younger,  Johann  Wolfgang 
Goethe,  a  law-scholar  of  the  university, 
with  a  passion  for  literature,  sought 
knowledge  from  the  older,  Johann  Gott- 
fried Herder,  for  the  course  on  which 
he  was  moved  to  enter.  Herder,  a  severe 
and  masterly,  though  somewhat  cynical 
critic,  laughed  at  the  likings  of  the  young 
aspirant,  and  roused  him  to  other  aspira- 
tions. Producing  a  German  translation 
of  ''The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,"  he  read  it 
out  aloud  to  Goethe  in  a  manner  which 
was  peculiar  to  him ;  and,  as  the  incidents 
of  the  little  story  came  forth  in  his  seri- 
ous, simple  voice,  ...  a  new  ideal 
of  letters  and  of  life  arose  in  the  mind  of 
the  listener.  Years  passed  on ;  and  while 
that  younger  student  raised  up  and  re- 
established the  literature  of  his  country, 
and  came  at  last,  in  his  prime  and  in  his 
age,  to  be  acknowledged  for  the  wisest  of 
modem  men,  he  never  ceased  throughout 
to  confess  what  he  owed  to  those  old 
evenings  at  Strasburg.  The  strength 
which  can  conquer  circumstances;  the 
happy  wisdom  of  irony  which  elevates 
itself  above  every  object,  above  fortune 
and  misfortune,  good  and  evil,  life  and 
death,  and  attains  to  the  possession  of  a 
poetical  world,  first  visited  Goethe  in  the 
tone  with  which  Goldsmith's  tale  is  told. 
The  fiction  became  to  him  life's  first  real- 
ity. ...  He  remembered  it,  when, 
at  the  height  of  his  worldly  honour  and 
success,  he  made  his  written  Life  ( Wahr- 
heit  und  Dichtung)  record  what  a  bless- 
ing it  had  been  to  him ;  he  had  not  for- 
gotten it,  when,  some  twenty  years  ago, 
standing  at  the  age  of  eighty-one  on  the 
very  brink  of  the  grave,  he  told  a  friend 
that  in  the  decisive  moment  of  mental 
development,  **The  Vicar  of  Wakefield" 
had  formed  his  education,  and  that  he  had 
recently,  with  unabated  delight,  ''read 
the  charming  book  again  from  beginning 


to  end,  not  a  little  affected  by  the 
lively  recollection"  of  how  much  he  had 
been  indebted  to  the  author  seventy  [sixty] 
years  before. —Forster,  John,  1848, 
TTie  Life  and  Times  of  Oliver  Goldsmith^ 
vd.  I,  pp.  422,  423. 

How  contradictory  it  seems  that  this, 
one  of  the  most  delightful  pictures  of 
home  and  homefelt  happiness  should  be 
drawn  by  a  homeless  man ;  that  the  most 
amiable  picture  of  domestic  virtue  and  all 
the  endearments  of  the  married  state 
should  be  drawn  by  a  bachelor,  who  had 
been  severed  from  domestic  life  almost 
from  boyhood ;  that  one  of  the  most  ten- 
der, touching,  and  affecting  appeals  on 
behalf  of  female  loveliness  should  have 
been  made  by  a  man  whose  deficiency  in 
all  the  graces  of  person  and  manner 
seemed  to  mark  him  out  for  a  cynical 
disparager  of  the  sex. — Irving,  Wash- 
ington, 1849,  Oliver  Goldsmith,  p.  191. 

With  that  sweet  story  of  the  "Vicar  of 
Wakefield,"  he  has  found  entry  into  every 
castle  and  every  hamlet  in  jEhirope.  Not 
one  of  us,  however  busy  or  hard,  but  once 
or  twice  in  our  lives,  has  passed  an  even- 
ing with  him,  and  undergone  the  charm 
of  his  delightful  music. — Thackeray, 
WiLUAM  Makepeace,  1853,  The  English 
Humxmrists  cf  the  Eighteenth  Century. 

His  ''Vicar  of  Wakefield"  is  "a  prose 
idyl,"  somewhat  spoilt  by  phrases  too 
well  written,  but  at  bottom  as  homely  as 
a  Flemish  picture.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature,  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  ii,  bk.  iii,  eh.  vi,  p.  183. 

Goldsmith  alone  amongst  our  later  poets 
has  left  us  a  portrait  that  deserves  to  com- 
pare with  one  by  Chaucer.  It  is  that 
ever -charming  portrait  of  the  Village 
Preacher,  a  not  unworthy  pendant  of  the 
"Parson,"  by  which,  indeed,  it  was  indi- 
rectly inspired.  He  has  given  us  dupli- 
cates of  it  in  prose  in  the  persons  of  the 
Vicar  of  Wakefield  and  of  the  Man  in 
Black.  There  is  a  tradition  that  he  who 
sat  to  Chaucer  for  the  Parson  was  no  other 
than  Wicliffe.  It  seems  fairly  certain 
that  Goldsmith's  original  was  his  own 
father.  That  was  the  one  figure  he  could 
draw  with  the  utmost  skill,  the  deepest 
feeling.— Hales,  John  W.,  1873,  Notes 
and  Essays  on  Shakespeare,  p.  67. 

Dante  exhibits  great  fertility  in  situa- 
tions and  conjunctions ;  but,  besides  that 
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•uaiiv  oi  them  were  readv  to  his  hani  this 
kind  01  inventiveneiss  denotes  of  itself  no 
tine  creative  faculty.  It  is  the  necessary 
equipment  of  the  voluainoos  novelist. 
In  this  facilitv  and  abundance  'ioldsmith 
cuuld  not  have  copei  with  James  and 
Hulwer :  and  yet  the  *'  Vicar  of  Wakefield" 
(not  to  go  so  high  as  "Tristram  •Shandy" 
and  *'Don  Quixote"!  is  worth  all  their 
hundred  volumes  of  tales  put  tojjether. — 
Calvert,  George  H.,  liTo,  Essays 
.Estkdicaly  p.  120. 

And  the  wonder  is  that  Goldsmith  of  all 
men  should  have  produced  such  a  perfect 
picture  of  domestic  life.  What  had  his  own 
life  been  but  a  moving  about  between  gar- 
ret and  tavern,  between  bachelor*3  lodg- 
ings and  clubs?  Where  had  he  seen — 
unless,  indeed,  he  looked  back  through 
the  mist  of  years  to  the  scenes  of  his 
childhood — all  this  gentle  government,  and 
wise  blindness ;  all  this  affection,  and  con- 
sideration, and  respect?  There  is  as 
much  human  nature  in  the  character  of 
the  Vicar  alone  as  would  have  furnished 
any  fifty  of  the  novels  of  that  day,  or  of 
this. — Black,  Wiluam,  1879,  Goldsmith 
iEngliih  Men  (f  L/Etters),  p.  82. 

But  to  return  to  our  sketch  of  English 
fiction,  it  is  now  delightful  to  find  a 
snowdrop  springing  from  this  muck  of  the 
classics.  In  the  year  1766  appeared  Gold- 
smith's *•  Vicar  of  Wakefield." — Lanier, 
SiD.VEY,  1**81,  The  English  Xorel,  p.  189. 

Xo  novelist  has  more  deeply  imbued  his 
work  with  his  own  genius  and  spirit,  and 
none  have  had  a  more  beneficent  genius, 
nor  a  more  beautiful  spirit  to  impart  than 
the  author  of  "The  Deserted  Village." 
The  exquisite  style,  the  delicate  choice  of 
words,  the  amiability  of  sentiment,  so 
peculiarly  his  own,  and  so  well  suited  to 
express  the  simple  beauty  of  his  thoughts, 
gave  a  charm  to  the  work  which  familiar- 
ity can  only  endear.— Tuckerm an.  Bay- 
ard, 1SS2,  A  Hiitary  cf  English  Prose 
Fiction,  p.  23S. 

Dr.  Primrose  and  his  wife,  Olivia  and 
S^ophia,  Moses  ^ith  his  white  stockings 
and  black  ribb«3n,  Mr.  Burchell  and  his 
immortal  **Fud;?e,"  My  Lady  Blarney 
and  Miss  Carolina  Wilhelmina  Amelia 
Skeggs— have  all  become  hous-^bold  '.vords. 
The  family  picture  that  could  not  be  got 
the  house  when  it  was  painted :  the 
t  was  sold  for  a  gross  of  green 


spectacles:  the  patter  about  Sanchom- 
thon,  Manetho,  Berosus,  and  rHr^il:is 
Lucanus,  with  the  other  humours  of  i:r. 
Ephraim  Jenkinson— these  are  part  of  c-r 
stock  speech  and  current  illustraricr.. 
Whether  the  book  is  still  much  read  :: 
would  be  hard  to  say.  for  when  a  work 
has,  so  to  speak,  entered  into  the  bleed 
of  a  literature,  it  is  often  more  recollected 
and  transmitted  bv  oral  tradition  than 
actually  studied.  But  in  spite  of  the  ii- 
consistencies  of  the  plot,  and  the  incoher- 
encies  of  the  story,  it  remains,  and  wi;! 
continue  to  be.  one  of  the  first  of  o::r 
English  classics.  Its  sweet  humanity.  i:s 
simplicity,  its  wisdom  and  its  commor.- 
sense,  its  happy  mingling  of  character  and 
Christianity,  will  keep  it  sweet  long  after 
more  ambitious,  and  in  many  respects 
abler,  works  have  found  their  level  with 
the  great  democracy  of  the  forgotten.— 
DoBSON.  Austin,  iSSS,  Life  cf  Oliver 
Goldimithj  p.  IIS. 

"The  Vicar  of  Wakefield''  is  remarka- 
ble for  its  single  characters,  remarkable 
for  its  incidents  of  pathos  and  humour, 
but  has  no  substantial  development  of 
plot.  The  tangential  property  of  Gold- 
smithes  mind,  the  happy  Irish  inconse- 
quence, that  led  him  in  his  "Animated 
Nature'*  to  include  among  the  varieties 
of  the  human  race  dwarfs  and  giants, 
mummies  and  waxworks,  because  he  had 
seen  some  of  these  in  a  show  at  Chelsea, 
made  him  averse  to  all  rigid  or  reasoned 
structure  in  his  novel.  He  is  the  gayest 
and  wisest  of  companions  on  the  road,  all 
the  more  because  he  is  unaccustomed  to  a 
destination.— Raleigh,  Walter,  1S&4, 
The  English  Xorel,  p.  208, 

When  his  landladv  had  Goldsmith  ar- 
rested  for  debt,  the  only  possible  asset 
through  which  his  friend  Johnson  could 
hope  to  extricate  him  was  the  manuscript 
of  a  tale  which  Goldsmith  had  written,  but 
had  never  attempted  to  publish.  This 
Johnson  took  to  a  publisher  and  advised 
him  to  buy  it  for  sixty  pounds.  \\T:at 
would  have  been  poor  ♦loldsmith's  emotion 
could  he  have  looked  into  the  future  and 
witnessed  a  recent  event  which  todk^filace 
in  Germany :  the  editor  of  a  widely  circu- 
lated journal  there  took  the  votes  of  bis 
subscribers  as  to  their  favourite  boot 
and  this  same  tale  of  ^Goldsmith's — "The 
Vicar  or  Wakefield" — came  in  at  the  to? 
of  the  poll.— Keppel,  Frederick,  1S?4. 
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Sir  Joshua  Reynolds^  Scribner's  Magazine, 
vol,  15,  p.  96. 

When  I  first  read  the  ''Vicar  of  Wake- 
field" (for  I  have  since  read  it  several 
times,  and  hope  yet  to  read  it  many  times), 
I  found  its  persons  and  incidents  familiar, 
and  so  I  suppose  I  must  have  heard  it 
read.  It  is  still  for  me,  one  of  the  most 
modem  novels :  that  is  to  say,  one  of  the 
best.  It  is  unmistakably  ^ood  up  to  a 
certain  point,  and  then  unmistakably  bad, 
but  with  always  f;ood  enough  in  it  to  be 
forever  imperishable.  Kindness  and  gen- 
tleness are  never  out  of  fashion;  it  is 
these  in  Goldsmith  which  make  him  our 
contemporary,  and  it  is  worth  the  while 
of  any  young  person  presently  intending 
deathless  renown  to  take  a  little  thought 
of  them.  They  are  the  source  of  all  re- 
finement, and  I  do  not  believe  that  the 
best  art  in  any  kind  exists  without  them. 
The  style  is  the  man,  and  he  cannot  hide 
himself  in  any  garb  of  words  so  that  we 
shall  not  know  somehow  what  manner  of 
man  he  is  within  it ;  his  speech  betrayeth 
him,  not  only  as  to  his  country  and  his 
race,  but  more  subtly  yet  as  to  his  heart, 
and  the  loves  and  hates  of  his  heart.  As 
to  Goldsmith,  I  do  not  think  that  a  man 
of  harsh  and  arrogant  nature,  of  wordly 
and  selfish  soul,  could  ever  have  written 
his  style,  and  I  do  think  that,  in  far 
greater  measure  that  criticism  has  recog- 
nized, his  spiritual  quality,  his  essential 
friendliness,  expressed  itself  in  the  liter- 
ary beauty  that  wins  the  heart  as  well  as 
takes  the  fancy  in  his  work. — Ho  wells, 
William  Dean,  1895,  My  Literary  Pas- 
gionSy  p.  16. 

It  made  its  way,  not  because  Goldsmith 
had  written  it,  but  by  reason  of  its  domes- 
ticity and  the  simple  idyllic  charm  which 
attracts  in  any  age.  The  story  of  good 
prevailing  over  evil  as  he  told  it  was  new- 
old,  and  the  tale  of  sure  reward  for 
patient  submission  in  adversity  is  as  an- 
cient as  the  Book  of  Job.  Its  motive  is 
to  enforce  the  truth  that  heroism  of  soul 
may  rise  triumphant  over  the  vanities  and 
trials  of  daily  life.— RiGGS,  James  Gil- 
bert, 1896,  ed.y  The  Vicar  qf  WakefiM, 
Introduction^  p.  19. 

The  first  edition  of  Goldsmith's  "Vicar 
of  Wakefield,"  1766,  a  quarter  of  a  cen- 
tury ago  could  have  been  purchased  for  £5 ; 
eight  or  nine  years  ago  almost  twice  that 
sum  would    not    have  been    considered 


excessive ;  in  1891  a  copy  sold  at  Sotheby's 
for  £90,  and  in  May  1892  another  at  the 
same  place  went  to  £94. — Roberts,  W., 
1896,  Rare  Books  and  Their  Prices,  p.  25. 

Goldsmith's  ''Vicar  of  Wakefield," 
1766,  first  edition.  Mansfield-Mackenzie 
(1889),  £67.  T.  B.  T.  Hildyard  (1895), 
£56  (original  calf).  Alfred  Crampton 
(1896),  £65  (morocco  extra  by  Bedford). 
Rare  Books  and  MSS.  (Sotheby,  March 
1897),  £60  (original  calf).— Wheatley, 
Henry  B.,  1898,  Prices  of  Books,  p.  247. 

Richardson,  Fielding,  Smollett,  Wal- 
pole,  had  started  English  fiction  upon 
many  lines,  dealing  with  life  under  the 
most  varied  aspects  and  from  widely  dif- 
ferent points  of  view.  But  it  was  re- 
served for  Goldsmith  to  initiate  the  idyllic 
novel — to  portray  with  mingled  humour 
and  pathos  the  lives  and  doings  of  simple 
country  folk,  to  touch  the  actualities  of 
their  existence  with  the  transfiguring 
power  of  the  poet,  and  to  fill  his  descrip- 
tions with  deep  and  genuine  feeling,  bom 
of  closest  Sjrmpathy  with  the  things  of 
which  he  wrote.  Thus,  instead  of  follow- 
ing the  course  which  others  had  marked 
out,  he  established  a  fresh  point  of  de- 
parture. To  recognize  this  is  to  appre- 
ciate something  of  his  originality,  and  to 
understand  why  his  work  occupies  a  place 
by  itself  among  the  great  novels  of  the 
time.— Hudson,  William  Henry,  1898, 
ed.  GoldsmiOCs  Vicar  qf  Wak^iM,  Intro- 
duction, p.  xxii. 

As  a  humorist,  Goldsmith  set  himself 
squarely  against  his  contemporaries,  and, 
with  what  little  gall  there  was  in  him,  ex- 
pressly against  Sterne.  He  never  twitches 
at  our  nerves  with  the  sentimental 
scene,  but  relieves  his  deepest  pathos 
with  a  kindly  irony.  To  him  there  is  no 
humor  in  the  dash,  the  asterisk,  the  wink, 
and  the  riddle ;  his  sentences  always  have 
their  logic  and  their  rhythm.  He  de- 
spises ribaldry,  and  implies,  with  a  grain 
of  truth,  that  Sterne  is  only  a  second  Tom 
D'Urfey,  one  of  the  most  profane  of  Res- 
toration wits.— Cross,  Wilbur  L.,  1899, 
The  Development  of  the  English  Novel,  p.  80. 

Little  enough  was  Goldsmith  like  his 
own  hero,  the  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  save 
only  that  both  were  lovable;  and  in  no 
sense  is  "The  Vicar  of  Wakefield"  an  au- 
tobiography. It  is  an  imperishable  tale 
of  the  misfortunes  of  that  compound  of 
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wisdom  and  simplicity,  of  vanity  and 
unselfishness,  of  shrewdness  and  benevo- 
lence—the Vicar  of  Wakefield. — Stod- 
IMRD,  Franxis  Hovey,  1900,  The  Evolu- 
tion of  the  English  A  ore/,  p,  48. 

THE  HERMIT 

The  best  thinf^s  in  it  are  some  neat 
turns  of  moral  and  pathetic  sentiment, 
^ven  with  a  simple  conciseness  that  fits 
them  for  being  retained  in  the  memory. 
As  to  the  stor>%  it  has  little  fancy  or  con- 
trivance to  recommend  it. — Aikin,  John, 
IB^Jo  1  An  Esmy  on  the  Poetry  of  Goldsmith. 

Any  reader  of  the  ballad  who  pleases 
may  make  a  wry  face,  along  with  Kenrick 
of  Grub  street,  at  the  insipidity  of  Dr. 
<ioldsmith*s  negus,  and  may  seek  elsewhere 
some  livelier  liquor.  We  feel  differently, 
for  we  have  heard  this  ballad  in  the  open 
air  from  Mr.  liurchell's  manly  throat, 
while  Sophia  in  her  new  ribbons  languished 
in  the  hay.  To  us,  the  love-lorn  stranger 
is  an  eighteenth-century  cousin— and  so 
perhaps  a  little  modish — of  liosalind  and 
Viola.  Those  earlier  disguisers  bore 
themselves  no  doubt  more  gallantly,  with 
more  of  saucy  archness;  but  none  was 
more  sweetly  discovered  than  Goldsmith's 
pretty  pilgrim  by  her  mantling  blush,  and 
bashful  glance,  and  rising  breast. — Dow- 
DKN,  Edwaki>,  IssO,  The  English  Poets, 
ed.  Ward,  vol.  Ill,  p,  872. 

At  most  we  can  allow  it  accomplishment 
and  ease.  Iiut  its  sweetnes.s  has  grown  a 
little  insipid,  and  its  simplicity,  to  eyes 
unannointed  with  eighteenth-century  sym- 
pathy, l)order8  perilously  upon  the  ludi- 
crous.—Dobson,  ArsTiN,  1888,  Life  of 
Oliver  Goldsmith,  p.  108. 

THE  DESERTED  VILLAGE 

1770 

What  true  and  pretty  pastoral  images 
has  Goldsmith  in  his  **  Deserted  Village !" 
They  beat  all:  Pope,  and  Phillips,  and 
Si)enser  too,  in  my  opinion ;— That  is,  in 
the  pastoral,  for  I  go  no  farther.— Burke, 
Edmunp,  1780,  Ijetter  to  Shackleton,  May 
r» ;  Correspondence,  vol.  Ii,  p.  347. 

"The  Deserted  Village"  is  a  poem  far  in- 
ferior to  "The  Traveller,"  though  it  con- 
tains many  beautiful  passages.  I  do  not 
enter  into  its  pretensions  to  skill  in  poetical 
economy,  though,  in  that  respect,  it  con- 
tains a  strange  mixture  of  important 
truths.     My  business  is  with  the  poetry. 


Its  inferiority  to  its  predecessor  ["The 
Traveller"]  arises  from  its  comparative 
want  of  compression,  as  well  as  of  force 
and  novelty  of  imagery.  Its  tone  of  mel- 
ancholy is  more  sickly,  and  some  of  the 
descriptions  which  have  been  most  praised 
are  marked  by  all  the  poverty  and  flatness, 
and  indeed  are  peopled  with  the  sort  of 
comic  and  grotesque  figures,  of  a  Flemish 
landscape.— Br YDGES,  Sir  Samuel  Edger- 
Tox,  1808,  Life  qf  Goldsmith,  Censura  Lit- 
eraria. 

A  little  poem,  which  we  passionately 
received  into  our  circle,  allowed  us  from 
henceforward  to  think  of  nothing  else. 
Goldsmith's  ** Deserted  Village"  necessa- 
rily delighted  every  one  at  that  grade  of 
cultivation,  in  that  sphere  of  thought. 
Not  as  living  and  active,  but  as  a  departed, 
vanished  existence  was  described,  all  that 
one  so  readily  looked  upon,  that  one  loved, 
prized,  sought  passionately  in  the  present, 
to  take  part  in  it  with  the  cheerfulness  of 
youth.  Highdays  and  holidays  in  the 
country,  church  consecrations  and  fairs, 
the  solemn  assemblage  of  the  elders  under 
the  village  linden-tree,  supplanted  in  its 
turn  by  the  lively  delight  of  youth  in  danc- 
ing, while  the  more  educated  classes  show 
their  sympathy.  How  seemly  did  these 
pleasures  appear,  moderated  as  they  were 
by  an  excellent  country  pastor,  who  un- 
derstood how  to  smooth  down  and  remove 
all  that  went  too  far, — that  gave  occiision 
to  quarrel  and  dispute.  Here  again  we 
found  an  honest  Wakefield,  im  his  well- 
known  circle,  yet  no  longer  in  his  living 
bodily  form,  but  as  a  shadow  recalled  by 
the  soft  mournful  tones  of  the  elegiac 
poet.  The  very  thought  of  this  picture  is 
one  of  the  happiest  possible,  when  once 
the  design  is  formed  to  evoke  once  more 
an  innocent  past  with  a  graceful  melan- 
choly. And  in  this  kindly  endeavour,  how 
well  has  the  Englishman  snccc^ed  in 
every  sense  of  the  word !  I  shared  the 
enthusiasm  for  this  charming  poem  with 
Gotter,  who  was  more  felicitous  than  my- 
self with  the  translation  undertaken  by  us 
both ;  for  I  had  too  painfully  tried  to  imi- 
tate in  our  lansruage  the  delicate  signifi- 
cance of  the  original,  and  thus  had  well 
agreed  with  single  passages,  but  not  with 
the  whole.— Goethe,  Jouann  Wolfgan<;, 
ISll  31,  From  My  Own  Life,  tr.  Oxen- 
ford,  hk.  xii,  vol.  I,  p.  474. 

In  Goldsmith's    *' Deserted   Village," 
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much  entertainment  is  afforded,  and  com- 
passion excited,  by  the  inimitable  skill 
and  pathos  of  the  author  in  displaying  the 
characters,  pastimes,  wrongs,  and  suffer- 
ings of  the  natives  of ''Auburn:"  but  still 
the  reader  condescends  to  be  pleased,  or 
to  pity ;  and  the  poet  is  rather  their  advo- 
cate than  their  neighbour,  or  one  of 
themselves :  there  is  little  of/eZZot^^-feeling 
in  the  case.— Montgomery,  James,  1833, 
Lectures  an  General  Literature^  Poetry, 
etc.,  p.  165. 

The ''Deserted  Village"  is,  of  all  Gold- 
smith's productions,  unquestionably  the 
favorite.  It  carries  back  the  mind  to  the 
early  seasons  of  life,  and  re-asserts  the 
power  of  unsophisticated  tastes.  Hence, 
while  other  poems  grow  stale,  this  pre- 
serves its  charm.  ...  So  thoroughly 
did  the  author  revise  the  "Deserted  Vil- 
lage," that  not  a  single  original  line 
remained.  The  clearness  and  warmth  of 
his  style  is,  to  my  mind,  as  indicative  of 
Goldsmith's  truth,  as  the  candor  of  his 
character  or  the  sincerity  of  his  sex^i- 
ments.  It  has  been  said  of  Pitt's  elocti- 
tion,  that  it  had  the  effect  of  impressing 
one  with  the  idea  that  the  man  was  greater 
than  the  orator.  A  similar  influence  it 
seems  to  me  is  produced  by  the  harmoni- 
ous versification  and  elegant  diction  of 
Goldsmith. — Tuckerman,  Henry  Theo- 
dore, 1846-51,  Thoughts  on  the  Poets, 
pp.  xxii,  xxiii. 

The  sweet  and  tender  seriousness  of  the 
"Deserted  Village"  is  relieved  by  touches 
of  humor,  as  well  as  heightened  by  touches 
of  pathos ;  if  sorrow  disturb  the  heart,  it 
is  more  than  half  consoled  by  the  thought, 
that  gentle  or  happy  natures  will  find  or 
make  for  themselves  such  simple  and  un- 
exacting  pleasures,  wherever  their  lot 
may  be  cast.  And  then  the  personality 
which  we  cannot  help  attaching  to  this 
poem,  the  reflex  of  Goldsmith's  own  char- 
acter, private  history,  cherished  opinions 
and  tastes,  and  secret  sorrow—what  in- 
terest do  they  impart  to  every  line  of  it ! 
Spite  of  all  the  controversy  about  the 
identity  of  Auburn  and  Lissoy,  we  shall 
always  feel  that  the  former  is  the  scene 
of  the  poet's  early  life,  and  the  haven 
towards  which,  amid  the  storms  of  his 
struggling  existence,  his  eyes  were  ever 
turned. — Kirkland,  C.  M.,  1850,  Irving' s 
Life  of  Goldsmith,  North  American  Review, 
vd.  70,  p.  283. 


It  is  in  "The  Deserted  Village,"  his 
best  known  poem,  that  he  has  most  fully 
shown  the  grace  and  truthfulness  with 
which  he  could  touch  natural  scenes.  Lis- 
soy, an  Irish  village  where  the  poet's 
brother  had  a  living,  is  said  to  have  been 
the  original  from  which  he  drew.  In  the 
poem,  the  church  which  crowns  the  neigh- 
boring hill,  the  mill,  the  brook,  the  haw- 
thorn-tree, are  all  taken  straight  from 
the  outer  world.  The  features  of  Nature 
and  the  works  of  man,  the  parsonage,  the 
school-house,  the  ale-house,  all  harmonize 
in  one  picture,  and  though  the  feeling  of 
desolation  must  needs  be  a  melancholy  one, 
yet  it  is  wonderfully  varied  and  relieved 
by  the  uncolored  faithfulness  of  the  pic- 
tures from  Nature  and  the  kindly  humor 
of  those  of  man.  It  is  needless  to  quote 
from  a  poem  which  every  one  knows  so 
well.  The  verse  of  Pope  is  not  the  best 
vehicle  for  rural  description,  but  it  never 
was  employed  with  greater  grace  and 
transparency  than  in  **The  Deserted  \'il- 
lage."  In  that  poem  there  is  fine  feeling 
for  Nature,  in  her  homely  forms,  and 
truthful  descriptions  of  these,  but  beyond 
this  Goldsmith  does  not  venture.  The 
pathos  of  the  outward  world  in  its  con- 
nection with  man  is  there,  but  no  ref- 
erence to  the  meaning  of  Nature  in  itself, 
much  less  any  question  of  its  relation  to 
the  Divine  Being  and  a  supersensible 
world.— Shairp,  John  Campbell,  1877, 
On  Poetic  Interpretation  of  Nature,  p.  212. 

In  English  literature  there  is  nothing 
more  thoroughly  English  than  these  writ- 
ings produced  by  an  Irishman. — Black, 
William,  1879,  Goldsmith  (English  Men 
of  Letters),  p.  123. 

The  matter  is  of  more  importance  to 
him  than  the  manner;  and  at  the  same 
time  his  ear  for  music,  and  familiar  ac- 
quaintance with  good  models  have  enabled 
him  to  go  on  without  jarring  the  reader*s 
ear  with  crude  or  false  lines.     Figures  of 
speech  are  introduced  in  sufliciftTi^^  -  -^s  the 
but  alwaysover,  awi;  noney-wood   should 
and  never^  sympathy  in  his  misfortunes, 
cause  any  4  which  he  represses  it.     When 
applicatioi^ains  the  idea  of  giving  up  the 
stop  and  ^^  loveB  to  such   a  creature  as 
structions,  are  offended  with  him,  but  later 
words.     C  ^^  actually  pleads  for  his  rival 
of  his  mal^ichl^d  (she  taking  it  for  his 
again  into  ju^'ation),  his  conduct  provokes 
thought  of  Goldsmith  seems  to  have  felt 
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by  the  more  ambitious  masters  of  verse. 
He  is  strikingly  free  from  foreign  airs, uses 
no  metrical  variations  caught  from  the 
Continent,  and  yet,  by  skilfully  varying 
his  pauses,  avoidis  monotony  throughout. 
He  has  a  poet's  mastery  of  epithet.  .  .  . 
''The  Deserted  Village"  deserves  our 
careful  attention  from  the  deep  feeling 
in  its  thought,  the  music  in  its  lines,  and 
its  entire  freedom  from  affectation.  It 
stands  for  itself,  a  graceful  example  of 
true  English  literature. — Gregory,  War- 
ren Penno,  1894,  ed.  Oliver  Goldsmith's 
Traveller  and  Deserted  Village,  pp,  43-44. 
We  do  not  read ''The  Deserted  Village" 
for  its  Political  Economy :  we  read  it  for 
its  idyllic  sweetness ;  for  its  portraits  of 
the  village  preacher,  of  the  village  school- 
master, of  the  country  inn ;  for  its  pathetic 
description  of  the  poor  emigrants;  for 
the  tender  and  noble  feeling  with  which 
Goldsmith  closes  the  poem  in  his  Farewell 
to  Poetry.— Syle,  L.  DuPont,  1894, 
Prom  MiUon  to  Tennyson,  Notes,  p.  70. 

HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND 
1771 

I  have  published,  or  Davies  has  published 
for  me,  an  "Abridgment  of  the  History 
of  England,"  for  which  I  have  beefi'a 
good  deal  abused  in  the  newspapers,  for 
betraying  the  liberties  of  the  people. 
God  knows  I  had  no  thought  for  or 
against  liberty  in  my  head ;  my  whole  aim 
being  to  make  up  a  book  of  a  decent  size, 
that,  as  Squire  Richard  says,  would  do  no 
harm  to  nobody.  However,  they  set  me 
down  as  an  arrant  Tory,  and  consequently 
an  honest  man.  When  you  come  to  look 
at  any  part  of  it,  you'll  say  that  I  am  a 
sore  Whig.— Goldsmith,  Ouver,  1772, 
Letter  to  Bennet  Langton,  Sept.  7. 

The  History  on  the  whole,  however,  was 
well  received ;  some  of  the  critics  declared 
that  English  history  had  never  before 
been  so  usefully,  so  elegantly,  and  agreea- 
^jvr  epitomized ;  *'and,  like  his  other  his- 

the ra^torktfSi'  li^^^  ^^?L^l  ^^f^'' 
Edmund,  1780,  Letter  to  ShacW    ^^ 
6 ;  Correspondence,  vol.  ii,  p.  34'J  ^'  ,V  / 
**The  Deserted  Village"  is  a  POL^  A 

ferior  to  ''The  Traveller,"  thoug^^^  H^Z' 
.  .  1.      i.'^  1  iie  prom- 

tams  many  beautiful  passages,  ^x-  «,i„vk 

enter  mto  its  pretensions  to  skill  }^^  ghaoes 
economy,  though,  in  that  respeig  q^,^  _ 
tains  a   strange  mixture  of  ^^  Essays 
truths.     My  business  is  with  ^  ^  ' 


In  Goldsmith's  ''History  of  England" 
no  mention  is  made  of  the  great  piajgae  or 
the  great  fire  of  London. — Keddie,  Wil- 
liam, 1854,  CyclopiEdia  (f  Literary  and 
Scientific  Anecdote,  p.  272. 

RETALLA.TION 
1774 

In  fact  the  poem,  for  its  graphic  truth, 
its  nice  discrimination,  its  terse  good 
sense,  and  its  shrewd  Imowledge  of  the 
world,  must  have  electrified  the  club 
almost  as  much  as  the  first  appearance  of 
''The Traveller,"  and  let  them  still  deeper 
into  the  character  and  talents  of  the  man 
they  had  been  accustomed  to  consider  as 
their  butt  "Retaliation,"  in  a  word, 
closed  his  accounts  with  the  club,  and 
balanced  all  his  previous  deficiencies.— 
Irving,  Washington,  1849,  Oliver  Gold- 
smith, p.  405. 

Plutarch,  as  a  character-painter,  is  a 
dauber  to  Oliver  Goldsmith ;  nor  has  Rey- 
nolds himself,  in  those  portraits  of  his  in 
which,  according  to  Burke,  he  has  com- 
bined the  invention  of  history  and  the 
amenity  of  landscape,  ''excelled  these  lit- 
tle sketches,  where  the  artist  not  only 
draws  the  literal  features,  but  gives  at 
once  the  inner  soul  and  the  future  history 
of  his  subjects. ' '  The  character  of  Garrick 
and  Burke  have  never  been  surpassed,  and 
have  been  approached  only  by  Lowell,  in 
his  "Fable  for  Critics" — a  poem  formed 
upon  the  model  (and  the  motive,  too), 
of  "Retaliation."— GiLFiLLAN,  George, 
1854,  ed.,  The  Poetical  Works  qf  Gold- 
smith, Collins  and  T.  Warton,  p.  xxv. 

"Retaliation"  is  the  most  mischievous, 
and  the  most  playful,  the  friendliest  and 
the  f aithfulest  of  satires.  How  much  bet- 
ter we  know  Garrick  because  Goldsmith 
has  shown  him  to  us  in  his  acting  off  the 
stage !  And  do  we  as  often  think  of  Rey- 
nolds in  any  attitude  as  in  that  of  smiling 
non-listener  to  the  critical  coxcombs. 
''When  they  talked  of  their  Raphaels,  Ooss- 

reggios  and  stuff, 
He  slidted  his  traiui)et  and  only  took  snoff.*' 

Would  that  portraits  of  Johnson  and  Bos- 
well  had  been  added !— Dowden,  Edward, 
1880,  The  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol. 
Ill,  p.  372. 

ANIMATED  NATURE 
1774 

Distress  drove  Goldsmith  upon  under- 
takings, neither  congenial  with  his  studies^ 
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nor  worthy  of  his  talents.  I  remember 
him,  when  in  his  chamber  in  the  Tem- 
ple, he  shewed  me  the  beginning  of  his 
^'Animated  Nature;"  it  was  with  a  sigh, 
such  as  genius  draws,  when  hard  neces- 
sity diverts  it  from  its  bent  to  drudge  for 
bread,  and  talk  of  birds  and  beasts  and 
creeping  things,  which  Pidcock's  show- 
man would  have  done  as  well.  Poor 
fellow,  he  hardly  knew  an  ass  from  a 
mule,  nor  a  turkey  from  a  goose,  but 
when  he  saw  it  on  the  table. — Cumber- 
land, Richard,  1806,  Memoirs^  Written 
by  Himseif,  vol.  i,  p.  352. 

The  descriptions  and  definitions  are 
often  loose  and  inaccurate,  and  the  chief 
defect  of  the  work  arises  from  its  being  a 
mere  compilation  from  books.  It  has 
therefore  none  of  the  freshness  of  personal 
observation;  nothing  which  awakens  the 
curiosity  and  inspires  the  confidence  of 
the  reader,  as  in  the  delightful  pages 
of  White,  Montague,  or  Rennie. — MiT- 
FORD,  JoHX,  1831,  I4fe  of  Goldsmith. 

Of  all  his  hack  labours  for  booksellers 
that  which  seems  to  have  been  written 
with  the  greatest  good-will.  The  work 
contains  many  exquisite  passages,  and  as 
it  is  not  very  probable  that  it  will  ever  be 
reprinted  in  extenso,  those  passages  in 
which  the  writer  appears  to  the  greatest 
advantage  richly  deserve  to  find  a  place 
in  any  edition  of  his  writings. —Cun- 
ningham, Peter,  1853,  cd..  The  Works 
of  Oliver  Goldsmith^  Prefaeey  vol.  i,  p.  viii. 

COMEDIES 

Goldsmith  in  vain  tried  to  stem  the  tor- 
rent by  opposing  a  barrier  of  low  humour, 
and  dulness  and  absurdity,  more  dull 
and  absurd  than  English  sentimental  Com- 
edy   itself.— PiNKERTON,    JOHN    (ROBERT 

Heron),  1785,  Letters  qf  Literature,  p.  47. 

Goldsmith  was,  perhaps,  in  relation  to 
Sheridan,  what  Vanburgh  was  to  Congreve. 
His  comedies  turn  on  an  extravagance  of 
intrigue  and  disguise,  and  so  far  belong  to 
the  Spanish  school.  But  the  ease  of  his 
humorous  dialogue,  and  the  droll,  yet 
true  conception  of  the  characters,  made 
sufficient  amends  for  an  occasional  stretch 
in  point  of  probability.  If  all  who  draw 
on  the  spectators  for  indulgence,  were 
equally  prepared  to  compensate  by  a  cor- 
responding degree  of  pleasure,  they  would 
have  little  occasion  to  complain.— Scott, 
Sir  Walter,  1814-23,  The  Drama. 


His  two  admirable  Comedies  of  ''The 
Good  Natured  Man,"  and  ''She  Stoops  to 
Conquer,"  are  the  greenest  spots  in  the 
Dramatic  waste  of  the  period  of  which  we 
are  speaking.  They  are  worthy  of  the 
Author  of  "The  Vicar  of  Wakefield ;"  and 
to  praise  them  more  highly  is  impossible. 
I  Wit  without  licentiousness ;  Humour  with 
"^out  extravagance;  brilliant  and  elegant 
dialogue ;  and  forcible  but  natural  delin- 
eation of  character,  are  the  excellencies  ^\ 
with  which  his  pages  are  prodigally^ 
strewn.— Neele,  Henry,  1827,  Lectures 
on  English  Poetry,  p.  152. 

Goldsmith's  immediate  predecessors 
were  the  playwrights  of  the  sentimental 
school.  His  literary  taste  and  keen  sense 
of  humour  revolted  against  their  general 
badness  and  their  bathos,  and  he  went 
back  for  models  to  the  dramatists  of  the 
Restoration, — a  term,  be  it  observed, 
which  has  much  more  than  a  chronolog- 
ical significance,— and  both  Goldsmith  and 
Sheridan  may  in  a  sense  be  taken  to  be 
the  last  representatives  of  the  great  Res- 
toration School  of  Comedy. — Crawfurd, 
Oswald,  1883,  ed.,  English  Comic  Drawr 
atistSy  p.  214. 

'    THE  GOOD-NATURED  MAN 

1768 

The  town  will  not  bear  Goldsmith's  low 
humour,  and  justly.  It  degrades  his  Good 
natur'd  Man,  whom  they  were  taught  to 
pity  and  have  a  sort  of  respect  for,  into 
a  low  buffoon ;  and,  what  is  worse,  into  a 
falsifier,  a  character  unbecoming  a  gen- 
tleman.—Ho  adly,  John,  1768,  Letter  to 
Crarrick,  Garriek  Correspondence,  vol.  I, 
p.  506. 

Is  labored  and  vaguely  portrayed. — 
Emery,  Fred  Parker,  1891,  Notes  on 
Bkglish  Literature,  p.  78. 

Honey-wood  (the  Good-Natured  Man)  is 
not  a  successful  bit  of  painting ;  it  is  im- 
possible to  feel  that  there  is  reality  or 
naturalness  in  the  character.  As  the 
leading  lover,  also.  Honey-wood  should 
exact  our  sympathy  in  his  misfortunes, 
instead  of  which  he  represses  it.  When 
he  entertains  the  idea  of  giving  up  the 
woman  he  loves  to  such  a  creature  as 
Lofty,  we  are  offended  with  him,  but  later 
on,  when  he  actually  pleads  for  his  rival 
to  Miss  Richland  (she  taking  it  for  his 
own  declaration),  his  conduct  provokes 
disgust.     Goldsmith  seems  to  have  felt 
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that  the  character  was  not  satisfactory, 
if  we  may  judge  by  the  attempts  made  to 
justify  it,  in  the  speeches  at  the  end  of 
the  play  given  to  Sir  William  Honey-wood. 
As  it  stands,  Croaker  (originally  played 
by  Shuter)  is  the  best  acting  part  in  the 
piece.  Collaboration  would  not  have  been 
easy  with  Goldsmith,  but  it  might  in  many 
respects  have  improved  **The  Good- 
Natured  Man."— Archer,  Frank,  1892, 
How  to  Write  a  Good  Pluy,  p.  83. 

SHE  STOOPS  TO  CONQUER 

1773 

Dr.  Goldsmith  has  written  a  Comedy — 
no,  it  is  the  lowest  of  all  farces.  It  is 
not  the  subject  I  condemn,  though  very 
vulgar,  but  the  execution.  The  drift 
tends  to  no  moral,  no  edification  of  any 
kind.  The  situations,  however,  are  well 
imagined,  and  make  one  laugh,  in  spite  of 
the  grossness  of  the  dialogue,  the  forced 
witticisms,  and  total  improbability  of  the 
whole  plan  and  conduct.  But  what  dis- 
gusts me  most  is,  that  though  the  charac- 
ters are  very  low,  and  aim  at  a  lower 
humour,  not  one  of  them  says  a  sentence 
that  is  natural  or  marks  any  character  at 
all.  It  is  set  up  in  opposition  to  senti- 
mental comedy,  and  is  as  bad  as  the  worst 
of  them.— Walpole,  Horace,  1773,  To 
Rev.  William  Mason,  May  27 ;  Letters,  ed, 
Cunningham,  vol.  v,  p.  467. 

The  whole  company  pledged  themselves 
to  the  support  of  the  ingenious  poet,  and 
faithfully  kept  their  promise  to  him.  In 
fact  he  needed  all  that  could  be  done 
for  him,  as  Mr.  Colman,  then  manager 
of  Covent  (Jarden  theatre,  protested 
against  the  comedy,  when  as  yet  he  had 
not  struck  upon  a  name  for  it.  Johnson 
at  length  stood  forth  in  all  his  terrors  as 
champion  for  the  piece,  and  backed  by  us 
his  clients  and  retainers  demanded  a  fair 
trial.  Colman  again  protested,  but,  with 
that  salve  for  his  own  reputation,  liberally 
lent  his  stage  to  one  of  the  most  eccentric 
productions  that  ever  found  its  way  to  it, 
and  "She  Stoops  to  Conquer"  was  put 
into  rehearsal.  We  were  not  over- 
sanguine  of  success,  but  perfectly  deter- 
mined to  struggle  hard  for  our  author: 
we  accordingly  assembled  our  strength  at 
the  Shakespear  Tavern  in  a  considerable 
body  for  an  early  dinner,  where  Samuel 
Johnson  took  the  chair  at  the  head  of  a 
long  table,  and  was  the  life  and  soul  of 
the  corps :  the  poet  took  post  silently  by 


his  side  with  the  Burkes,  Sir  Joshua  Rey- 
nolds, Fitzherbert,  Caleb  Whitefoord  and 
a  phalanx  of  North-British  pre-determined 
applauders,  under  the  banner  of  Major 
Mills,  all  good  men  and  true.  Our  illus- 
trious president  was  in  inimitable  glee, 
and  poor  Goldsmith  that  day  took  all  his 
raillery  as  patiently  and  complacently  as 
my  friend  Boswell  would  have  done  any 
day,  or  every  day  of  his  life.  In  the  mean- 
time we  did  not  forget  our  duty,  and 
though  we  had  a  better  comedy  going,  in 
which  Johnson  was  chief  actor,  we  betook 
ourselves  in  good  time  to  our  separate  and 
allotted  posts,  and  waited  the  awful  draw- 
ing up  of  the  curtain.  As  our  stations 
were  pre-concerted,  so  were  our  signals 
for  plaudits  arranged  and  determined 
upon  in  a  manner,  that  gave  every  one  his 
cue  where  to  look  for  them,  and  how  to 
follow  them  up.  .  .  .  All  eyes  were 
upon  Johnson,  who  sate  in  a  front  row  of 
a  side  box,  and  when  he  laughed  every- 
body thought  themselves  warranted  to 
roar.  .  .  .  We  carried  our  play 
through,  and  triumphed  not  only  over 
Colman's  judgment,  but  our  own. — Cum- 
berland, Richard,  1806,  Memmrs,  vol.  i, 
pp.  366,  368,  369. 

That  delightful  comedy,  ''She  Stoops  to 
Conquer,"  would  indeed  deserve  a  volume, 
and  is  the  best  specimen  of  what  an  Eng- 
lish comedy  should  be.  It  illustrates 
excellently  what  has  been  said  as  to  the 
necessity  of  the  plot  depending  on  the 
characters,  rather  than  the  characters 
depending  on  the  plot,  as  the  fashion  is 
at  present.  .  .  .  What  a  play !  We 
never  tire  of  it.  How  rich  in  situations, 
each  the  substance  of  a  whole  play !  At 
the  very  first  sentence  the  stream  of 
humour  begins  to  flow. — Fitzgerali>, 
Perry,  1870,  Principles  (f  Comedy  and 
Dramatic  Effect,  p.  91,  98. 

He  at  least  lived  long  enough  to  witness 
the  brilliant  beginning  of  a  dramatic  tri- 
umph which  has  lasted  till  our  day,  and 
which  only  one  other  comedy  written 
since,  ''The  School  for  Scandal,"  can  be 
said  to  have  rivaled.  Macaulay  calls  it 
''an  incomparable  farce  in  five  acts;"  its 
rollicking  drollery  and  sparkling  wit  are 
fitting  to  amuse  all  generations,  and  its 
dramatic  skill  is  a  victory  of  true  invent- 
ive geniua— TowLB,  George  M.,  1874 
Oliver  Goldsmith,  Appleton^s  Journal,  vol. 
11,  p.  461. 
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Night  fell»  and  [Goldsmith]  found  himself 
at  Ardagh,  half-way  on  his  journey.  Cast- 
ing about  for  information  as  to  ''the  best 
house,"  that  is  to  say,  the  best  inn  in  the 
neighborhood,  he  unluckily  lit  upon  one 
Cornelius  Kelly,  who  had  been  fencing- 
master  to  the  Marquis  of  Gramby,  but, 
what  is  more  to  the  purpose,  was  a  con- 
firmed wag  and  practical  joker.  Amused 
with  Oliver's  schoolboy  swagger,  he 
gravely  directed  him  to  the  mansion  of 
the  local  magnate,  Squire  Featherston. 
To  Squire  Featherston's  the  lad  accord- 
ingly repaired,  and  called  lustily  for  some 
one  to  take  his  horse.  Being  ushered 
into  the  presence  of  the  supposed  landlord 
and  his  family,  he  ordered  a  good  supper, 
invited  the  rest  to  share  it,  treated  them  to 
a  bottle  or  two  of  wine,  and  finally  retired 
to  rest,  leaving  careful  injunctions  that  a 
hot  cake  should  be  prepared  for  his  break- 
fast on  the  morrow.  His  host,  who  was 
a  humorist,  and  moreover  knew  some- 
thing of  his  visitor's  father,  never  unde- 
ceived him ;  and  it  was  not  until  he  quit- 
ted the  supposed  inn  next  day  that  he 
learned,  to  his  confusion,  that  he  had 
been  entertained  at  a  private  house.  Thus 
early  in  Oliver  Goldsmith's  career  was  re- 
hearsed the  first  sketch  of  the  successful 
comedy  of  ** She  Stoops  to  Conquer." — 
DoBSON,  Austin,  1888,  Life  of  Oliver 
Goldsmith,  p.  18. 

Is  the  best  society  comedy  in  our  lan- 
guage.— Johnson,  Charles  F.,  1900, 
English  and  American  Literature,  p.  282. 

GENERAL 

We  do  not  mean  to  insinuate  that  his 
lucubrations  [**The  Bee"]  are  so  void  of 
merit  as  not  to  deserve  the  public  atten- 
tion. On  the  contrary,  we  must  confess 
ourselves  to  have  found  no  inconsiderable 
entertainment  in  their  perusal.  His  stile 
is  not  the  worst,  and  his  manner  is  agree- 
able enough,  in  our  opinion,  however  it 
may  have  failed  of  exciting  universal  ad- 
miration. The  truth  is,  most  of  his  sub- 
jects are  already  sufliciently  worn  out. — 
Kenkick,  Wiluam,  1760,  Monthly  Review, 
vol.  22,  p.  39. 

The  trading  wits  endeavour  to  attain, 

Like  booksellers,  the  world's  first  idol — gain : 

For  this   theypulT  tlie   heavy  Goldsmitli's 

line, 
And  hail  his  sentiment,  thonfifh  tri^e,  divine. 

— Chatterton,  Thomas,  1770,  The  Art 
qfPMffing  by  a  Bookseller's  Journeyman. 


Goldsmith  being  mentioned :  JOHNSON. 
''It  is  amazing  how  little  Goldsmith  knows. 
He  seldom  comes  where  he  is  not  more 
ignorant  than  any  one  else. ' '  SIR  JOSHUA 
REYNOLDS.  **Yet  there  is  no  man  whose 
company  is  more  liked."  JOHNSON.  "To 
be  sure,  Sir.  When  people  find  a  man  of 
the  most  distinguished  abilities  as  a  writer, 
their  inferiour  while  he  is  with  them,  it 
must  be  highly  gratifying  to  them.  What 
Goldsmith  comically  says  of  himself  is 
very  true, — he  always  gets  the  better 
when  he  argues  alone ;  meaning,  that  he 
is  master  of  a  subject  in  his  study,  and 
can  write  well  upon  it ;  but  when  he  comes 
into  company,  grows  confused,  and  unable 
to  talk.  Take  him  as  a  poet,  his  'Trav- 
eller' is  a  very  fine  performance ;  ay,  and 
so  is  his  *  Deserted  Village,'  were  it  not 
sometimes  too  much  the  echo  of  his 
Traveller.'  Whether,  indeed,  we  take 
him  as  a  poet, — as  a  comick  writer, — or  as 
an  historian,  he  stands  in  the  first  class." 
—Johnson,  Samuel,  1773,  Life  by  Bos- 
well,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  n,  p.  270. 

No  man  had  the  art  of  displaying  with 
more  advantage  as  a  writer,  what  ever  lit- 
erary acquisitions  he  made.  '* Nihil  quod 
tetigit  non  omavit**  His  mind  resembled 
a  fertile,  but  thin  soil.  There  was  a 
quick,  but  not  a  strong  vegetation,  of 
whatever  chanced  to  be  thrown  upon  it. 
No  deep  root  could  be  struck.  The  oak 
of  the  forest  did  not  grow  there ;  but  the 
elegant  shrubbery  and  the  fragrant  par- 
terre appeared  in  gay  succession. — Bos- 
well,  James,  1791-93,  Life  of  Johnson, 
ed.  Hill,  vol.  i,  p.  477. 

What  can  be  more  exquisite  than  the 
poetry  of  Goldsmith,  whose  versification 
is,  without  any  exception,  more  sweet 
and  harmonious  than  that  of  any  other 
poet,  and  whose  sentiments  and  imagery 
are  equally  beautiful  and  pathetic. — 
Drake,  Nathan,  1798-1820,  Literary 
Hours,  No.  xxix,  vol.  n,  p.  118. 

Goldsmith  was  the  most  natural  of  cul- 
tivated poets.  Though  he  retained  the 
cadence,  he  softened  and  varied  the  style 
of  his  master,  Pope.  His  ideas  are  often 
common-place  and  his  language  slovenly ; 
but  his  simplicity  and  tenderness  will 
always  continue  to  render  him  one  of  the 
most  delightful  of  our  poets.  Whatever 
excellence  he  possesses  is  genuine,  neither 
the  result  of  affectation  nor  even  of  effort ; 
few  writers  have  so  much  poetry  with  so 
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little  glare.  His  prose  is  of  a  pure  school, 
but  not  of  sufficient  elegance  to  atone  for 
the  substantial  defects  of  his  writings, 
except  indeed  in  one  charming  novel,  in 
which  if  he  had  more  abstained  from  com- 
mon-place declamation,  less  indulged  his 
national  propensity  to  broad  farce,  and  not 
at  last  hurried  his  personages  out  of  their 
difficulties  with  improbable  confusion, 
he  would  have  reached  nearly  the  highest 
rank  in  that  species  of  composition. — 
Macklntosh,  Sir  James,  1811,  Journal^ 
Dec.  22,  Ltfe^  ed.  Mackintosh,  vol.  ii«  p. 
177. 

Goldsmith  wrote  with  perfect  elegance 
and  beauty,  in  a  style  of  mellow  tender- 
ness and  elaborate  simplicity.  He  had 
the  harmony  of  Pope  without  his  quaint- 
ness,  and  his  selectness  of  diction  without 
his  coldness  and  eternal  vivacity. — Jef- 
frey, Francis  Lord,  1816,  Jonathan 
Swift,  Edinburgh  RevieWy  vol.  27,  p.  7. 

His  whole  manner  has  a  still  depth  of 
feeling  and  reflection,  which  gives  back 
the  image  of  nature  unruffled  and  minutely. 
He  has  no  redundant  thoughts  or  false 
transports ;  but  seems,  on  every  occasion, 
to  have  weighed  the  impulse  to  which  he 
surrendered  himself.  Whatever  ardour 
or  casual  felicities  he  may  have  thus  sac- 
rificed, he  gained  a  high  degree  of  purity 
and  self-possession.  His  chaste  pathos 
makes  him  an  insinuating  moralist,  and 
throws  a  charm  of  Claude-like  softness 
over  his  descriptions  of  homely  objects 
that  would  seem  only  fit  to  be  the  subjects 
of  Dutch  painting.  But  his  quiet  enthu- 
siasm leads  the  affections  to  humble 
things  without  a  vulgar  association; 
and  he  inspires  us  with  a  fondness  to  trace 
the  simplest  reflections  of  Auburn,  till 
we  count  the  furniture  of  its  ale-house  and 
listen  to 

'*The  varnish 'd  clock,  tliat  tick'd  behind  the 
door." 

—Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of 
the  British  Poets. 

He  was  a  friend  to  virtue,  and  in  his 
most  playful  pages  never  forgets  what  is 
due  to  it.  A  gentleness,  delicacy,  and 
purity  of  feeling,  distinguishes  whatever 
he  wrote,  and  bears  a  correspondence  to 
the  generosity  of  a  disposition  which  knew 
no  bounds  but  his  last  guinea.  It  was  an 
attribute  almost  essential  to  such  a  tem- 
per, that  he  wanted  the  proper  guards  of 
firmness    and    decision,  and    permitted. 


even  when  aware  of  their  worthlessneas, 
the  intrusions  of  cunning  and  of  effront- 
ery.—Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1823,  Oliver 
Goldsmith. 

Goldsmith  did  everything  happily.  — 
Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  18^  TcMe 
Talk,  ed.  Ashe,  Jan.  4,  p.  22. 

Goldsmith  is,  perhaps,  the  only  English 
poet  who  can  claim  the  exclusive  merit  of 
writing  from  the  heart  alone ;  not  that  he 
has  not  written  pieces  of  wit  and  humour, 
but  that  his  principal  poems  are  the  pure 
offspring  of  feeling  and  passion.  It  was, 
however,  a  subdu^  passion,  for  there  is 
more  pathos  in  Eloisa  to  Abelard,  than  in 
any  of  his  productions,  or  in  any  other 
production  of  the  English  language.  .  .  . 
Goldsmith  possessed  a  considerable  por- 
tion of  patriot  virtue,  but  it  was  not  suffi- 
ciently ardent  to  be  called  patriotic  fire. 
He  was  more  a  philanthropist  than  a 
patriot.— M'Dermot,  M.,  18214,  The  Beau- 
ties qf  Modem  Literature,  pp.  xv,  xix. 

Of  Goldsmith,  all  praise  were  idle,  and 
censure  vain.  For  simplicity,  sweetness, 
and  tenderness,  he  has  yet  no  rival :  and 
he  is  always  perspicuous  and  correct.— 
DiBDiN,  Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The 
Library  Companion,  p.  735,  note. 

We  do  ourselves  wrong  to  compare  him 
injuriously  with  others.  We  are  losers 
by  it.  We  cannot  and  ought  not  to  be 
satisfied  with  his  poetry,  and  seek  nothing 
higher  and  different ;  yet  if  we  forget  it, 
and  even  think  less  of  it,  the  change  will 
not  be  owing  to  our  worship  of  greater 
genius,  but  to  a  feverish  love  to  idols. 
Indeed,  the  relish  of  such  poetry  is  some 
evidence  of  an  uncorrupted  taste.  It 
owes  nothing  to  affectation,  and  is  in  noth- 
ing more  original  than  its  serenity  or 
tempered  feeling.  While  the  glory  of 
greater  artists  is  in  subduing  their  inspira- 
tion to  their  conception  of  perfect  work- 
manship, his  distinction  is  that  he  is  will- 
ing not  to  stimulate  his  powers  to  false 
efforts.  He  effects  one  purpose  of  all  real 
poetry,  by  refining  the  perception  aod 
multiplying  the  sources  of  truth. — Chax- 
NING,  E.  T.,  1837,  Goldsmith,  North  Amer- 
ican Review,  vol.  45,  p.  116. 

For  accurate  research  or  grave  disqdi- 
sition,  he  was  not  well  qualified  by  narore 
or  by  education.  He  knew  nothing  ac- 
curately: his  reading  had  been  desultory; 
nor  had  he  meditated  deeply  on  what  he 
had  read.     He  had  seen  much  of  the 
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world;  but  he  had  noticed  and  retained 
little  more  of  what  he  had  seen  than  some 
grotesque  incidents  and  characters  which 
happen  to  strike  his  fancy.  But,  though 
his  mind  was  very  scantily  stored  with 
materials,  he  used  what  materials  he  had 
in  such  a  way  as  to  produce  a  wonderful 
effect.  There  have  been  many  greater 
writers ;  but  perhaps  no  writer  was  ever 
more  uniformly  agreeable.  His  style  was 
always  pure  and  ea£fy,  and,  on  proper  oc- 
casions, pointed  and  energetic.  His  nar- 
ratives were  always  amusing,  his  descrip- 
tions always  picturesque,  his  humour  rich 
and  joyous,  yet  not  without  an  occasional 
tinge  of  amiable  sadness.  About  ev^y- 
thing  that  he  wrote,  serious  or  sportive, 
there  was  a  certain  natural  grace  and  de- 
corum, hardly  to  be  expected  from  a  man 
a  great  part  of  whose  life  had  been  passed 
among  thieves  and  beggars,  streetwalkers 
and  merryandrews,  in  those  squalid  dens 
which  are  the  reproach  of  great  capitals. 
— Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1843, 
Oliver  Goldsmith^  Critical  and  Historical 
Essays. 

We  are  obliged  to  confess  that  the 
Vicar,  artless  and  delightful  as  he  is,  is 
an  inferior  brother  of  Parson  Adams ;  and 
that  there  are  great  improbabilities  in  the 
story.  But  the  family  manners,  and  the 
Flamboroughs,  and  Moses,  are  all  deli- 
cious; and  the  style  of  writing  perfect. 
Again,  we  are  forced  to  admit,  that  the 
''Traveller"  and  "Deserted  Village"  are 
not  of  the  highest  or  subtlest  order  of 
poetry;  yet  they  are  charming  of  their 
kind,  and  as  perfect  in  style  as  his  prose. 
They  are  cabinets  of  exquisite  workman- 
ship, which  will  outlast  hundreds  of  oracu- 
lar shrines  of  oak  ill  put  together.  Gold- 
smith's most  thoroughly  original  produc- 
tions are  his  comedies  and  minor  poems, 
particularly  ''She  Stoops  to  Conquer." — 
Hunt,  Leigh,  1846,  WU  and  Humor, 
p.  247. 

It  is  in  the  narrowness  of  his  range, 
and  in  the  close  identity  of  his  characters 
with  his  own  heart  and  experience,  that 
we  are  to  find  the  main  cause  of  Gold- 
smith's universal  and  unfading  popularity. 
He  had  in  himself  an  original  to  draw 
from,  with  precisely  those  qualities  which 
win  general  affection.  Lovable  himself, 
in  spite  of  all  his  grave  faults,  he  makes 
lovable  the  various  copies  that  he  takes 
from  the  master  portrait.    His  secret  is 


this — the  emotions  he  commands  are  pleas- 
urable. He  is  precisely  what  Johnson 
calls  him,  *'qffectuum  knis  dominaior" — 
patens  because  knis.  He  is  never  above 
the  height  of  the  humblest  understanding ; 
and,  by  touching  the  human  heart,  he 
raises  himself  to  a  level  with  the  loftiest. 
He  has  to  perfection  what  the  Germans 
call  Anmuth.  His  muse  wears  the  zone  of 
the  Graces.  .  .  .  Whether  you  read 
"The  Deserted  Village,"  "The  Vicar  of 
Wakefield,"  "The  Goodnatured  Man,"  or 
"The  Citizen  of  the  World,"  you  find  at 
the  close  that  much  the  same  emotions 
have  been  awakened — the  heart  has  been 
touched  much  in  the  same  place.  But 
with  what  pliant  aptitude  the  form  and 
mode  are  changed  and  disguised !  Poem, 
novel,  essay,  drama,  how  exquisite  of  its 
kind !  The  humour  that  draws  tears,  and 
the  pathos  that  provokes  smiles,  will  be 
popular  to  the  end  of  the  world. — Lyt- 
TON,  Edward  Bulwbr  Lord,  1848-68, 
Goldsmith^  Miscellaneous  Prose  Works, 
vol.  I,  pp.  69,  70. 

While  the  productions  of  writers  of 
loftier  pretension  and  more  sounding 
names  are  suffered  to  moulder  on  our 
shelves,  those  of  Goldsmith  are  cherished 
and  laid  in  our  bosoms.  We  do  not  quote 
them  with  ostentation,  but  they  mingle 
with  our  minds,  sweeten  our  tempers,  and 
harmonize  our  thoughts;  they  put  us  in 
good-humor  with  ourselves  and  with  the 
world,  and  in  so  doing  they  make  us  hap- 
pier and  better  men. — Irving,  Washing- 
ton, 1849,  Oliver  Goldsmith^  p.  14. 
But  gentler  Gk>LDSMnH,  whom  no  man  could 

hate, 
Beloved   of  Heaven,  xmrsoed  by  wayward 

fate, 
Whose  verse  shall  live  in  every  British  mind. 
Though  sweet,  yet  strong;  though  nervons, 

yet  refined; — 
A  motley  part  he  play'd  in  life's  gay  scene, 
The  dupe  of  vanity  and  wayward  spleen ; 
Aping  the  world,  a  strange  fantastic  elf; 
Great,  generous,  noble,  when  he  was  himself. 

—Coleridge,  Hartley,  1849,  Sketches 
of  English  Poets,  Poems,  vol.  n,  p.  303. 

His  books,  I  think,  must  be  always 
pleasant,  as  well  as  profitable,  friends, 
provided  we  do  not  expect  from  them,  as 
we  ought  not  to  expect  from  any  friend, 
more  than  they  profess  to  give. — Mau- 
rice, Frederick  Denison,  1856,  The 
Friendship  of  Books  and  Other  Lectures, 
p.  27. 
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Goldsmith  could  not  be  termed  a 
thinker;  but  everything  he  touched  he 
brightened,  as  after  a  month  of  dry 
weather,  the  shower  brightens  the  dusty 
shrubbery  of  a  suburban  villa. — Smith, 
Alexander,  1863,  Dreamthorp,  p.  44. 

It  is  a  sensible  relief  to  turn  from  the 
maudlin  sentimentality  of  Richardson  and 
the  coarseness  of  Fielding  and  Smollett, 
to  the  purity  of  the  pages  of  Goldsmith. 
—Forsyth,  William,  1871,  The  Novels 
and  Novelists  (f  the  Eighteenth  Century , 
p.  299. 

Goldsmith,  in  his  farm-house  lodgings 
on  the  Edgeware  road,  used  to  sit  writing 
in  very  loose  apparel, — sometimes  wan- 
dering into  the  kitchen,  without  noticing 
any  one,  where  he  would  stand  musing 
with  his  back  to  the  fire,  and  then  hurry 
off  again  to  his  room,  to  jot  down  what- 
ever thought  might  have  struck  him.  It 
was  off  at  a  tangent  with  him ;  but  then 
whatever  he  touched  (tetigit)  he  adorned. 
Rough  jottings  down  are  seldom  so  smooth 
as  his. — Jacox,  Francis,  1872,  Author- 
ship in  the  Act,  Aspects  qf  Authorship^ 
p.  6. 

The  elegant  simplicity,  the  genial  wis- 
dom, the  lambent  humor,  the  melting  tenr 
derness,  the  perennial  cheerfulness,  and 
the  fresh  and  uncloying  sweetness,  which 
charm  us  in  every  line  of  Goldsmith. — 
Deshler,  Charles  D.,  1879,  Afternoons 
with  the  Poets,  p.  171. 

The  most  thoughtful,  the  most  gentle, 
the  most  truly  humourous  of  all  the  writ- 
ers of  his  age  or  of  any  age,  he  is,  on  the 
whole,  the  most  attractive  figure  in  our 
literary  history.  He  has  touched  every 
kind  of  composition,  history,  poetry,  drama, 
fiction,  and  criticism,  and  he  has  touched 
them  all  with  a  master's  hand. — Fletcher, 
C.  R.  L.,  1881,  The  Development  of  Eng- 
lish  Prose  Style,  p.  22. 

The  simplicity  of  his  pathos  and  the 
gentleness  of  his  humour  have  never  been 
equalled.— Saintsbury,  George,  1886, 
Specimens  of  English  Prose  Style,  p.  223. 

In  Goldsmith  we  have  a  respectable 
degree  of  variability  in  sentence-length, 
and  therefore  of  one  chief  element  of  pro- 
portion— though  other  sense  of  para- 
graphic proportion  Goldsmith  had  none. 
The  general  sentence-length  is  low,  and 
15  per  cent,  of  the  sentences  fall  below 
15  words;  on  the  other  hand  there  are  a 


few  periods  of  more  than  100  words. 
Goldsmith's  narrative  sequence  is  perfect, 
little  needing  nor  much  using  connectives. 
He  has  not  such  unity  as  some  descriptive 
and  narrative  writers  of  the  day,  Weld- 
ing, for  instance.  He  follows  Fielding 
carelessly  in  the  handling  of  dialogue.— 
Lewis,  Edwin  Herbert,  1894,  The  His- 
tory of  the  English  Paragraph,  p.  121. 

Much  of  its  attraction  is  of  that  native 
and  personal  kind  which  resists  the  resol- 
vents of  analysis.  That  he  may  have 
learnt  something  of  phrase-building  from 
the  ''Rambler"  is  possible,  but  he  clearly, 
and  fortunately,  did  not  learn  too  much. 
It  is  demonstrable  that,  for  certain  of  the 
qualities  of  his  verse,  he  was  largely  in- 
debted to  French  models  and  it  is  not 
unreasonable  to  conclude  that  French 
models  generally,  and  Voltaire  in  par- 
ticular, had  also  influenced  him  in  prose. 
But  when  one  has  catalogued  his  peculiari- 
ties and  noted  his  differences,  when  one 
has  duly  scheduled  his  gifts  of  simplicity, 
ease,  gaiety,  pathos,  and  humour,  some- 
thing still  remains  undefined  and  evasive— 
the  something  that  is  Genius. — Dobson, 
Austin,  1895,  Bkglish  Prose,  ed.  Craik, 
vol.  IV,  p.  348. 

Goldsmith,  doubtless,  felt  that  his 
proper  study  was  Man.  Hence  the  Greek 
reserve  in  the  treatment  of  the  accessory 
landscape.  Why,  then,  have  these  frag- 
mentary glimpses  so  permanent  a  hold  on 
our  memories  and  hearts?  We  may  find 
this  in  their  perfect  propriety  of  choice, 
their  ** keeping,"  as  painters  say,  in  their 
delightful  simplicity  of  thought  and  ex- 
pression,— perhaps  above  all,  in  the  music, 
the  equable  balance  of  syllables,  with  which 
Goldsmith — and  he  only — by  some  myste- 
rious gift  of  grace,  has  half-transformed 
the  too  monotonously  accented  decasylla- 
ble  couplet  of  Pope. — Palgrave,  Fran- 
cis Turner,  1896,  Landscape  in  Poetry, 
p.  174. 

The  one  great  writer  whom  Johnson 
could  not  eclipse  was  Oliver  Goldsmith, 
who,  amidst  the  general  contamination, 
stood  out  as  the  exponent  of  a  pure  and 
almost  faultless  prose  style.  It  is  ques- 
tionable whether  Goldsmith's  essays  have 
generally  received  the  attention  they 
merit,  for  they  are  easily  the  best  of  their 
time.— LoBBAN,  J.  H.,  1896,  English  i 
Essays,  Introduction,  p.  xlv.  f 

By  the  side  of  Johnson,  like  an  antelope   • 
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accompanying  an  elephant,  we  observe 
the  beautiful  figure  of  Oliver  Goldsmith. 
In  spite  of  Johnson's  ascendency,  and  in 
spite  of  a  friendship  that  was  touching  in 
its  nearness,  scarcely  a  trace  of  the  elder 
companion  is  to  be  discovered  in  the 
work  of  the  younger.  .  .  .  There  is 
no  ponderosity  about  Gk)ldsmith,  whose 
limpid  and  elegant  simplicity  of  style  de- 
fies analysis.  In  that  mechanical  and 
dusty  age  he  did  not  set  up  to  be  an  inno- 
vator. We  search  in  vain,  in  Goldsmith's 
verse  or  prose,  for  any  indication  of  a 
consciousness  of  the  coming  change.  He 
was  perfectly  contented  with  the  classical 
traditions,  but  his  inborn  grace  and  deli- 
cacy of  temper  made  him  select  the 
sweeter  and  the  more  elegant  among  the 
elements  of  his  time.  As  a  writer,  purely, 
he  is  far  more  enjoyable  than  Johnson; 
he  was  a  poet  of  great  flexibility  and  sen- 
sitiveness ;  his  single  novel  is  much  fuller 
of  humour  and  nature  than  the  stiff  ''Ras- 
selas;"  as  a  dramatist  he  succeeded  bril- 
liantly in  an  age  of  failures ;  he  is  one  of 
the  most  perfect  of  essayists.  Never- 
theless, with  all    his  perennial   charm, 


Goldsmith,  in  his  innocent  simplicity,  does 
not  attract  the  historic  eye  as  the  good 
giant  Johnson  does,  seated  for  forty  years 
in  the  undisputed  throne  of  letters. — 
GossE,  Edmund,  1897,  Short  History  qf 
Modem  English  Literature,  pp.  253,  254. 

In  the  ''Deserted  Village"  and  the 
''Vicar  of  Wakefield"  we  have  his  love  of 
nature  and  man,  shot  through  with  the 
characteristic  elements  of  his  varied  and 
eventful  life.  They  are  graceful  and 
touching  in  their  revelation  of  the  pleas- 
ures and  pains  of  mortal  life,  and  yet 
there  is  not  an  element  of  bitterness.  In 
each  nature  and  man  are  revealed  with 
distinctness  and  color,  with  warmth  and 
naturalness,  entirely  new  to  English  liter- 
ature. No  changes  of  literary  fashion 
can  ever  lessen  the  estimation  in  which 
these  works  are  held  by  all  who  love  sim- 
plicity and  truth. — George,  Andrew  J., 
1898,  From  Qumcer  to  Arnold^  Types  of 
Literary  Art,  p.  642. 

The  slave  of  letters  and  the  master  of 
letters.  —  Stoddard,  Francis  Hovey, 
1900,  The  Evolution  (/  the  English  Novel 
p.  48. 


Robert  Fergusson 

1750-1774 

Robert  Fergusson,  Scottish  poet,  was  bom  at  Edinburgh,  5th  September  1750,  and 
educated  at  Dundee  and  St.  Andrews  University,  where  he  wrote  verses.  He  removed 
to  Edinburgh,  and  was  employed  in  the  office  of  the  commissary  clerk,  contributing  to 
Ruddiman's  Weekly  Magazine  poems  which  gained  him  such  local  reputation  as  proved 
his  ruin — convivial  excesses  permanently  injured  his  health.  Religious  melancholy 
became  complete  insanity  after  an  accidental  injury  to  his  head.  He  died  16th 
October,  1774,  and  was  buried  in  Canongate  churchyard,  where  fifteen  years  later 
Bums  erected  a  stone  over  his  grave.  His  poems  were  collected  in  1773.  There  are 
editions  by  Ruddiman  (1779),  Irving  (1800),  Robert  Chambers  (1840),  and  A.  B. 
Grosart  (1851).  Fergusson  possess^  vigour,  fancy,  fluency,  and  comic  humour,  but 
lacked  imagination  and  passion.  — Patrick  and  GROOBiE,  eds.,  1897,  Chambers^s  Bio- 
graphical Dictionary^  p.  361. 


PERSONAL 
No  Bonlptor'd  Marble  here,  nor  pompons  lay. 

No  storied  Urn  nor  animated  Bust; 
ThiB  simple  stone  directs  pale  Scotia's  way 

To  pour  her  sorrow  o'er  the  Poet's  dost.  .  .  . 
She  mourns,  sweet  tuneful  youth,  thy^bap- 
less  fate : 

Tho'  all  the  powers  of  song  thy  fancy  fir'd, 
Tet  Luxury  and  Wealth  lay  by  in  State, 

And,  thankless,  starv'dwliat  they  so  much 
admir'd. 
This  humble  tribute  with  a  tear  he  gives, 

A  brother  Bard — he  can  no  more  bestow: 
But  dear  to  fame  thy  Song  immortal  lives, 

A  nobler  monument  than  Art  can  show. 

—  Burns,    Robert,    1787,    On    Robert 


Fergusson,  On  the  Tombstone  in  the  Canon- 
gate  Churchyard,  and  Additional  Stanzas 
not  Inscribed. 

He  was  about  five  feet  six  inches  high, 
and  well  shaped.  His  complexion  fair, 
but  rather  pale.  His  eyes  full,  black,  and 
piercing.  His  nose  long,  his  lips  thin, 
his  teeth  well  set  and  white.  His  neck 
long  and  well  proportioned.  His  should- 
ers narrow,  and  his  limbs  long,  but  more 
sinewy  than  fleshy.  His  voice  strong, 
clear,  and  melodious.  Remarkably  fond 
of  old  Scots  songs,  and  the  best  singer  of 
the  *'Birks  of  Invernay"  1  ever  heard. 
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When  speakinfi:,  he  was  quick,  forcible, 
and  complaisant.  In  walking  he  appeared 
smart,  erect,  and  unaffected. — Sommers, 
Thomas,  1803,  Life  cf  Robert  Fergusson^ 
p.  45. 

An  incident  strikingly  illustrative  of 
the  unhappy  destiny  of  the  young  poet, 
and  at  the  same  time  of  the  honorable 
esteem  in  which  he  was  held  by  those  who 
knew  him,  must  not  remain  untold. 
Shortly  after  his  death  a  letter  came  from 
India  directed  to  him,  enclosing  a  draft 
for  £100,  and  inviting  him  thither,  where 
a  lucrative  situation  was  promised  him. 
The  letter  and  draft  were  from  an  old  and 
attached  school-fellow,  a  Mr.  Burnet, 
whose  name  deserves  to  be  forever  linked 
with  Fergusson's  for  this  act  of  mu- 
nificent, though  fruitless,  generosity. — 
WuriELAW,  Alexander,  1843,  ed..  Book 
of  Scottish  Song,  Introduction. 

The  poor,  high-soaring,  deep-falling, 
gifted,  and  misguided  young  man.— Gar- 
LYLE,  Thomas,  1850?  Letter  to  A.  B. 
Grosart,  Nov.  25. 

The  simple  stone  which  ''directs  Pale 
Scotia's  way  to  pour  her  Sorrows  o'er  her 
Poet's  Dust"  is  on  the  west  side  of 
the  church,  not  many  steps  from  the  gate- 
way, and  on  the  left  as  one  enters  the 
church-yard.  It  is  always  well  cared  for, 
and  a  royal  Scottish  thistle,  planted  by 
some  devout  hand,  rises,  as  if  defiantly, 
to  guard  the  spot.— Hutton,  Laurence, 
1891,  Literary  Landmarks  of  Edirdmrgh^ 
p.  36. 

We  are  three  Robins,  who  have  touched 
the  Scots  lyre  this  last  century.  Well, 
the  one  is  the  world's.  He  did  it,  he 
came  off ;  he  is  for  ^ver ;  but  I,  and  the 
other,  ah !  what  bonds  we  have !  Bom  in 
the  same  city ;  both  sickly ;  both  vicious ; 
both  pestered — one  nearly  to  madness  and 
one  to  the  madhouse — with  a  damnatory 
creed ;  both  seeing  the  stars  and  the  moon, 
and  wearing  shoe-leather  on  the  same 
ancient  stones,  under  the  same  pends 
( — courts),  down  the  same  closes,  where 
our  common  ancestors  clashed  in  their 
armour,  rusty  or  bright.  ...  He 
died  in  his  acute,  painful  youth,  and  left 
the  models  of  the  great  things  that  were 
to  come;  and  the  man  who  came  after 
outlived  his  green-sickness,  and  has  faintly 
tried  to  parody  his  finished  work.  If  you 
will  collect  strays  of  Robert  Fergusson, 


fish  for  material,  collect  any  last  re- 
echoing of  gossip,  command  me  to  do 
what  you  prefer — to  write  the  preface,  to 
write  the  whole  if  you  prefer;  anything 
so  that  another  monument  (after  Bums's) 
be  set  up  to  my  unhappy  predecessor,  on 
the  causey  of  Auld  Reekie.  You  wUl 
never  know,  nor  will  any  man,  how  deep 
this  feeling  is.  I  believe  Fergusson  lives 
in  me.  I  do.  But  'Hell  it  not  in  Gath." 
Everyman  has  these  fanciful  superstitions 
coming,  going  but  yet  enduring;  only 
most  men  are  so  wise  (or  the  poet  in  them 
so  dead)  that  they  keep  their  follies  for 
themselves. — Stevenson,  Robert  Louis, 
1894?  Letter  to  Craibe  Angus. 

As  for  the  man  distinct  in  so  far  as  he 
can  be  made  distinct  from  the  poet,  I  have 
failed  indeed  if  I  have  not  thrown  off  from 
him  for  ever  the  Irving-originated  moral- 
ising, and  won  for  him  not  blame  but 
pity;  not  sentencing  but  sympathy;  not 
judging  him  by  lapses  through  stress  of 
circumstance  but  by  what  was  best  in 
him ;  and  it  is  my  hope  that  every  reader 
will  rejoice  with  me  that  well-nigh  a  cen- 
tury and  a  quarter  after  his  poor  wasted 
body  was  borne  to  its  last  resting-place 
in  Canongate  Churchyard,  there  are  still 
multitudes  of  ''brither  Scots"  all  the 
world  over  to  whom  his  memory  is  dear 
and  tender. — Grosart,  Alexander  B., 
1898,  Robert  Fergusson  (Famous  Scots 
Series),  p.  159. 

GENERAL 

Is  the  author  of  two  tolerably  pretty 
love  songs.— RiTSON,  Joseph,  1794-1869, 
A  Histancai  Essay  on  Scotish  Song,  vol.  i, 
p.  71. 

Robert  Fergusson  was  the  poet  of  Scot- 
tish city-life,  or  rather  the  laureate  of 
Edinburgh.  A  happy  talent  in  portraying 
the  peculiarities  of  local  manners,  a  keen 
perception  of  the  ludicrous,  a  vein  of 
original  comic  humour,  and  language  at 
once  copious  and  expressive,  distinguished 
him  as  a  poet.  He  had  not  the  invention 
or  picturesque  fancy  of  Allan  Ramsay,  nor 
the  energy  and  passion  of  Bums.  Hi8 
mind  was  a  light  warm  soil,  that  threw  up 
early  its  native  products,  sown  by  chance 
or  little  exertion ;  but  it  had  not  strength 
and  tenacity  to  nurture  any  great  or  val- 
uable production.  A  few  short  yearis, 
however,  comprised  his  span  of  literatup 
and  of  life;  and  criticism  would  be  fil 
employed  in  scrutinising  with  severity  u|0 
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A  poems  of  a  youth  of  twenty- 
'itten  from  momentary  feelings 
ilses,  amidst  professional  drudg- 
dnight  dissipation.  ...  In 
irtment — lyrical  poetry,  whence 
iws  so  much  of  his  glory — Fer- 
oes  not  seem,  though  a  singer, 
made  any  efforts  to  excel.  In 
poetry  he  utterly  failed;  and  if 
ier  him  in  reference  to  his  coun- 
Palconer  or  Logan — he  received 
education  as  the  latter — his  in- 
nk  as  a  general  poet  will  be 
.  —  Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
ia  of  ihglish  Literature^  ed.  Car^ 

g  can  be  more  mawkish  and  vapid 
russon,  when  he  makes  Damon  and 
iscourse  in  his  purely  English 
.  —  Shairp,  John  Campbell, 
;  Poetic  Interpretation  of  'Nature, 

ief  characteristics  as  a  poet  are 
sense  of  the  ludicrous,  a  strong 
)riginal  comic  humour,  a  talent 
'ibing  the  peculiarities  of  local 
and  a  copious  command  of  ex- 
anguage.  He  wrote  poems  both 
h  and  Scotch ;  his  Scotch  pieces, 
are  most  esteemed. — Mackin- 
►HN,  1878-96,  The  History  of 
on  in  Scotland,  vol.  iv,  p.  178. 

early  age  of  twenty-four,  sung 
^eed  in  his  poem  "The  Rivers  of 
"  Fine  genius  as  he  was,  he 
mght  some  echoes  of  the  theme, 
whole  description  is  vague  and 
•less.  But  in  *'Hame  Content," 
he  has  touched  the  true  soul  of 
scenery  and  music,  and  done 
eater  justice  to  Bangour  than 
d.— Veitch,  John,  1878,  The 
nd  Poetry  of  the  Scottish  Border^ 

ige  of  subjects  is  narrowed  by 
w  space  of  a  career  which  began 
y-four.  He  had  a  keen  enjoy- 
ity  life,  with  its  clubs  for  a  little 
n,  and  its  bailies  and  its  ''black 
for  a  constant  occasion  of 
Still  more  keen  on  his  part  was 
lament  of  the  country,  the  pleas- 
hich  he  seldom  tasted  except  in 
on,  but  which  supplies  the  inspi- 
)ome  of  his  most  touching  verses, 
)  some  of  his  mock  heroics.     We 


alternate  in  his  verse  between  these  two 
sets  of  themes,  and  in  his  treatments  of 
both  we  meet  with  the  same  vein  of  pure 
pathos,  and  its  almost  unfailing  accom- 
paniment of  genuine  humour. — Service, 
John,  1880,  The  En^flish  Poets,  ed.  Ward, 
vol.  m,  p.  503. 

Some  people  are  inclined  to  ask — Are 
we  quite  sure  that  we  are  worshipping 
the  right  poet  ?  It  is  true  that  there  are 
many  poets,  and  I  sometimes  yield  so  far 
to  the  suggestion  as  to  think  that  we 
might  worship  some  of  them  a  little  more 
than  we  do.  There  is  FERGUSSON, 
Bums's  master,  who  died  at  twenty-four, 
a  true  poet,  but  so  unfortunate  after 
death  as  in  life,  that  I  doubt  if  we  have 
a  proper  critical  edition  of  Fergusson,  and 
certainly  we  have  not  such  an  account  of 
his  life  as  might  well  be  written. — Lang, 
Andrew,  1891,  Bums  Anniversary  Din" 
ner,  Edinburgh. 

There  have  been  considerable  differ- 
ences of  judgment  as  to  Fergusson's  posi- 
tion among  the  poets ;  but  on  the  whole 
the  drift  of  political  opinion  has  been 
against  him.  A  much  lower  place  is  com- 
monly assie:ned  to  him  now  than  would 
once  have  been  claimed.  Perhaps  this 
is  due  partly  to  a  certain  impatience  of 
the  more  than  generous  praise  of  Burns, 
who  habitually  speaks  of  Fergusson  as  his 
own  equal,  and  sometimes  as  more  than 
his  equal,  and  who  proves  the  sincerity 
of  his  regard  by  imitating  Fergusson  more 
frequently  than  any  other  poet.  .  .  . 
Fergusson,  in  his  poetry  as  in  his  life,  is 
less  sane  and  sensible  than  Ramsay,  in 
some  respects  perhaps  less  strong ;  but  he 
is  infinitely  finer,  he  gives  promise  of 
things  of  which  there  is  no  hint  from  be- 
ginning to  end  in  Ramsay;  and  in  the 
course  of  a  career  which  closed  ere  it  had 
well  begun,  he  displays  a  fervour  and  an 
elevation  which  the  author  of  **The  Gen- 
tle Shepherd"  could  never  rival.  Ram- 
say was  acute  and  solid ;  but  Fergusson 
was  a  genius.  ...  All  the  verse  he 
ever  wrote  can  be  contained  within  the 
covers  of  a  small  volume,  and  only  a  few 
of  his  pieces  are  of  high  merit.  But 
some  of  those  pieces  bear  the  stamp  of 
genius,  immature  indeed,  but  real,  and 
justify  the  belief  that  had  he  lived  even 
a  few  years  longer  his  position  as  the  in- 
ferior only  of  Burns  would  have  been 
beyond  dispute.— Walker,  Hugh,  1893, 
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Three  Centuries  of  Scottish  LiJteraJture^  vol. 
II,  pp.  39,  40. 

This  knack  of  making:  auld-warld 
wardies  clack  in  hamespun  rhjrme  Fergus- 
son  possessed  in  the  highest  degree.  His 
vocabulary  has  a  strength,  a  fulness,  and 
a  vigour  about  it  which  secure  instant 
recognition.  Fergusson  wields  the  brave 
utterance  of  Scotia  as  the  potter  wields 
and  moulds  the  finest  clay.  Like  all  noble 
and  well-chosen  speech,  Fergusson's  com- 
mended itself  to  every  sort  and  condition 
of  men,  and  readers  of  all  classes  instinc- 
tively recognised  that  a  new  magician  had 
arisen ;  that  in  these  thoroughly  original 
and  unique  Scots  poems  it  was  indeed 
true  of  the  words,  in  the  fullest  sense,  that 

ilk  ane  at  his  billy's  back 

Kept  gn^d  Scots  time. 

This  gift  of  perfect  manipulation  of  human 
speech,  either  in  prose  or  verse,  is  one 
that  has  come  very  rarely  in  the  history 
of  genius  to  a  writer  so  young  as  Fergus- 
son.  It  has  more  usually  been  the  growth 
of  maturer  years.  This  peculiar  gift  is 
something  different  from  divine  afflatus — 
the  poet's  inspiration ;  there  may  be  less 
of  genius  in  it,  but  there  is  infinitely 
more  of  talent.  In  a  few  lines,  in  a  vivid 
word  picture,  Fergusson  succeeds  in  giv- 
ing us  a  living,  breathing  transcript  from 
Nature.  .  .  .  The  wonder  of  all  this 
is  increased  when  one  recollects  that 
Fergusson  was  but  a  lad  of  twenty  or  so 
when  he  obtained  his  supremacy.  His 
English  poems  were  almost,  if  not  quite, 
worthless.  They  had  the  ring  of  the  con- 
ventional, artificial  period  about  them, 
without  any  redeeming  felicity,  or  origi- 
nality of  genius ;  and  though  they  obtained 
some  vogue,  they  are  now,  except  in  the 
personal  or  antiquarian  sense,  absolutely 
without  interest.  I  have  read  them  and 
re-read  them,  and  read  them  again,  and  I 
must  honestly  testify  that  from  the  first 
line  to  the  last  I  have  found  but  two  or 
three  stanzas  which  have  struck  me  as 
having  any  genuine  ring  of  true  poetic 
metal.— Gordon,  Alexander,  1894,  Rob- 
ert Fergusson^  The  GentiemarCs  Magazine, 
vol  277,  pp.  392,  393. 

Apart  from  the  fact  that  he  struck  the 
keynote,  which  was  afterwards  accentu- 
ated by  the  Ayrshire  poet,  of  all  the  mod- 
ern vernacular  verse  of  Scotland,  he 
remains,  by  reason  both  of  his  genius  and 
of  bis  tragic  story,  one  of  the  three  most 


interesting  figures  of  eighteenth  century 
Scottish  poetic  annals.  ...  In  Fer- 
gusson's case  it  is  unnecessary  to  make 
allowance  for  his  youth:  he  was  but 
twenty-three  when  he  died.  Had  he  lived 
longer,  it  is  true,  his  genius  might  have 
developed  higher  imaginative  power,  and 
experience  might  have  given  him  more 
artistic  resource.  But  the  fact  remains 
that  in  the  field  of  Scottish  poetry  which 
he  essayed  he  has  been  surpassed  only  by 
two  or  three  competitors.  ' '  Lei  th  Races' ' 
and^Hallowfair"  present  pictures  almost 
as  racy  and  realistic,  if  indeed  not  so  bois- 
terous, as  their  great  prototypes.  King 
James's  ''Christ's  Kirk  on  the  Green" 
and  'Teblis  to  the  Play."  The  same 
pieces,  with  '*The  Election"  and  **The 
Setting  of  the  Session,"  afford  the  most 
graphic  impression  extant  of  the  Edin- 
burgh life  of  his  day.  His  ''Elegies," 
"Braid  Claith,"  "Hame  Content,"  and 
"Tom  Kirk  Bell"  were  masterpieces  in  a 
rich  vein  of  satiric  humour.  And  his 
"Gowdspink"  with  his  "Farmer's  Ingle" 
depicted  fields  of  homely  charm  in  which 
Fergusson  has  been  improved  upon  only 
by  Bums  himself.  .  .  .  The  same 
commendation  cannot  be  given  to  Fergus- 
son's  English  poems,  which  comprise  more 
than  half  his  work.  These  are  written 
for  the  most  part  in  the  affected  and  con- 
ventional taste  of  much  of  the  Scoto-Eng- 
lish  verse  of  the  time.  But  his  pieces  in 
the  rich  Lowland-Scottish  dialect — pieces 
which  were  eagerly  read  by  the  common 
people  everywhere  in  his  own  day — remain 
enough  to  furnish  reputations  for  half  a 
dozen  poets.— Eyre-Todd,  George,  1896, 
Scottish  Poetry  (f  the  Eighteenth  Century, 
vol.  II,  pp.  Ill,  113,  114. 

Has  been  a  good  deal  over-praised, 
though  he  has  no  small  merit,  especially 
in  some  Edinburgh  pieces  and  in  "The 
Gowdspink." — Saintsbury,  George,  1898, 
A  Short  History  <f  English  Literature, 
p.  594. 

My  claim,  therefore  for  Robert  Fer- 
gusson, as  I  have  all  along  stated,  is 
a  modest  but  a  definite  one.  He  is  to 
be  gratefully  remembered  for  what  his 
vernacular  poems  did  for  Robert  Burns; 
for  what  he  did  in  the  nick  of  time 
in  asserting  the  worth  and  dignity  and 
potentiality  of  his  and  ourmother-tongae; 
for  his  naturalness,  directness,  veracity, 
simplicity,  raciness,  humour,  sweetness, 
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melody;  for  his  felicitous  packing  into 
lines  and  couplets  sound  common  sense ; 
for  his  penetrative  perception  that  the 
man  and  not  ''braid  claith"  or  wealth 
is  ''the  man  for  a'  that;"  for  his  patri- 
otic love  of  country  and  civil  and  reli- 
gious freedom;  and  for  the  perfectness — 


with  only  superficial  scratches  rather  than 
material  flaws — of  at  least  thirteen  of  his 
vernacular  poems,  and  for  sustaining  the 
proud  tradition  and  continuity  of  Scottish 
song.— Gros ART,  Alexander  B.,  1898, 
Robert  Fergusson  (Famotis  Seats  Series), 
p.  159. 


Abraham  Tucker 

1705-1774 

A  metaphysical  writer,  was  bom  in  London  in  1705,  and  was  educated  at  Bishop's 
Stortford  School  and  Merton  College,  Oxford.  He  studied  for  a  while  at  the  Inner 
Temple,  but  was  not  admitted  to  the  bar.  He  died  in  1774.  He  published,  "Free- 
will, Fore-knowledge,  and  Fate;  a  Fragment"  by  Edward  Search  (London  1763): 
"Man  in  Quest  of  Himself,  or  a  Defence  of  the  Individuality  of  the  Human  Mind  or 
Self,"  etc.,  by  Cuthbert  Comment,  Gent.  (1763).  His  great  work,  however,  is 
"The  Light  of  Nature  Pursued,"  by  Edward  Search  (1768-78).— M'Cuntock  and 
Strong,  eds.,  1881,  Oydopcedia  of  Biblical^  Tkeologicalf  and  Ecdesiadical  LUerature, 
vol.  X,  p.  574. 


LIGHT  OF  NATURE  PURSUED 

1768-78 

Read  Tucker's ' '  Introduction  to  his  Light 
of  Nature  Pursued. ' '  There  is  a  desultori- 
ness  in  his  style  and  manner  for  which  I 
have  no  mercy  on  such  topics  as  he  has 
undertaken  to  treat.— Green,  Thomas, 
1779-1810,  Diary  of  a  L/Over  of  Literature. 

I  have  found  in  this  writer  more  original 
thinking  and  observation  upon  the  several 
subjects  that  he  has  taken  in  hand,  than 
in  any  other,  not  to  say  than  in  all  others 
put  together.  His  talent  also  for  illus- 
tration is  unrivalled.  But  his  thoughts 
are  diffused  through  a  long,  various,  and 
irregular  work.  I  shall  account  it  no 
mean  praise  if  I  have  been  sometimes  able 
to  dispose  into  method,  to  collect  into 
heads  and  articles,  or  to  exhibit  in  more 
compact  and  tangible  masses,  what,  in  that 
otherwise  excellent  performance  is  spread 
over  too  much  surface. — Paley,  William, 
1785,  Principles  of  Moral  and  Political 
Philosophy,  Preface. 

I  do  not  know  of  any  work  in  the  shape 
of  a  philosophical  treatise  that  contains  so 
much  good  sense  so  agreeably  expressed. 
— Hazlitt,  William,  1807,  ed.,  7%e  Light 
of  Nature  Pursued,  Abridgment. 

But  I  must  be  permitted  to  add  that  as 
a  metaphysician  he  seems  to  me  much 
more  fanciful  and  solid,  and,  at  the  same 
time,  to  be  so  rambling,  verbose,  and 
excursive  as  to  be  more  likely  to  unsettle 
than  to  fix  the  principles  of  his  readers. 
—Stewart,    Dugald,    1815-21,     First 


Preliminary  Dissertation  to  Enjcydopcsdia 
BrUannica. 

A  vast  mine  of  thought. — Wn^ON, 
John,  1823,  Blachvood^s  MagazinCy  vol.  13, 
p.  331,  note. 

It  is  in  mixed,  not  in  pure  philosophy, 
that  his  superiority  consists.  In  the  part 
of  his  work  which  relates  to  the  intellect, 
he  has  adopted  much  from  Hartley,  hiding 
but  aggravating  the  offence  by  a  change 
of  technical  terms ;  and  he  was  ungrateful 
enough  to  countenance  the  vulgar  sneer 
which  involves  the  mental  analysis  of  that 
philosopher  in  the  ridicule  to  which  his 
phjTsiological  hypothesis  is  liable.  .  .  . 
Take  him  all  in  all,  however,  the  neglect 
of  his  writings  is  the  strongest  proof  of 
the  disinclination  of  the  English  nation, 
for  the  last  half  century,  to  metaphysical 
philosophy.— Mackintosh,  Sir  James, 
1830,  Second  Preliminary  Dissertation  to 
BkeyclopcBdia  Britannica. 

Happy  beyond  all  men  in  the  power  of 
illustrating  the  obscure  by  the  familiar ; 
but  happier  still  in  the  most  benevolent 
and  cheerful  temper,  and  in  a  style  which 
beautifully  reflects  the  constitutional 
gaiety  and  kindness  of  his  heart.  There 
is  a  charm  even  in  his  want  of  method, 
and  in  the  very  clumsiness  of  his  para- 
graphs ;  for  each  sentence  bears  him  tes- 
timony that  he  is  too  intent  on  his  object 
to  think  of  anything  else,  and  that  to  teach 
controversialists  to  understand  and  to  love 
each  other  was  the  single  end  for  which 
he  lived  and  wrote.    Of  his  metaphysical 
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speculations,  the  most  original  and  cari- 
ous is  the  ''Enquiry  into  the  Nature  and  the 
Operation  of  Motives."  But  his  excellence 
consists  in  the  brightness  and  in  the 
variety  of  the  lights  he  has  thrown  round 
the  whole  circle  of  those  topics  over  which 
natural  and  revealed  religion  exercise  a 
common  and  indivisible  dominion.  To  rid 
them  of  mere  logomachies,  to  show  much 
the  fiercest  disputants  may  be  uncon- 
sciously agreed,  to  prove  how  greatly 
Christianity  is  misrepresented  by  many  of 
her  opponents,  and  misunderstood  by 
many  of  her  friends — and,  without  ever 
assuming  the  preacher's  office,  to  explain 
the  depths  of  the  great  Christian  canon  of 
mutual  love  as  the  universal  substratum 
of  all  moral  truth, — this  is  the  duty  which 
he  has  undertaken,  and  which  he  executes, 
often  successfully,  and  always  with  such 
courage,  diligence,  and  vivacity,  and  with 
so  unbroken  a  sunshine  of  a  placid  and 
playful  temper,  as  to  render  the  ''Light 
of  Nature"  one  of  the  most  attractive 
books  in  our  language,  both  to  those  who 
read  to  be  themselves  instructed  on  these 
questions,  and  to  those  who  read  with  the 
view  of  imparting  such  instruction  to 
others.— Stephen,  Sir  James,  1840, 
Works  of  the  Author  of  Natural  History 
of  Enthusiasm^  Edinburgh  Review^  vol. 
71,  p.  242. 

Tucker's  style  has  several  charms  rarely 
met  in  philosophical  works — charms,  in- 
deed, that  are  more  or  less  incompatible 
with  rigorous  scientific  precision.  The 
diction  is  simple,  thickly  interspersed  with 
colloquial  idioms,  and  has  an  exquisitely 
musical  flow.  In  every  other  sentence 
we  are  delighted  with  some  original  felic- 
ity of  expression  or  of  illustration.  The 
loose  and  often  ungrammatical  structure 
of  the  sentences,  and  the  diffusive  ram- 
bling character  both  of  the  work  as  a  whole 
and  of  the  several  divisions,  forbid  his 
being  taken  as  a  model  for  strict  scientific 
exposition ;  but  the  popular  expositor  of 
practical  wisdom  might  learn  a  great  deal 
from  his  copious  and  felicitous  language 


and  imagery.  Obviously,  however,  it  will 
not  do  even  for  popular  purposes  to  imitate 
him  closely.  The  expense  of  his  volumi- 
nous treatise  may  have  something  to  do 
with  the  general  neglect  of  so  ingenious 
a  writer ;  but  at  any  rate  it  is  significant 
against  close  imitation  of  his  style  that 
the  views  of  Happiness  and  Virtue  in 
Paley's  "Moral  Philosophy,"  which  are 
simply  Tucker's  summarised  and  formu- 
lated, are  never  referred  to  their  original 
author.— MiNTO,  Wiluam,  1872-80,  -4 
Manual  <f  English  Prose  Literature^  p.  472. 

The  voluminous  but  fascinating  "Light 
of  Nature  Pursued"  a  huge  storehouse  of 
thought  that  is  not  seldom  original,  put 
with  constant  vividness  and  much  humour, 
though  diffusely  and  without  order.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1898  (A  Short  His- 
tory (f  English  Literature^  p.  634. 

GENERAL 

The  most  agreeable  of  metaphysicians. 
— Hunt,  Leigh,  1847,  Garth,  Physicians 
and  Love-Letters ;  Men,  Women  and  Books. 

Tucker  is  an  example  of  a  very  rare 
species — the  philosophical  humorist,  and 
is  called  by  Mackintosh  a  ''metaphysical 
Montaigne."  The  resemblance  consists 
in  the  frankness  and  simplicity  with  which 
Tucker  expounds  his  rather  artless  specu- 
lations, as  he  might  have  done  in  talkirg 
to  a  friend.  He  was  an  excellent  country 
squire,  not  more  widely  read  than  the  bet- 
ter specimens  of  his  class,  but  of  sinp- 
larly  vivacious  and  ingenious  intellect. 
His  illustrations,  taken  from  the  common- 
est events  and  objects,  are  singularly 
bright  and  happy.  He  has  little  to  sav 
upon  purely  metaphysical  points,  in  which 
he  accepts  Locke  as  his  great  authority : 
but  his  psychological  and  ethical  remarks, 
though  unsystematic  and  desultory,  are 
full  of  interest.  He  was  obviously  much 
influenced  by  Hartley,  whom,  however, 
he  seems  to  have  disliked.  His  chief  in- 
terest was  in  ethical  discussions. — Ste- 
phen, Leslie,  1899,  Dictionary  (f  Na- 
tional Biography f  vol.  Lvn,  p.  278. 


John  Hill 

1716?-1775 


A  voluminous  writer,  was  born  in  1716,  at  Peterborough.  He  was  brought  up  as 
an  apothecary,  and  practised  as  a  physician ;  wrote  numerous  books  with  great  rapid- 
ity, and  was  the  inventor  of  several  quack  medicines.  Under  the  auspices  of  the  Earl 
of  Bute  he  published  a  ''System  of  Botany,"  in  17  vols,  folio;  and  on  presenting: a 
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of  it  to  the  king  of  Sweden  was  invested  with  the  order  of  Vasa.  He  also  pnb- 
i  a  Supplement  to  Chambers'  Cyclopaedia,  ^^  Essays  on  Natural  History  and  Phi- 
hy;"  conducted  a  periodical  called  ''The  Inspector,"  and  wrote  several  novels, 
iSy  &c.  He  was  a  constant  attendant  at  every  place  of  public  amusement ;  and, 
;  a  satirical  ''busybody,"  was  often  involved  in  quarrels  with  the  wits  of  the  day. 
.TES,  WiLUAM  L.  R.,  ed.,  1867,  A  Dictionary  qf  General  Biography ^  p.  513. 


PERSONAL 
.  sleek  appearance  and  with  ambling 

type  of  vacant  head,  with  yaoant  face, 

Proteus  Hill  put  in  his  modest  plea, — 

'avour  speak  for  others,  Worth  for  me. — 

7ho,  like  him,  his  various  powers  oould 

all 

30  many  shapes  and  shine  in  all? 

oould  so  uobly  grace  the  motley  list, 

r,  Inspector,  Doctor,  Botanist? 

VB  any  one  so  well — sure  no  one  knows — 

Lce  to  play,  prescribe,  compound,  oom- 

ose? 

[URCHiLL,  Charles,  1761,  The  Rosdad. 
.  Hill  was,  notwithstanding,  a  very 
lus  observer;  and  if  he  would  have 
contented  to  tell  the  world  no  more 
he  knew,  he  might  have  been  a  very 
derable  man,  and  needed  not  to  have 
irse  to  such  mean  expedients  to  raise 
Bputation.— Johnson,  Samuel,  1767, 
ersation  with  George  HL,  Life  by 
^eUt  ed,  HUi,  vol.  n,  p.  44. 
)  had  received  no  academical  educa- 
but  his  ambition  prompting  him  to 
graduate,  he  obtained,  from  one  of 
)  universities  which  would  scarce  re- 
a  degree  to  an  apothecary's  horse, 
)loma  for  that  of  doctor  of  physic. 
r  this,  he  engaged  in  a  variety  of 
s,  the  greater  part  whereof  were 
compilations,  which  he  sent  forth 
incredible  expedition;  and  though 
iiaracter  was  never  in  such  estimation 
the  booksellers  as  to  entitle  him  to 
:traordinary  price  for  his  writings,  he 
3een  known  by  such  works  as  those 
3  mentioned,  by  novels,  pamphlets, 
, periodical  paper  called** The  Inspec- 
'  the  labour  of  his  own  head  and  hand, 
ive  earned,  in  one  year,  the  sum  of 
0.  He  was  vain,  conceited,  and  in 
Titings  disposed  to  satire  and  licen- 
scurrility,  which  he  indulged  with- 
iny  regard  to  truth,  and  thereby  be- 
I  engaged  in  frequent  disputes  and 
rels  that  always  terminated  in  his 
disgrace.— Hawkins,  Sm  John,  1787, 
Life  of  Samuel  Johnson^  p.  211. 
e  literary  Proteus,  Dr.,  afterwards 
John  Hill,  who  shared  with  Orator 


Henley  the  dubious  honour  of  being  the 
most  notorious  man  of  his  age.  Hill  was 
originally  an  apothecary,  but  abandoning 
his  business  for  the  stage,  he  produced  a 
few  bad  farces  at  the  Haymarket,  in  which 
he  appeared  as  an  actor.  .  .  .  Hav- 
ing been  hissed  off  the  stage,  he  betook 
himself  with  industry  to  the  study  of  med- 
icine and  natural  history;  and  many 
works  on  these  subjects,  displaying  con- 
siderable information  and  research,  pro- 
ceeded from  his  pen.  As  a  consequence 
of  his  scientific  labours,  and  armed  with 
the  cheap  honours  of  a  Scotch  degree,  he 
obtained  a  large  practice  as  a  physician, 
and  was  enabled  to  launch  out  into  extrav- 
agances which  increased  his  notoriety,  and 
showed  the  shallowness  of  his  character. 
.  .  •  His  activity  and  industry  were 
indeed  marvellous.  Though  he  spent  so 
much  of  his  time  in  the  amusements  of 
the  gay  world,  and  in  frequenting  places 
of  entertainment,  his  pen  was  never  idle. 
—Lawrence,  Frederick,  1855,  The  Life 
(f  Henry  Fielding,  pp,  304,  305. 

Hill  was  a  versatile  man  of  unscrupulous 
character,  with  considerable  abilities, 
great  perseverance,  and  unlimited  impu- 
dence.—Barker,  G.  F.  Russell,  1891, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography^  vol. 
xxvl  p.  398. 

GENERAL 

See  whexe  my  son,  who  giatefolly  xepays 
Whatever  I  lavished  on  his  younger  days; 
Whom  still  my  arm  protects  to  brave  the  town 
Secnre  from  Fielding,  Maohiavel,  or  Brown ; 
Whon^  rage  nor  sword  e'er  mortally  shall 

hurt, 
Ohief  of  a  hundred  chiefs  o'er  all  the  pert! 
Rescued  an  orphan  babe  from  oommon  sense, 
I  gave  his  mother's  milk  to  Gonfidenoe ; 
She  with  her  own  ambrosia  bronz'd  Ms  face. 
And  changed  his  skin  to  monumental  brass. 
—Anon,  1752,  The  Pasquinade. 

The  neutral  nonsense,  neither  false  nor  true — 
Should  Jove  himself,  in  calculation  mad, 
Still  negatives  to  blank  negations  add; 
How  oould  the  barren  ciphers  ever  breed; 
But  nothing  still  from  nothing  would  proceed. 
Raise,  or  depress,  or  magnify,  or  blame 
Inanity  will  ever  be  the  same. 

—Smart,  Christopher,  1753,  The  HiUiad. 
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For  physios  and  faroes, 
His  equal  there  scarce  is; 
His  faroes  are  physio, 
His  physio  a  farce  is. 

— Garrick,  David,  On  Dr.  HiU  Farce. 

Sir  John  Hill  had  just  wrote  a  book  of 
great  elegance — I  think  it  was  called 
*' Exotic  Botany" — which  he  wished  to 
have  presented  to  the  king,  and  therefore 
named  it  to  Lord  Bute.  His  lordship 
waived  that,  saying  that ' '  he  had  a  greater 
object  to  propose ;' '  and  shortly  after  laid 
before  him  a  plan  of  the  most  voluminous, 
magnificent,  and  costly  work  that  ever 
man  attempted.  I  tremble  when  I  name 
its  title — because  I  think  the  severe  appli- 
cation which  it  required  killed  him ;  and 
I  am  sure  the  expense  ruined  his  fortune 
—"The  Vegetable  ^stem."  This  work 
was  to  consist  of  twenty-six  volumes  folio, 
containing  sixteen  hundred  copperplates, 
the  engraving  of  each  cost  four  guineas ; 
the  paper  was  of  the  most  expensive  kind ; 
the  drawings  by  the  first  hands.  The 
printing  was  also  a  very  weighty  concern; 
and  many  other  articles,  with  which  I  am 
unacquainted.  Lord  Bute  said  that  ''the 
expense  had  been  considered,  and  that  Sir 
John  Hill  might  rest  assured  his  circum- 
stances should  not  be  injured."  Thus  he 
entered  upon  and  finished  his  destruction. 
The  sale  bore  no  proportion  to  the  expense. 
After  "The  Vegetable  System"  was  com- 
pleted. Lord  Bute  proposed  another  vol- 
ume to  be  added,  which  Sir  John  strenu- 
ously opposed ;  but  his  lordship  repeating 
his  desire.  Sir  John  complied,  lest  his 
lordship  should  find  a  pretext  to  cast  aside 
repeated  promises  of  ample  provision  for 
himself  and  family.  But  this  was  the 
crisis  of  his  fate — he  died. — Hill,  Hon. 
Lady,  1787,  An  Address  to  the  Public. 

One  of  the  most  extraordinary  charac- 
ters of  the  eighteenth  century.  ...  It 
cannot  be  denied,  that,  in  many  of  these  vol- 
umes, a  considerable  fund  of  information, 
especially  on  Botany,  was  communicated 


to  the  public;  and  though  the  mode  in 
which  it  was  conveyed  was  generally 
slovenly,  and  sometimes  inaccurate  and 
unscientific,  our  author  must  be  allowed 
the  merit  of  having  greatly  contributed  to 
diffuse  through  the  island  a  taste  for  nat- 
ural history.  .  .  .  Under  this  form 
the  ''Inspector"  includes  one  hundred 
and  fifty-two  numbers;  many  of  which 
are  written  with  vivacity,  and  a  few  ex- 
hibit traits  of  humour,  character,  and 
imagination.  The  most  useful  and  inter- 
esting papers  in  the  work  are  devoted  to 
subjects  of  natural  history,  especially  to 
microscopical  observations  on  insects, 
fossils,  &c.  The  style  of  this  periodical 
paper,  as  might  be  expected  from  the 
hasty  manner  in  which  it  was  usually  writ- 
ten, is  often  loose  and  slovenly,  and  fre- 
quently ungrammatical. — Drake,  Na- 
than, 1809,  Essays  Illustrative  (f  the 
Rambler,  Adventurer  and  Idler,  vol.  n,  pp. 
238,  241,  245. 

This  despised  man,  after  all  the  fertile 
absurdities  of  his  literary  life,  performed 
more  for  the  improvement  of  the  "Phil- 
osophical Transactions,"  and  was  the 
cause  of  diffusing  a  more  general  taste 
for  the  science  of  botany,  than  any  other 
contemporary.  His  real  ability  extorts 
that  regard  which  his  misdirected  inge- 
nuity, instigated  by  vanity,  and  often  by 
more  worthless  motives,  had  lost  for  him 
in  the  world.— Disraeli,  Isaac,  1814, 
Sir  John  Hill,  Quarrels  af  Authors. 

A  detailed  account  of  these  many  pub- 
lications would  be  of  but  small  interest 
to  the  modem  reader,  who  knows  little  of 
Sir  John  save  his  name,  and  this  princi- 
pally through  his  quarrels  with  the  Royal 
Society,  and  with  Garrick.  He  was  a 
man  of  remarkable  versatility  of  talent, 
but  his  moral  character  cannot  be  com- 
mended.—Allibone,  S.  Austin,  1854- 
58,  Critical  Dictionary  of  Ekglish  LUera- 
tare,  vol.  I,  p.  846. 


David  Hume 

1711-1776 

Born,  in  Edinburgh,  26  April  1711.  Probably  educated  at  Edinburgh  University. 
Lived  in  France,  1734-37.  Settled  at  home,  at  Ninewells,  Berwickshire,  1737.  Tutor 
in  household  of  Marquis  of  Annandale,  April  1745  to  April  1746.  Sec.  to  Gen.  St. 
Clair  in  expedition  against  Canada,  1746-47.  With  Gen.  St.  Clair  on  embassy  to 
Austria  and  Italy,  1748.  Returned  to  Ninewells,  1749.  Removed  with  his  sister  to 
Edinburgh,  1751.    Keeper  of  Advocates'  Library,  28  Jan.  1752  to  1757.     Prosecuted 
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historical  studies.  To  Paris,  as  Sec.  to  Ambassador,  Earl  of  Hartford,  Oct.  1763. 
Pension  of  £400,  1765.  To  England,  bringing  Rousseau  with  him,  Jan.  1766.  Re- 
turned to  Edinburgh,  same  year.  In  London,  as  Under  Secretary  of  State,  1767-68. 
Settled  in  Edinburgh,  1769.  Died  there,  25  Aug.  1776.  Buried  in  Calton  Hill  Cem- 
etery. Works:  ** A  Treatise  of  Human  Nature"  (anon.),  vols,  i,  ii,  1739;  vol.  iii, 
1740;  "Essays,  moral  and  political"  (2  vols.,  anon.),  1741-42;  ** Philosophical  Essays 
concerning  Human  Understanding"  (anon.),  1748;  **  A  True  Account  of  the  behaviour 
.  .  .  of  Archibald  Stewart"  (anon.),  1748;  "An  Enquiry  concerning  the  Princi- 
ples of  Morals,"  1751;  "Political  Discourses"  1752  (2nd  edn.  same  year);  "Essays 
and  Treatises  on  Several  Subjects"  (4  vols.),  1753-54;  "The  History  of  England" 
[under  the  House  of  Stuart]  (2  vols.),  1754-57;  "Four  Dissertations,"  1757;  "The 
History  of  England  under  the  House  of  Tudor"  (2  vols.),  1759;  "The  History  of  Eng- 
land from  the  Invasion  of  Julius  Caesar  to  the  accession  of  Henry  VII."  (2  vols.), 
1762;  "A  Concise  Account  of  the  dispute  between  Mr.  Hume  and  Mr.  Rousseau" 
(anon.),  1766;  "Scotticisms"  (anon.),  1770.  Posthumous:  "Autobiography," 
1777;  "Two  Essays,"  1777;  "Dialogues  concerning  Natural  Religion,"  1779- — 
Sharp,  Farquharson  R.,  1897,  A  Dictionary  of  English  AutharSy  p.  141. 

Robertson's,  and  a  very  respectable 
woman,  she  said  to  her  son,  "I  shall  be 
glad  to  see  any  of  your  companions  to  din- 
ner, but  I  hope  you  will  never  bring  the 
Atheist  here  to  disturb  my  peace."  But 
Robert  soon  fell  on  a  method  to  reconcile 
her  to  him,  for  he  introduced  him  under 
another  name,  or  concealed  it  carefully 
from  her.  When  the  company  parted  she 
said  to  her  son,"  I  must  confess  that  you 
bring  very  agreeable  companions  about 
you,  but  the  large  jolly  man  who  sat  next  me 
is  the  most  agreeable  of  them  all. "  " This 
was  the  very  Atheist,"  said  he,  "mother, 
that  you  was  so  much  afraid  of . "  "  Well, ' ' 
says  she,  "you  may  bring  him  here  as 
much  as  you  please,  for  he's  the  most  in- 
nocent, agreeable,  facetious  msn  1  ever 
met  with. ' '  This  was  truly  the  case  with 
him;  for  though  he  had  much  learning^ 
and  a  fine  taste,  and  was  professed  a  scep- 
tic, though  by  no  means  an  atheist,  he 
had  the  greatest  simplicity  of  mind  and 
manners  with  the  utmost  facility  and  be- 
nevolence of  temper  of  any  man  I  ever 
knew.  His  conversation  was  truly  irre- 
sistible, for  while  it  was  enlightened,  it 
was  rmve  almost  to  puerility. — Carlyle, 
Alexander,  1753,  Autobiography,  p.  221. 
Ever  since  I  was  acquainted  with  your 
works,  your  talents  as  a  writer  have,  not- 
withstanding some  differences  in  alistract 
principles,  extorted  from  me  the  highest 
veneration.  But  I  could  scarce  have 
thought  that,  in  spite  of  differences  of  a 
more  interesting  nature,  even  such  as  re- 
gard morals  and  religion,  you  could  ever 
force  me  to  love  and  honour  you  as  a  man. 
Yet  no  religious  prejudices,  as  you  would 
probably  term  them,  can  hinder  me  from 


PERSONAL 

Nature,  I  believe,  never  formed  any 
man  more  unlike  his  real  character  than 
David  Hume.  The  powers  of  physiog- 
nomy were  bafled  by  his  countenance; 
neither  could  the  most  skilful  in  that 
science  pretend  to  discern  the  smallest 
trace  of  the  faculities  of  his  mind  in  the 
unmeaning  features  of  his  visage.  His 
face  was  broad  and  flat,  his  mouth  wide, 
and  without  any  other  expression  than  that 
of  imbecility ;  his  eyes  vacant  and  spirit- 
less ;  and  the  corpulence  of  his  whole  per- 
son was  far  better  fitted  to  convey  the 
idea  of  a  turtle-eating  alderman  than  that 
of  a  refined  philosopher.  His  speech  in 
English  was  rendered  ridiculous  by  the 
broadest  Scotch  accent,  and  his  fYench 
was,  if  possible,  still  more  laughable ;  so 
that  wisdom  most  certainly  never  disguised 
herself  before  in  so  uncouth  a  garb. — 
Charlemont,  James  Caulfield  Earl, 
1748,  Memoirs  of  Political  and  Private 
Life  by  Hardy ^  p.  8. 

At  this  time  David  Hume  was  living  in 
Edinburgh  and  composing  his  "History  of 
Great  Britain."  He  was  a  man  of  great 
knowledge,  and  of  a  social  and  benevolent 
temper,  and  truly  the  best-natured  man 
in  the  world.  He  was  branded  with  the 
title  of  Atheist,  on  account  of  many  at- 
tacks on  revealed  religion  that  are  to  be 
found  in  his  philosophical  works,  and  in 
many  places  of  his  History, — the  last  of 
which  are  still  more  objectionable  than 
the  first,  which  a  friendly  critic  might 
call  only  sceptical.  Apropos  of  this, 
when  Mr.  Robert  Adam,  the  celebrated 
architect,  and  his  brother,  lived  in  Edin- 
burgh with  their  mother,  an  aunt  of  Dr. 
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doing  justice  to  that  goodness  and  candour 
which  appeared  in  every  line  of  your  let- 
ter.—Campbell,  Dr.,  1762,  Letter  to 
Hume^  June. 

In  attempting  to  throw  some  new  light 
upon  the  abstruse  subjects,  I  wish  to  pre- 
serve the  due  mean  betwixt  confidence 
and  despair.  But  whether  I  have  any  suc- 
cess in  this  attempt  or  not,  1  shall  always 
avow  myself  your  disciple  in  metaphysics. 
I  have  learned  more  from  your  writings 
in  this  kind,  than  from  all  others  put 
together.  .  .  .  Your  friendly  adver- 
saries, Drs.  Campbell  and  Gerard,  as  well 
as  Dr.  Gregory,  return  their  compliments 
to  you  respectfully.  A  little  philosoph- 
ical society  here,  of  which  all  the  three 
are  members,  is  much  indebted  to  you  for 
its  entertainment.  Your  company  would, 
although  we  are  all  good  Christians,  be 
more  acceptable  than  that  of  St.  Athan- 
asius ;  and  since  we  cannot  have  you  upon 
the  bench,  you  are  brought  oftener  than 
any  other  man  to  the  bar,  accused  and 
defended  with  great  zeal,  but  without  bit- 
terness.—Reid,  Thomas,  1763,  Letter  to 
Hume,  March. 

With  respect  to  myself,  I  am  sorry  I 
cannot  have  the  pleasure  of  taking  leave 
of  you  in  person,  before  I  go  into  per- 
petual exile.  I  sincerely  wish  you  all 
health  and  happiness.  In  whatever  part 
of  the  earth  it  may  be  my  fate  to  reside, 
I  shall  always  remember  with  pleasure, 
and  recapitulate  with  pride,  the  friendly 
intercourse  I  have  maintained  with  one  of 
the  best  men,  and  undoubtedly  the  best 
writer  of  the  age. 
Kos  patriam  fngimns:  tu  Tityre,  lentos  in 

umbra, 
Formosam  resonare  doces  Amaryllida  silvas. 

— Smollett,  Tobias  George,  1768,  Letter 
to  David  Hume,  Aug,  31. 

Sir,  Hume  is  a  Tory  by  chance  as  being 
a  Scotchman ;  but  not  upon  a  principle  of 
duty ;  for  he  has  no  principle.  If  he  is  any- 
thing heisaHobbist.— Johnson,  Samuel, 
1773,  The  Journal  of  a  Tour  to  the  Hebrides, 
by  Boswell,  ed.  Hill,  Sept,  30,  p.  309. 

I  was,  I  say,  a  man  of  mild  dispositions, 
of  command  of  temper,  of  an  open,  social, 
and  cheerful  humour,  capable  of  attach- 
ment, but  little  susceptible  of  enmity,  and 
of  great  moderation  in  all  my  passions. 
Even  my  love  of  literary  fame,  my  ruling 
passion,  never  soured  my  temper,  notwith- 
standing my   frequent  disappointments. 


My  company  was  not  unacceptable  to 
the  young  and  careless,  as  well  as  to 
the  studious  and  literary ;  and  as  I  took 
a  particular  pleasure  in  the  company  of 
modest  women,  I  had  no  reason  to  be  dis- 
pleased with  the  reception  I  met  with 
from  them.  In  a  word,  though  most  men 
anywise  eminent  have  found  reason  to 
complain  of  calumny,  I  never  was  touched 
or  even  attacked  by  her  baleful  tooth: 
and  though  I  wantonly  exposed  myself  to 
the  rage  of  both  civil  and  religious  fac- 
tions, they  seemed  to  be  disarmed  in  my 
behalf  of  their  wonted  fury.  My  friends 
never  had  occasion  to  vindicate  any  one 
.  circumstance  of  my  character  and  con- 
duct; not  but  that  the  zealots,  we  may 
well  suppose,  would  have  been  glad  to 
invent  and  propagate  any  story  to  my  dis- 
advantage but  they  could  never  find  any 
which  they  thought  would  wear  the  face 
of  probability.  I  cannot  say  there  is  no 
vanity  in  making  this  funeral  oration  of 
myself,  but  it  is  not  a  misplaced  one ;  and 
this  is  a  matter  of  fact  which  is  easily 
cleared  and  ascertained. — Hume,  DAvm, 
1776,  My  Own  Life,  p,  32. 

Dear  Sir, —  Yesterday,  about  four 
o'clock,  afternoon,  Mr.  Hume  expired. 
The  near  approach  of  his  death  became 
evident  in  the  night  between  Thursday  and 
Friday,  when  his  disease  became  excessive, 
and  soon  weakened  him  so  much  that  he 
could  no  longer  rise  out  of  his  bed.  .  .  . 
He  never  dropped  the  smallest  expression 
of  impatience ;  but,  when  he  had  occasion 
to  speak  to  the  people  about  him,  always 
did  it  with  affection  and  tenderness.  .  .  . 
When  he  became  very  weak,  it  cost  him 
an  effort  to  speak ;  and  he  died  in  such  a 
happy  composure  of  mind  that  nothing 
could  exceed  it. —Black,  Dr.,  1776,  Let- 
ter to  Adam  Smith,  Aug,  26. 

The  extreme  gentleness  of  his  nature 
never  weakened  either  the  firmness  of  his 
mind,  or  the  steadiness  of  his  resolutions. 
His  constant  pleasantry  was  the  genume 
effusion  of  good-nature  and  good-humour, 
tempered  with  delicacy  and  modesty,  and 
without  even  the  slightest  tincture  of 
malignity,  so  frequently  the  disagreeable 
source  of  what  is  called  wit  in  other  men. 
It  never  was  the  meaning  of  his  raillery  to 
mortify ;  and  therefore,  far  from  offend- 
ing, it  seldom  failed  to  please  and  delight, 
even  those  who  were  the  objects  of  it. 
To  his  friends,  who  were  frequently  the 
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objects  of  it,  there  was  not  perhaps  any 
one  of  all  his  great  and  amiable  qualities, 
which  contribute  more  to  endear  his  con- 
versation. And  that  gaiety  of  temper,  so 
agreeable  in  society,  but  which  is  so  often 
accompanied  with  frivolous  and  superficial 
qualities,  was  in  him  certainly  attended 
with  the  most  severe  application,  the 
most  extensive  learning,  the  greatest 
depth  of  thought,  and  a  capacity  in  every 
respect  the  most  con^prehensive.  Upon 
the  whole,  I  have  always  considered  him, 
both  in  his  lifetime  and  since  his  death, 
as  approaching  as  nearly  to  the  idea  of  a 
perfectly  wise  and  virtuous  man,  as  per- 
haps the  nature  of  human  frailty  will  per- 
mit. —Smith,  Adam,  1776,  Letter  to  Wil- 
liam Strahan,  Nov.  9. 

I  always  lived  on  good  terms  with  Mr. 
Hume,  though  I  have  frankly  told  him,  I 
was  not  clear  that  it  was  right  in  me  to 
keep  company  with  him.  "But  (said  I), 
how  much  better  are  you  than  your 
books!"  He  was  cheerful,  obliging,  and 
instructive ;  he  was  charitable  to  the  poor ; 
and  many  an  agreeable  hour  have  I  passed 
with  him :  I  have  preserved  some  enter- 
taining and  interesting  memoirs  of  him, 
particularly  when  he  knew  himself  to  be 
dying,  which  I  may  some  time  or  other 
communicate  to  the  world.  I  shall  not, 
however,  extol  him  so  very  highly  as  Dr. 
Adam  Smith  does,  who  says,  in  a  letter  to 
Mr.  Strahan  the  Printer  (not  a  confiden- 
tial letter  to  his  friend,  but  a  letter  which 
is  published  with  all  formality:)  '*Upon 
the  whole,  I  have  always  considered  him, 
both  in  his  life  time  and  since  his  death, 
as  approaching  as  nearly  to  the  idea  of  a 
perfectly  wise  and  virtuous  man  as  per- 
haps the  nature  of  human  frailty  will  per- 
mit." Let  Dr.  Smith  consider.  Was  not  Mr. 
Hume  blest  with  good  health,  good  spirits, 
good  friends,  a  competent  and  increasing 
fortune  ?  And  had  he  not  also  a  perpetual 
feast  of  fame  ?  But,  as  a  learned  friend 
has  observed  to  me,  '*What  trials  did  he 
undergo  to  prove  the  perfection  of  his 
virtue  ?  Did  he  ever  experience  any  great 
instance  of  adversity?" — When  I  read  this 
sentence  delivered  by  my  old  **  Professor 
of  Moral  Philosophy,"  I  could  not  help 
exclaiming  with  the  Psalmist,  "Surely  I 
have  not  more  understanding  than  my 
teachers  !"—BoswELL,  Jambs,  1785,  The 
Journal  of  a  Tour  to  the  Hebrides,  ed.  HUl, 
Aug.  15,  p.  32. 


DAvronuME 

Born  1711.  Died  1776. 

Leaving  it  to  Posterity  to  add  the  rest, 
—Inscription  on  Tomb,    1778,    Calton 
Hill,  Edinburgh. 

Mr.  Burke  told  me  he  was  well  ac- 
quainted with  David  Hume,  and  that  he 
was  a  very  easy,  pleasant,  unaffected  man, 
till  he  went  to  Paris  as  secretary  to  Lord 
Hertford.  There  the  attention  paid  him 
by  the  French  belles  savants  had  the  effect 
of  making  him  somewhat  a  literary  cox- 
comb. Mr.  Burke  said  that  Hume  in  com- 
piling his  history  did  not  give  himself  a 
great  deal  of  trouble  in  examining  records, 
&c. ;  and  the  part  he  most  labour^  at 
was  the  reign  of  King  Charles  H.,  for 
whom  he  had  unaccountable  partiality. — 
Malone,  Edmond,  1787,  Maloniana,  ed. 
Prior,  p.  368. 

On  the  15th  August,  1776,  Mr.  Hume 
died  in  Eidinburgh,  after  having  been 
afflicted  for  more  than  a  twelvemonth  with 
a  complaint  which  he  himself  believed 
would  prove  fatal.  His  death,  therefore, 
he  had  foreseen  for  some  considerable 
time ;  yet  his  cheerfulness  and  composure 
of  mind  remained  unabated,  and  he  even 
exerted,  at  times,  a  playful  humour,  not 
altogether  decorous  in  so  solemn  a  situa- 
tion. The  world  was  naturally  not  unso- 
licitouB  to  see,  whether  Mr.  Hume,  in  his 
dying  moments,  would  express  any  senti- 
ments different  from  those  which  he  had 
published  in  his  philosophical  writings. 
But  although  he  retained  the  full  posses- 
sion of  his  faculties  to  the  last,  he  pre- 
served a  most  cautious  silence  on  that 
subject,  and  never  uttered  a  word  that 
could  indicate  whether  any  change  had 
taken  place  in  his  opinions,  or  not.  There 
is  every  reason  to  believe,  however,  that 
his  sentiments  remained  still  the  same ;  for 
he  left  for  publication,  a  treatise,  entitled, 
''Dialogues  on  Natural  Religion,"  of  a 
similar  strain  with  those  which  had  been 
printed  during  his  lifetime. — Forbes,  Sir 
WiLUAM,  1806,  An  Account  of  the  Life 
and  Writings  of  James  Beattie,  vol.  ii, 
p.  141. 

Mallet's  wife,  a  foolish  and  conceited 
woman,  one  evening  introduced  herself  to 
David  Hume  at  an  assembly,  saying,  ''  We 
deists,  Mr.  Hume,  should  know  one  an- 
other. * '  Hume  was  exceedingly  displeased 
and  disconcerted,  and  replied,  ''Madam, 
I  am  no  deist;  I  do  not  so  style  myself; 
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neither  do  I  desire  to  be  known  by  that 
appellation." — Hardy,  Francis,  1810, 
Life  cf  James  Caulfieldy  Earl  of  Chark' 
mont. 

His  temper  was  calm,  not  to  say  cold ; 
but  though  none  of  his  feelings  were 
ardent,  all  were  engaged  on  the  side  of 
virtue.  He  was  free  from  the  slightest 
tincture  of  malignity  or  meanness;  his 
conduct  was  uniformly  excellent. — Mack- 
intosh, Sir  James,  1811,  Memoirs,  ed. 
Mackijiiosh,  vol.  II,  p.  167. 

Hume  is  an  author  so  celebrated,  a  phi- 
losopher so  serene,  and  a  man  so  extremely 
amiable,  if  not  fortunate,  that  we  may  be 
surprised  to  meet  his  name  inscribed  in  a 
catalogue  of  literary  calamities.  Look 
into  his  literary  life,  and  you  will  dis- 
cover that  the  greatest  portion  was  morti- 
fied and  angered;  and  that  the  stoic  so 
lost  his  temper,  that  had  not  circum- 
stances intervened  which  did  not  depend 
on  himself,  Hume  had  abandoned  his  coun- 
try and  changed  his  name! — Disraeli, 
Isaac,  1812-13,  The  Miseries  of  Sweeess- 
ftU  AuthorSy  Calamities  of  AuUwrs. 

Hume's  character  of  himself  was  well 
drawn  and  full  of  candour ;  he  spoke  of 
himself  as  he  ought,  but  added  what  sur- 
prised us  all,  that  plain  as  his  manners 
were,  and  apparently  careless  of  atten- 
tion, vanity  was  his  predominant  weakness. 
That  vanity  led  him  to  publish  his  essays 
which  he  grieved  over,  not  that  he 
had  changed  his  opinions,  but  that  he 
thought  he  had  injured  society  by  dissem- 
inating them.  "Do  you  remember  the 
sequel  of  that  affair?"  said  Hume. 
**Yes,  I  do,"  replied  my  mother,  laugh- 
ing. ''You  told  me  that  although  I 
thought  your  character  a  sincere  one,  it 
was  not  BO ;  there  was  a  particular  feature 
omitted  that  we  were  still  ignorant  of, 
and  that  you  would  add  it.  Like  a  fool, 
I  gave  you  the  MS.  and  you  thrust  it  into 
the  fire,  adding,  'Oh!  what  an  idiot  I  had 
nearly  proven  myself  to  be  to  leave  such 
a  document  in  the  hands  of  a  parcel  of 
women  T  ''—Barnard,  Anne  Lady,  1825- 
40,  Lives  of  the  Lindsays,  ed.  Lindsay. 

Through  the  whole  of  the  memorials  of 
Hume's  early  feelings  we  find  the  traces 
of  a  bold  and  far-stretching  literary  ambi- 
tion .  .  .  "I  was  seized  very  early," 
he  tells  us  in  his  **Own  Life,"  "with  a 
passion  for  literature,  which  has  been 
the  ruling  passion  of  my  life,  and  a  great 


source  of  my  enjoyments. ' '  Joined  to  this 
impulse,  we  find  a  practical  philosophy, 
partaking  far  more  of  the  stoical  than  of 
that  sceptical  school  with  which  his  meta- 
physical writings  have  identified  him;  a 
morality  of  self-sacrifice  and  endurance 
for  the  accomplishment  of  great  ends. 
.  .  .  He  was  an  economist  of  all  his 
talents  from  early  youth.  No  memoir  of 
a  literary  man  presents  a  more  cautious 
and  vigilant  husbandry  of  the  mental  pow- 
ers and  acquirements.  There  is  no  in- 
stance of  a  man  of  genius  who  has  wasted 
less  in  idleness  or  in  unavailing  pursuits. 
Money  was  not  his  object,  nor  was  tem- 
porary fame;  •  .  .  but  his  ruling 
object  of  ambition,  pursued  in  poverty 
and  riches,  in  health  and  sickness,  in 
laborious  obscurity  and  amid  the  blaze  of 
fame,  was  to  establish  a  permanent  name, 
resting  on  the  foundation  of  literary 
achievements,  likely  to  live  as  long  as 
human  thought  endured,  and  mental  phi- 
losophy was  studied. Burton,  John 

Hill,  1846,  Life  and  Correspondence  (f 
David  Hume,  vd.  i,  pp.  17,  18. 

We  have  no  authenticated  record  of 
Hume  ever  opening  to  any  human  being 
the  religious,  or  irreligious  convictions  of 
his  soul.  A  good-natured  and  sociable 
man,  kind  and  indulgent  to  those  with 
whom  he  came  in  contact,  he  passed 
through  life  a  solitary  being,  certainly 
with  no  God  and  apparently  with  no 
human  being  to  whom  to  unbosom  himself. 
— McCosH,  James,  1874,  The  Scottish 
Philosophy,  p.  123. 

In  1770,  Hume  built  himself  a  house  in 
the  New  Town  of  Eklinburgh,  which  was 
then  springing  up.  It  was  the  first  house 
in  the  street,  and  a  frolicsome  young  lady 
chalked  upon  the  wall  '*St.  David's 
Street."  Hume's  servant  complained  to 
her  master,  who  replied,  ''Never  mind, 
lassie,  many  a  better  man  has  been  made 
a  saint  of  before,"  and  the  street  retains 
its  title  to  this  day.— Huxley,  Thomas 
Henry,  1879,  David  Hume  (Ehiglish  Men 
of  Letters),  p.  37. 

Those  who  differ  most  widely  from  the 
philosophy  of  Hume  cannot  fail  to  appre- 
ciate much  in  the  character  of  the  man. 
His  life  showed  a  consistent  course  of  self- 
command.  His  passions  were  kept  under 
the  steady  control  of  the  reason.  He  was 
habitually  generous,  direct,  and  open  as 
the  day,  with  no  twist  in  hJs  nature,  and 
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with  nothing  servile.  He  may  be  truly 
described  as  a  man  ''without  dissimula- 
tion,"— which  is  more  than  can  be  said 
of  some  of  his  opponents, — as  a  man  of 
his  integrity  and  candour.  His  intellec- 
tual honesty  showed  itself  in  his  love  of  all 
that  could  be  verified,  and  in  his  hatred 
of  what  seemed  to  him  to  be  unrealities. 
If  he  had  no  Celtic  enthusiasm,  he  had  in 
compensation  the  sunny  Saxon  tempera- 
ment ;  and  if  never  radiant,  he  was  usu- 
ally serene  and  cheerful.  He  had  an 
almost  equal  appreciation  of  the  Stoic 
and  the  Epicurean  view  of  life;  but  it 
was  towards  the  latter  that  his  sympathies 
practically  tended.  Unaffected,  easy- 
minded,  bright,  and  sociable,  but  also 
eminently  secular,  we  find  no  trace  in  him 
of  introspection,  or  of  the  seriousness  and 
moral  thoughtfulness  that  attend  it.  He 
had  a  clear  head,  and  a  generous  heart — 
add  to  this  the  absence  of  jealousy,  that 
common  failing  of  literary  circles  and 
coteries ;  but  he  lacked  the  elevation  and 
the  nobleness  that  are  usually  associated 
with  the  philosophy  of  idealism.  He  had 
a  singularly  keen  intellect ;  but  his  intel- 
lectual vision  was  singularly  limited. — 
Knight,  Wiluam,  1886,  Hwrne  (Philo- 
saphieal  Glassies),  p.  97. 

Dr.  Adam  Smith  relates  how  Hume 
diverted  himself,  a  short  time  before  his 
death,  by  inventing  jocular  excuses  he 
might  make  to  Charon,  and  Charon's  surly 
answers  in  return.  ''I  thought  I  might 
say  to  him,  'Good  Charon,  I  have  been  cor- 
recting my  works  for  a  new  edition ;  allow 
me  a  little  time  to  see  how  the  public  re- 
ceive the  alterations. '  But  Charon  would 
answer,  'Get  into  the  boat  this  instant, 
you  lazy,  loitering  rogue!'*' — Morrill, 
Justin  S.,  1887,  Seff-Consciousness  qf 
Noted  PersonSy  p.  109. 

His  thorough  good  nature,  as  well  as 
his  indifference,  prevented  him  from  ob- 
truding his  opinions  upon  any  who  did  not 
sympathise ;  while  no  man  was  a  heartier 
friend  or  more  warmly  appreciative  of 
merit  —  especially  in  Scotsmen. — Ste- 
phen, Leslie,  1891,  Dictionary  qf  Na- 
tional Biography,  vol.  xxvni,  p.  220. 

He  is  with  the  full  ardour  of  his  being 
a  man  of  society.  He  delights  in  the 
companionship  of  his  fellows,  works  surely 
into  the  intimacy  of  close  friendship,  and 
is  ever  ready  for  rippling,  glancing 
humour,  giving  and    receiving    electric 


impulse  from  casual  acquaintance.  These 
features  are  not  commonly  associated,  but 
they  were  united  in  him.  There  are  two 
natures  in  the  man,  two  lives  within  this 
one  life ;  the  inner,  that  of  the  abstract 
thinker  living  within  a  charmed  circle 
where  he  does  not  meet  friends,  save  one 
or  two,  and  where  he  cultivates  an  inde- 
pendence that  owns  no  authority ;  and  the 
outer  life  of  the  man  who  is  free  of  spirit, 
ready  for  all  occurrences,  and  given  to  a 
playfulness  of  disposition,  and  even  jovial- 
ity, which  to  most  onlookers  must  seem 
inconsistent  with  the  high  philosophic  gift. 
Yet  these  two  natures  are  indissolubly 
united — they  are  constantly  appearing  in 
parallel  relations  as  if  they  were  distinct. 
Together  they  constitute  a  nature  rarely 
met  with.  It  were  easy,  looking  now  at 
the  one  feature,  now  at  the  other,  to  bring 
home  a  charge  of  inconsistency.  In  a 
sense,  he  is  inconsistently  a  thinker  who 
scorns  the  ordinary  levels  of  thought ;  a 
humorist  who  revels  in  the  pleasures  of  the 
passing  hour  as  if  life  were  a  play.  These 
apparently  contradictory  features  are  as 
prominent  as  they  have  ever  appeared  in 
any  human  life — together  they  constitute 
the  actual  David  Hume — philosopher  and 
man  of  theworld.— Calderwood,  Henry, 
1898,  David  Hume  (Fanums  Seats  Series), 
p.  18. 

No  man  could  have  sought  for  a  com- 
panion more  delightful  or  entertaining 
than  Hume.  With  wide  experience,  with 
the  dignity  of  an  independent  thinker, 
with  the  concentration  and  abundant 
stores  of  the  student,  he  united  a  simplic- 
ity which  thought  no  evil,  and  an  almost 
childlike  pleasure  in  the  happiness  of 
social  intercourse.  He  fenced  himself  in 
with  no  artificial  barrier  of  haughtiness 
or  reserve.  He  had  an  easy  flow  of 
humour,  which  was  in  his  case  accom- 
panied, as  it  not  always  is,  by  that  social 
tact  which  is  rooted  in  good-nature 
and  benevolence.  "His  conversation," 
says  one  of  his  friends,  "was  irresistible, 
for  while  it  was  enlightened,  it  was  naive 
almost  to  puerility."  He  excelled  above 
all  in  that  perfect  form  of  raillery  which 
Swift  has  described — the  art  of  making 
apparent  sarcasm  suggest  the  best  qual- 
ities of  those  against  whom  the  sarcasm 
appears  to  be  directed.  No  man  could  at- 
tract more  successfully  all  characters  and 
all  ages.    He  could  soothe  the  aged  or  the 
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unfortunate  as  happily  as  be  could  please 
the  young  and  frolicsome.  With  all  his 
calmness  of  temper,  and  all  his  boldness  of 
speculation,  he  was  like  a  child  in  his  dis- 
cernment of  character,  and  partook  in  no 
degree  of  that  useful  but  not  altogether 
pleasant  faculty  of  reading  character 
with  a  judicial  eye.  If  he  was  an  object 
of  suspicion  to  those  whose  peace  might 
be  disturbed  by  rumors  of  his  atheism, 
they  were  quickly  disarmed  by  his  irresist- 
ible personality. —  Craik,  Sm  Henry, 
1901,  A  Century  of  Scottish  History,  vol. 
I,  p.  411. 

A  TREATISE  OF  HUMAN  NATURE 

1739-40 

Never  literary  attempt  was  more  un- 
fortunate than  my  ''Treatise  of  Human 
Nature. '  *  It  fell  dead-bomfrom  the  press, 
without  reaching  such  distinction,  as  even 
to  excite  a  murmur  among  the  zealots. — 
Hume,  David,  1776,  My  Own  Life,  p.  7. 

From  what  has  been  already  said,  it  may 
be  seen  that  we  are  not  to  look  in  Mr. 
Hume's  "Treatise"  for  any  regular  or 
connected  system.  It  is  neither  a  scheme 
of  Materialism  nor  a  scheme  of  Spiritual- 
ism ;  for  his  reasonings  strike  equally  at 
the  root  of  both  these  theories.  His  aim 
is  to  establish  a  universal  scepticism,  and 
to  produce  in  the  reader  a  complete  dis- 
trust in  his  own  faculties.  .  .  .  With 
the  single  exception  of  Bayle,  he  has  car- 
ried this  sceptical  mode  of  reasoning  far- 
ther than  any  other  modern  philosopher. 
—Stewart,  Dugald,  1815-21,  First 
Preliminary  Dissertation,  Eneyclopcsdia 
Britannica. 

The  philosophy  of  Hume,  as  a  whole, 
originated  and  fell  with  himself.  A  more 
partial  and  less  daring  scepticism  might 
probably  have  gained  many  followers ;  but 
it  is  the  inevitable  result  of  every  system, 
professing  universal  unbelief,  to  destroy 
itself.  The  man  who  by  any  process  of 
reasoning  involves  every  portion  of  human 
knowledge  in  doubt,  instead  of  persuad- 
ing any  one  to  follow  his  conclusions,  does 
little  more  than  controvert  his  own  prin- 
ciples by  a  "reductio  ad  absurdura." — Mo- 
RELL,  J.  D.,  1846-7,  An  Historical  and 
Critical  View  of  the  Speculative  Philosophy 
of  Europe  in  the  Nindeenth  Century. 

This  treatise  is  by  far  the  most  impor- 
tant of  all  his  philosophical  works.  If 
we  except  certain  speculations  in  history 


and  political  economy,  it  contains  nearly 
all  his  favourite  ideas.  He  devoted  to  it 
all  the  resources  of  his  mighty  intellect. 
He  had  read  extensively,  pondered  deeply, 
and  taken  immense  pains  in  polishing  his 
style.  He  could  scarcely,  indeed,  be 
called  a  learned  man,  in  the  technical 
sense  of  the  term,  but  he  was  well  in- 
formed. We  could  have  wished  that  he 
had  possessed  wider  sympathies  with 
earnest  seekers  after  truth  in  all  ages,  but 
this  was  not  in  the  nature  of  the  man. 
His  knowledge  of  Greek  was  very  imper- 
fect at  this  time  (he  afterwards  renewed 
his  acquaintance  with  that  language); 
what  he  knew  of  greek  philosophy  was 
chiefly  through  Cicero  (his  very  pictures 
of  the  Stoics  and  Epicureans  are  Roman 
rather  than  Grecian),  and  he  never  entered 
into  the  spirit  of  such  deep  and  earnest 
thinkers  as  Socrates,  Plato,  and  Aristotle, 
— he  tells  us  somewhere  that  the  fame  of 
Aristotle  is  utterly  decayed.  In  respect 
even  of  modem  writers,  he  never  com- 
prehended the  profundity  of  such  men  as 
Cudworth  and  Descartes  in  the  previous 
century ;  and  he  had  no  appreciation  of 
the  speculations  of  Clarke  and  Leibnitz, 
who  lived  in  the  age  immediately  preced- 
ing his  own.  He  belongs  to  the  cold, 
elegant,  doubting,  and  secular  eighteenth 
century ;  and,  setting  little  value  on  an- 
tiquity, he  builds  for  the  present  and  the 
future  on  the  philosophy  of  his  own  time. 
— McCosH,  James,  1874,  The  Scottish 
Philosophy,  p.  121. 

Although  it  is  characterised  by  a  marked 
simplicity  of  arrangement,  it  presents 
some  of  the  most  subtle  thought  and 
searching  reasoning  to  be  found  in  any 
literature.— Mackintosh,  John,  1878- 
92,  The  History  of  Civilization  in  ScoUani, 
vol.  IV,  p.  26. 

The  "Treatise  of  Human  Nature"  is 
clear,  forcible,  and  untechnical.  Its  most 
striking  characteristics  are  its  spontaneity 
and  individuality.  Hume  owed  little  to 
academic  training,  and  wrote  his  earlier 
works  at  a  distance  froni  centres  of  learn- 
ing, without  access  to  large  libraries. 
The  literary  beauties  of  the  ''Treatise," 
however,  are  marred  by  its  structural  de- 
fects. It  is  a  series  of  brilliant  fragments 
rather  than  a  well-rounded  whole,  and  is 
concerned  more  with  criticism  of  meta- 
physical opinions  from  the  point  of  view 
of  Hume's  theory  of  knowledge  than  with 
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the  construction  of  a  complete  system  of 
philosophy.— MiKKELSEN,  M.  A.,  1897, 
Library  of  the  WotWb  Best  Literature,  ed. 
Warner,  vol.  xiii,  p.  7777. 

Home  had  taken  his  place  in  the  litera- 
tore  of  his  country  and  of  the  world.  He 
himself,  however,  was  depressed  with 
sense  of  failure,  for  he  says,  *' Never  was 
literary  attempt  more  unfortunate  than 
my  'Treatise  of  Human  Nature.'  "  He 
felt  disappointed  that  it  did  not  even 
''excite  a  murmur  among  the  zealots." 
His  power  had  been  concentrated  to  the 
utmost,  but  renown  did  not  come  to  him, 
as  he  had  anticipated.  What  he  could  do 
in  philosophic  thought  was  accomplished, 
and  he  was  convinced  that  the  writing 
was  not  of  slight  significance;  but  the 
reading  public  did  not  know  what  had 
been  done — his  contribution  was  not  of  the 
character  to  attract  readers. — Caldbr- 
wooD,  Henry,  1898,  David  Hume  (Fa- 
nums  Scots  Series),  p.  24. 

It  was  written  when  he  was  only  twenty- 
five,  and  probably  no  book  of  the  kind, 
destined  to  exercise  such  an  extended  in- 
fluence, was  ever  written  by  a  man  of 
that  age,  certainly  never  with  greater 
ease  or  more  supreme  command  of  his  own 
ideas  — Craik,  Sir  Henry,  1901,  A  Cen- 
tury of  Scottish  History,  voL  n,  p.  188. 

ESSAYS 

I  am  strongly  tempted  too  to  have  a 
stroke  at  Hume  in  parting.  He  is  the 
author  of  a  little  book  called  "Philosoph- 
ical Essays/'  in  one  part  of  which  he 
argues  against  the  being  of  a  God,  and 
in  another  (very  needlessly  you  will  say) 
against  the  possibility  of  miracles.  He 
has  crowned  the  liberty  of  the  press. 
And  yet  he  has  a  considerable  post  under 
the  Government.  I  have  a  great  mind  to 
do  justice  on  his  arguments  against  mira- 
cles, which  I  think  might  be  done  in  few 
words.  But  does  he  deserve  notice?  Is 
he  known  amongst  you  ?  Pray  answer  me 
these  questions.  For  if  his  own  weight 
keeps  him  down,  I  should  be  sorry  to  con- 
tribute to  his  advancement  to  any  place 
but  the  pillory.— Warburton,  William, 
1749,  Letters  from  a  Late  Ehninent  Pre- 
late, Sept.  28,  p,  14. 

I  have  not  yet  read  the  last  Review,  but 
dipping  into  it,  I  accidentally  fell  upon 
their  account  of  Hume's  "Essay  on  Sui- 
cide. "    I  am  glad  that  they  have  liberality 


enough  to  condemn  the  licentiousness  of 
an  author  whom  they  so  much  admire: 
— I  say  liberality,  for  there  is  as  much 
bigotry  in  the  world  to  that  man's  errors 
as  there  is  in  the  hearts  of  some  secre- 
taries to  their  peculiar  modes  and  tenets. 
He  is  the  Pope  of  thousands,  as  blind  and 
presumptuous  as  himself.  God  certainly 
infatuates  those  who  will  not  see.  It 
were  otherwise  impossible,  that  a  man, 
naturally  shrewd  and  sensible,  and  whose 
understanding  has  had  all  the  advantages 
of  constant  exercise  and  cultivation,  could 
have  satisfied  himself,  or  have  hoped  to 
satisfy  others  with  such  palpable  sophistry 
as  has  not  even  the  grace  of  fallacy  to 
recommend  it.— Cowper,  William,  1784, 
Letter  to  Rev.  William  Unwin,  July  12 ; 
Works,  ed.  Southey,  vol.  in,  p.  122. 

I  like  his  "Essays"  better  than  any- 
thing I  have  read  these  many  days.  He  has 
prejudices,  he  does  maintain  errors, — but 
he  defends  his  positions  with  so  much  in- 
genuity, that  one  would  be  almost  sorry 
to  see  him  dislodged.  His  essays  on 
*' Superstition  and  Enthusiasm,"  on  "The 
Dignity  and  Meanness  of  Human  Nature, " 
and  several  others,  are  in  my  opinion  ad- 
mirable both  in  matter  and  manner,  par- 
ticularly the  first,  where  his  conclusions 
might  be  verified  by  instances  with  which 
we  are  all  acquainted.  The  manner,  in- 
deed, of  all  is  excellent ;  the  highest  and 
most  difiScult  effect  of  art — the  appearance 
of  its  absence — appears  throughout. — 
Carlyle,  Thomas,  1815,  Early  Letters, 
ed.,  by  Charles  Eliot  Norton,  p.  20. 

Of  the  "Political  Discourses"  it  would 
be  difiScult  to  speak  in  terms  of  too  great 
commendation.  They  combine  almost 
every  excellence  which  can  belong  to  such 
a  performance.  .  .  .  The  great  merit, 
however,  of  these  discourses,  is  their 
originality,  and  the  new  system  of  politics 
and  political  economy  which  they  unfold. 
Mr.  Hume  is,  beyond  all  doubt,  the  author 
of  the  modem  doctrines  which  now  rule  the 
world  of  science,  which  are  to  a  great 
,  extent  the  guide  to  practical  statesmen, 
and  are  only  prevented  from  being  applied 
in  their  fullest  extent  to  the  affairs  of 
nations,  by  clashing  interests  and  the 
ignorant  prejudices  of  certain  powerful 
classes ;  for  no  one  deserving  the  name  of 
legislator  pretends  to  doubt  the  soundness 
of  the  theory,  although  many  held  that 
the  errors  of  our  predecessors  require  a 
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slow  recourse  to  right  principle  in  con- 
ducting the  practical  business  of  the 
world.  ...  It  is  certain  that  Dr.  Smith's 
celebrated  work,  with  all  its  great  merits, 
is  less  of  a  regular  system  than  the  de- 
tached essays  of  Mr.  Hume.  The  original- 
ity of  the  latter's  opinions  is  wholly  un- 
deniable: they  were  published  full  four- 
jteen  years  before  the  *  Wealth  of  Nations.'* 
—Brougham,  Henry  Lord,  1845-6,  Live% 
(fMen  cfLetberB  qfthe  Time  cf  George  III. 

''Essays  on  Commerce,  Interest,  Bal- 
ance of  Trade,  Money,  Jealousy  of  Trade, 
and  Public  Credit,"  display  the  same 
felicity  of  style  and  illustration  that  dis- 
tinguish the  other  works  of  their  cele- 
brated author.  His  views  of  the  commer- 
cial intercourse  that  should  subsist  among 
nations  are  alike  enlightened  and  liberal : 
and  he  has  admirably  exposed  the  ground- 
lessness of  the  prejudices  then  entertained 
against  a  free  intercourse  with  France, 
and  the  fear  of  being  deprived,  were  com- 
mercial restraints  atolished,  of  a  sufficient 
supply  of  bullion.  .  .  .  Hume  and 
Smith  saw  and  pointed  out  the  injurious 
operation  of  the  Methuen  treaty,  and  ex- 
posed the  absurdity  of  our  sacrificing  the 
trade  with  France  to  that  of  so  beggarly 
a  country  as  Portugal. — McCulloch,  John 
Ramsay,  1845,  lAterature  qf  Political 
Economy. 

Of  all  the  English  deistical  works  of 
the  eighteenth  century,  the  influence  of 
two  and  only  two  survived  the  controversy. 
Hume's  "Essay  on  Miracles,"  though  cer- 
tainly not  unquestioned  and  unassailed, 
cannot  be  looked  upon  as  obsolete  or  un- 
influential.— Lecky,  W.  E.  H.,  1865, 
History  of  the  Rise  and  Influence  qf  the 
Spirit  of  Rationalism  in  Europe. 

No  writer  on  miracles  omits  to  notice 
Hume.  To  refute  him  has  been  the  ambi- 
tion of  every  Christian  apologist  for  the 
last  hundred  years ;  but  what  could  really 
be  said  in  reply  was  said  in  his  lifetime. 
It  is  recorded  of  a  professor  in  the  Uni- 
versity of  Edinburgh  that  he  annually  re- 
futed the  great  sceptic,  and  with  as  much 
complacency  as  regularity.  A  portion  of 
his  lectures  was  always  introduced  with 
the  words — ''Having  considered  these 
di^erent  systems,  I  will  now,  gentlemen, 
proceed  to  refute  the  ingenious  theories 
of  our  late  respected  townsman,  Mr.  David 
Hume."  As  there  really  was  but  one 
answer,  that  answer  has  been  repeated 


with  variations  and  amplifications  by  all 
who  have  undertaken  to  meet  his  objec- 
tions.—Hunt,  John,  1869,  David  Hume, 
Contemporary  Review,  vol.  11,  p.  89. 

''I  flatter  myself,''  says  Hume,  in  the 
''Essay  upon  Miracles,"  "that  I  have  dis- 
covered an  argument  of  a  like  nature''  (the 
reference  is  to  Tillotson's  argument  on 
transubstantiation),  "which,  if  just,  will, 
with  the  wise  and  learned,  be  an  everlast- 
ing check  to  all  kinds  of  superstitious 
delusion,  and,  consequently,  will  be  use- 
ful as  long  as  the  world  endures."  This 
preliminary  tnmipet-flourish,  intended 
probably  to  startle  the  drowsy  champions 
of  the  faith  into  some  consciousness  of 
the  philosopher's  claims,  has  been  as  nearly 
fulfilled  as  could  have  been  expected. 
Hume's  argument,  neglected  for  the 
moment,  soon  attracted  the  assaults  of 
theologians.  Since  his  day  eager  apolo- 
gists have  denounced  it,  reasoned  against 
it,  passed  it  under  the  most  rigid  examina- 
tion, and  loudly  and  frequently  proclaimed 
the  discovery  of  some  fatal  flaw.  The 
fact  that  the  argument  is  being  answered 
to  this  day  proves  that  its  efficacy  is  not 
exhausted.  Every  new  assault  is  a  tacit 
admission  that  previous  assaults  have  not 
demolished  the  hostile  works.  It  is  need- 
less to  enquire  how  far  this  particular 
logical  crux  has  contributed  to  the  decay 
amongst  rational  thinkers  of  a  belief  in 
the  miraculous.  That  belief  forms  part 
of  a  system  of  thought,  and  grows  faint 
as  the  general  system  loses  its  hold  upon 
the  intellect.  The  prominence  given  to 
the  essay,  except  as  an  admirable  speci- 
men of  the  dialectical  art,  may,  therefore, 
be  easily  exaggerated.  No  single  essay 
has  sapped  the  bases  of  belief.  On  the 
other  hand,  the  essay  is  but  a  small  part 
of  Hume's  attack  upon  the  fundamental 
dogmas  of  theology.  His  popular  reputa- 
tion, indeed,  is  almost  exclusively  based 
upon  it ;  he  is  known  as  the  author  of  this 
particular  dilemma ;  all  else  that  he  wrote 
is  ignored ;  and  so  exclusively  has  atten- 
tion been  fixed  upon  these  particular 
pages,  that  few  of  his  assailants  take  any 
notice  even  of  the  immediately  succeeding 
essay,  which  forms  with  it  a  complete  and 
connected  argument. — Stephen,  Leslie, 
1876,  History  of  English  Thought  in  ik 
Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  i,  p.  309. 

The  germs  of  several  of  Adam  Smith's 
economic  doctrines,  and  some  of  Bentham*8, 
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are  to  be  found  in  these  ''Essays.''  In 
literary  form  their  merit  is  great;  but 
it  is  greater  as  regards  their  substance. 
They  are  weighted  with  economic  wisdom, 
with  happy  and  suggestive  thoughts  on 
questions  of  Government ;  and  on  the  re- 
lations of  party  to  party  their  political 
sagacity  is  great.  If  the  ''Wealth  of 
Nations"  was  the  chief  contribution  to 
the  economic  literature  of  England  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  these  "Essays''  pre- 
pared the  way  for  it ;  and  Smith's  debt  to 
Hume  was  both  direct  and  indirect. — 
Knight,  William,  1886,  Hume  (PhUo- 
saphical  Classics),  p.  36. 

HISTORY  OF  ENGLAND 
1754-62 

Hume  has  out-done  himself  in  this  new 
History,  in  shewing  his  contempt  of  Reli- 
gion. This  is  one  of  those  proof  charges 
which  Arbuthnot  speaks  of  in  his  treatise 
of  political  lying,  to  try  how  much  the 
publick  will  bear.  If  his  history  be  well 
received,  I  shall  conclude  that  there  is 
even  an  end  of  all  pretence  to  Religion. — 
Warburton,  Wiluam,  1759,  Letters  from 
a  Late  Eminent  Prelate,  Mar.  3,  p,  282. 

In  1752,  The  Faculty  of  Advocates  chose 
me  their  librarian,  an  office  for  which  I 
received  little  or  no  emolument,  but  which 
gave  me  the  command  of  a  large  library. 
I  then  formed  the  plan  of  writing  the  *  *  His- 
tory of  England;"  but  being  frightened 
with  the  notion  of  continuing  a  narrative 
through  a  period  of  seventeen  hundred 
years,  I  commenced  with  the  accession 
of  the  House  of  Stuart,  an  epoch  when,  I 
thought,  the  misrepresentations  of  faction 
began  chiefly  to  take  place.  I  was,  I  own, 
sanguine  in  my  expectations  of  the  success 
of  this  work.  I  thought  that  I  was  the 
only  historian,  that  had  at  once  neglected 
present  power,  interest  and  authority,  and 
the  cry  of  popular  prejudices ;  and,  as  the 
subject  was  suited  to  every  capacity,  I 
expected  proportional  applause.  But  mis- 
erable was  my  disappointment:  I  was 
assailed  by  one  cry  of  reproach,  disappro- 
bation, and  even  detestation;  English, 
Scotch,  and  Irish,  Whig  and  Tory,  church- 
man and  secretary,  freethinker  and  reli- 
gionist, patriot  and  courtier,  united  in  their 
rage  against  a  man,  who  had  presumed  to 
shed  a  generous  tear  for  the  fate  of 
Charles  I.  and  the  Earl  of  Strafford ;  and 
after  the  first  ebullitions  of  their  fury  was 
over,  what  was  still  more  mortifying,  the 


book  seemed  to  sink  into  oblivion.  Mr. 
Millar  told  me,  that  in  a  twelvemonth  he 
sold  only  forty-five  copies  of  it.  I  scarcely, 
indeed,  heard  of  one  man  in  the  three 
kingdoms,  considerable  for  rank  or  let- 
ters, that  could  endure  the  book.  I  must 
only  except  the  primate  of  England,  Dr. 
Herring,  and  the  primate  of  Ireland,  Dr. 
Stone,  which  seem  two  odd  exceptions. 
These  dignified  prelates  separately  sent 
me  messages  not  to  be  discouraged. — 
Hume,  David,  1776,  My  Own  Ljfe,  p.  17. 

The  '*  History"  of  Mr.  Hume  is  indeed 
very  far  from  being  laudable.  It  is  a 
mere  apology  for  prerogative  from  begin- 
ning to  end :  and,  tho'  the  best  apology 
which  hath  been  offered,  is  yet  very 
weak ;  which  shews  the  cause  must  be  des- 
perate when  even  so  great  an  advocate 
utterly  fails  in  its  defence.  At  the  same 
time  that  his  political  principles  led  him 
to  exalt  the  prerogative,  his  philosophic 
opinions  forced  him  to  depress  the  church : 
while  every  body  knows  that  no  church,  no 
king.  Hence  his  work  is  one  chaos  of 
heterogeneous  axioms,  and  misrepresented 
events.  —  Pinkerton,  John  (Robert 
Heron),  1785,  Letters  of  Literature,  p.  366. 

It  is  surprising,  on  examining  any  par- 
ticular point,  how  superficial  Hume  is, 
and  how  many  particulars  are  omitted  that 
would  have  made  his  book  much  more  en- 
tertaining ;  but  perhaps  we  have  no  right 
to  expect  this  in  a  general  history. — Ma- 
lone,  Edmond,  1787,  Maloniana,  ed. 
Prior,  p.  370. 

For  a  judicious  choice  of  materials,  and 
a  happy  disposition  of  them,  together 
with  perspicuity  of  style  in  recording 
them,  this  writer  was  hardly  ever  exceeded ; 
especially  in  the  latter  part  of  his  work, 
which  is  by  far  the  most  elaborate.  The 
earlier  part  of  his  history  is  too  superficial. 
— Priestly,  Joseph,  1788,  Lectures  on 
History,  Lecture  xxvii,  p.  176. 

The  perfect  composition,  the  nervous 
language,  the  well-turned  periods  of  Dr. 
Rol^rtson,  inflamed  me  to  the  ambitious 
hope  that  I  might  one  day  tread  in  his 
footsteps :  the  calm  philosophy,  the  care- 
less inimitable  beauties  of  his  friend  and 
rival,  often  forced  me  to  close  the  volume 
with  a  mixed  sensation  of  delight  and 
despair. —Gibbon,  Edward,  1793,  Avio- 
biography,  ch.  xii. 

The  history  of  England  was  investigated 
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by  Home,  not  with  the  eyes  of  a  patriot 
but  of  a  philosopher ;  and  from  each  author 
whom  he  consulted,  selecting  alternately 
the  choicest  diction,  he .  constructed  an 
artful  narrative,  in  which  strength,  pre- 
cision, elegance,  and  a  copious  simplicity 
are  infinitely  diversified;  a  narrative 
interspersed  throughout  with  the  most 
profound  reflections ;  and,  though  partial, 
perhaps,  to  a  particular  system  or  party, 
enriched  with  the  most  philosophical 
views  of  the  arguments  and  peculiar  opin- 
ions of  the  times. — Laing,  MALCOLHf, 
1800-4,  History  of  SeoUandy  vol.  iv,  p.  391. 

It  is  therefore  in  his  "History  of  EJng- 
land,"  and  principally  in  those  parts  of  it 
which  were  the  last  composed,  that  we 
must  look  for  that  style  of  which  the 
merit  is  universally  confessed.  Easy  and 
natural  as  it  appears  to  be,  it  was  the 
cultivated  fruit  of  long  practice,  and  a 
sedulous  attention  to  those  models  which 
he  esteemed  the  best. — Tytler,  Alex- 
ander Fraser,  1806-14,  Memoirs  of  the 
Life  and  Writings  of  Henry  Home  of 
Karnes,  vol.  I,  p.  237. 

His  greatest  work,  and  that  which  nat- 
urally claims  most  attention,  was  his 
''History  of  EJngland,"  which,  notwith- 
standing great  defects,  will  probably  be 
at  last  placed  at  the  head  of  historical 
compositions.  No  other  narrative  seems 
to  unite,  in  the  same  degree,  the  two 
qualities  of  being  instructive  and  affect- 
ing. No  historian  approached  him  in  the 
union  of  the  talent  of  painting  pathetic 
scenes  with  that  of  exhibiting  comprehen- 
sive views  of  human  affairs. — Mackintosh, 
Sir  James,  1811,  Memoirs,  ed.  Mackin- 
tosh, vol.  II,  p.  168. 

The  great  standards  of  historical  com- 
position which  England  produced  during 
the  eighteenth  century  are  among  the 
most  important  features  of  belles  lettres. 
In  this  species  of  literature  they  have 
surpassed  all  other  nations,  if  only  in  lead- 
ing the  way,  and  as  historical  models  for 
foreign  imitation.  Unless  I  am  mistaken, 
Hume  ranks  with  the  foremost  in  this 
department.  .  .  .  His  description  of 
earlier  times  is  very  unsatisfactory :  hav- 
ing no  affection  for  them,  he  could  not 
sufficiently  realize  them.  —  Schlegel, 
Frederick,  1815-59,  Lectures  on  the  His- ' 
tory  of  Literature. 

The  name  of  Hume  is  far  the  more  con- 
siderable which  occurs  in  the  period  to 


which  we  have  alluded*  But,  though  his 
thinking  was  English,  his  style  was  en- 
tirely French ;  and  being  naturally  of  a 
cold  fancy,  there  is  nothing  of  that  elo- 
quence or  richness  about  him  which  char- 
acterizes the  writings  of  Taylor,  and 
Hooker,  and  Bacon,  and  continues,  with 
less  weight  of  matter,  to  please  in  those 
of  Cowley  and  Clarendon. —  Jeffrey, 
Francis  Lord,  1816,  Swifl,  Edinburgh  Re- 
view, vol.  27,  p.  8. 

Hume  was  not,  indeed,  learned  and 
well-grounded  enough  for  those  writers 
and  investigators  of  history  who  judged  his 
works  from  the  usual  point  of  view,  be- 
cause he  was  not  only  negligent  in  the  use 
of  the  sources  of  history,  but  also  super- 
ficial.—Schlosser,  Friedrich  Christoph, 
1823,  Histi/ry  (g  the  Eighteenth  Century, 
tr.  Davison. 

The  author,  indeed,  wanted  that  reso- 
lute spirit  of  industry  and  research,  which 
alone  can  lead  an  historian  to  become 
thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  valuable 
writers  of  the  middle  ages. —  Dibdin, 
Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The  Library 
Companion,  p.  235,  note. 

Hume  often  puts  the  names  of  the 
monkish  writers  in  his  margin ;  but  I  fear 
all  he  knew  of  them  was  through  the 
media  of  other  writers.  He  has  some 
mistakes  which  could  not  have  occurred 
had  he  really  consulted  the  originals. 
.  .  .  Hume  is  certainly  an  admirable 
writer :  his  style  bold,  and  his  reflections 
shrewd  and  uncommon ;  but  his  religious 
and  political  notions  have  too  often  warped 
his  judgment. — Farmer,  Richard,  1827, 
Letter  to  a  Friend  on  the  Study  of  Eng- 
lish History,  GoodhvjgKs  Library  Manual, 
p.  43. 

Hume  is  an  accomplished  advocate. 
Without  positively  asserting  much  more 
than  he  can  prove,  he  gives  prominence 
to  all  the  circumstances  which  support  his 
case ;  he  glides  lightly  over  those  which 
are  unfavourable  to  it ;  his  own  witnesses 
are  applauded  and  encouraged ;  the  state- 
ments which  seem  to  throw  discredit  on 
them  are  controverted ;  the  contradictions 
into  which  they  fall  are  explained  away; 
a  clear  and  connected  abstract  of  their 
evidence  is  given.  Every  thing  that  is 
offered  on  the  other  side  is  scrutinized 
with  the  utmost  severity ;  every  suspicious 
circumstance  is  a  ground  for  comment 
and  invective ;  what  cannot  be  denied  is 
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extenuated,  or  passed  by  without  notice ; 
concessions  even  are  sometimes  made ;  bnt 
this  insidious  candour  only  increases  the 
effect  of  the  vast  mass  of  sophistry. — 
Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1828, 
History,  Edinburgh  Review,  Gritical  and 
Miscellaneous  Essays. 

In  Hume's  narrative  the  earlier  portions 
were  the  last  composed.  To  go  backwards 
is  scarce  less  difficult  in  writing  than  in 
walking ;  and  it  is  no  small  proof  of  his 
merit  and  ability  as  an  historian,  to  have 
overcome  that  difficulty  of  his  composition, 
and  left  it  hardly  perceptible  to  a  common 
reader.— Stanhope,  Philip  Henry  (Lord 
Mahon),  1836-54,  History  qf  England 
from  the  Peace  qf  Utrecht  to  the  Peace  cf 
Versailles,  vol.  xi,  p.  304. 

His  readiness  to  rest  satisfied  with 
whatever  first  offered  itself,  provided  it 
suited  his  present  purpose,  without  either 
scrutinizing  its  internal  evidence,  or  veri- 
fying it  by  reference  to  earlier  and  bet- 
ter authority,  is  forced  upon  our  notice 
in  his  account  of  the  battle  of  Shrewsbury. 
— ^Tyler,  J.  Endeu.,  1838,  Henry  qf 
Monmouth,  or  Memoirs  qf  the  Life  and 
Character  cf  Henry  V.,  vol.  i,  p.  158. 

As  to  his  methodicalness,  no  man  ever 
had  a  larger  view  than  Hume ;  he  always 
knows  where  to  begin  and  end.  In  his 
history  he  frequently  rises,  though  a  cold 
man  naturally,  into  a  kind  of  epic  height 
as  he  proceeds.  His  description  of  the 
Conunonwealth,  for  example,  where  all  is 
delineated  as  with  a  crayon;  one  sees 
there  his  large  mind,  moreover,  not  with- 
out its  harmonies.— Garlyle,  Thomas, 
1838,  Lectures  on  the  History  qfLitera- 
ture,  p.  183. 

And  now,  when  we  enter  upon  the  reign 
of  William,  we  have  no  longer  the  assist- 
ance of  the  philosophic  Hume.  We  have 
no  longer  within  our  reach  those  penetra- 
ting observations,  those  careless  and  inim- 
itable beauties,  which  were  so  justly  the 
delight  of  Gibbon,  and,  with  whatever 
prejudices  they  may  have  been  accompa- 
nied, and,  however  suspicious  may  be  those 
representations  which  they  sometimes  en- 
force and  adorn,  still  render  the  loss  of 
his  pages  a  subject  of  the  greatest  regret, 
and  leave  a  void  which  it  is  impossible 
adequately  to  supply. — Smyth,  Wiluam, 
1840,  Lectures  on  Modem  History,  Lec- 
ture xxii. 

A  man  of  his  exceedingly  inquiring  and 
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unrestrained  mind,  living  in  the  midst  of 
the  eighteenth  century,  might  have  been 
expected  to  have  espoused  what  is  called 
the  popular  side  in  the  great  questions  of 
English  history,  the  side,  in  later  lan- 
guage, of  the  movement.  Yet  we  know 
that  Hume's  learning  is  the  other  way. 
Accidental  causes  may  perhaps  have  con- 
tributed to  this;  the  prejudice  of  an 
ingenious  mind  against  the  opinions  which 
he  found  most  prevalent  around  him ;  the 
resistance  of  a  restless  mind  to  the  pow- 
ers that  be,  as  natural  as  implicit  acqui- 
escence in  them  is  to  an  indolent  mind. 
But  the  main  cause  apparently  is  to  be 
sought  in  his  abhorrence  of  puritanism, 
alike  repugnant  to  him  in  its  good  and 
its  evil.  His  subtle  and  active  mind  could 
not  bear  its  narrowness  and  bigotry,  his 
careless  and  epicurean  temper  had  no  sym- 
pathy with  its  earnestness  and  devotion. 
The  popular  cause  in  our  great  civil  con- 
tests was  in  his  eyes  the  cause  of  fanati- 
cism :  and  where  he  saw  fanaticism  he  saw 
that  from  which  his  whole  nature  recoiled, 
as  the  greatest  of  all  conceivable  evils. — 
Arnold,  Thomas,  1842,  Introductory  Lec- 
tures on  Modem  History,  Lecture  v. 

Considered  as  calm  and  philosophic  nar- 
ratives, the  histories  of  Hume  and  Robert- 
son will  remain  as  standard  models  for 
every  future  age.  The  just  and  profound 
reflections  of  the  former,  the  inimitable 
clearness  and  impartiality  with  which  he 
has  summed  up  the  arguments  on  both 
sides,  on  the  most  momentous  questions 
which  have  agitated  England,  as  well  as 
the  general  simplicity,  uniform  clearness 
and  occasional  pathos,  of  this  story, 
must  forever  command  the  admiration  of 
mankind.  In  vain  we  are  told  that  he 
is  often  inaccurate,  sometimes  partial; 
in  vain  are  successive  attacks  published 
on  detached  parts  of  his  narrative,  by 
party  zeal  or  antiquarian  research,  his 
reputation  is  undiminished;  successive 
editions  issuing  from  the  press  attest 
the  continued  sale  of  his  work;  and  it 
continues  its  majestic  course  through 
the  sea  of  time,  like  a  mighty  three- 
decker,  which  never  even  condescends  to 
notice  the  javelins  darted  at  its  sides  from 
the  hostile  canoes  which  from  time  to 
time  seek  to  impede  its  progress. — Ali- 
son, Sir  Archibald,  1844,  Michelet's 
France,  Foreign  and  Colonial  Review; 
Essays,  vol.  m,  p.  419. 
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No  one  can  be  surprised  if  in  so  short 
a  time  alloted  to  the  whole  work,  far  more 
attention  was  given  to  the  composition  of 
the  narrative  than  to  the  preparation  of 
the  materials.  It  was  altogether  impos- 
sible that,  in  so  short  a  period,  the  duty  of 
the  historian  should  be  diligently  per- 
formed. The  execution  of  the  work 
answers  to  the  mode  of  its  performance. 
But  if  the  **  History"  be  not  diligently  pre- 
pared, is  it  faithfully  written  ?  There  are 
numberless  proofs  of  the  contrary;  but 
we  have  the  most  express  evidence  in  the 
author's  own  statement  to  prove  this  posi- 
tion.—Brougham,  Henry  Lord,  1845-6, 
Lives  of  Men  (/  Letters  of  the  Time  (f 
George  III. 

Is  it  possible  that  this  false  pleader,  this 
avowed  traducer,  this  narrator  of  a  gar- 
bled story,  can  be  the  first  of  British  his- 
torians? That  a  writer  so  unreliable  can 
have  won  the  attention  and  applause  of 
the  best  minds  of  his  own  and  all  succeed- 
ing ages?  That  Mackintosh  and  Brougham 
and  Romilly  can  have  united  to  place 
him  where  he  now  stands,  first  among  his 
rivals ;  while  the  honest  intellect  of  the 
Anglo-Saxons  of  every  land  cherishes  as 
a  priceless  treasure  this  work,  in  which 
there  is  so  much  that  is  false  and  so  much 
that  is  unworthy?  There  can  only  be  ap- 
plied to  this  singular  problem  in  literature 
the  simplest  solution.  What  we  admire 
in  Hume's  History  is  the  display  of  intel- 
lectual power.  We  read  it,  not  so  much 
for  information,  as  for  an  agreeable  intel- 
lectual exercise.  In  this  view  it  was 
written,  in  this  it  is  read.  We  admire  its 
subtile  disputations,  its  artful  array  of 
facts,  the  genius  which  shines  in  its  false 
narrative,  and  illuminates  its  unsound  dis- 
putations. The  consciousness  that  its 
narrative  is  unsound  heightens  the  inter- 
est of  the  tale.— Lawrence,  Eugene, 
1855,  The  Lives  of  the  British  Historians^ 
vol.  II,  p.  209. 

David  Hume  was  not  a  philosophic  his- 
torian, for  many  of  his  inaccuracies  might 
have  been  avoided,  had  he  been  willing  to 
sacrifice  indolence  to  duty,  and  encounter 
the  labor  of  research ;  he  was  not  a  philo- 
sophic historian,  because  his  prejudices 
sometimes  made  him  an  eulogist,  when  he 
should  have  been  an  impartial  judge.  No 
man  will  ever  form  a  correct  opinion  of 
any  monarch  of  the  house  of  Stuart  from 
his  pages.     Hume  has  no  sympathy  with 


the  deep-seated  love  of  liberty  and  sense 
of  justice  that  glowed  in  the  bosoms  of 
those  who  oppo^  the  arbitrary  claim  of 
prerogative  in  his  favorite  kings.  Poorer 
stufl^  than  the  Stuarts  to  make  Kings  of, 
never  lived  in  England,  and  yet  no  one 
would  learn  it  from  Hume. — Hawks, 
Francis  L.,  1856,  History  cf  North  Caro- 
linoy  vol.  I,  p.  59. 

His  ''History,"  notwithstanding  some 
defects  which  the  progress  of  time  and  of 
knowledge  is  every  year  making  more  con- 
siderable, or  at  least  enabling  us  better 
to  perceive,  and  some  others  which  prob- 
ably would  have  been  much  the  same  at 
whatever  time  the  work  had  been  written, 
has  still  merits  of  so  high  a  kind  as  a  lit- 
erary performance  that  it  must  ever  re- 
tain its  place  among  our  few  classical 
works  in  this  department,  of  which  it  is  as 
yet  perhaps  the  greatest.  In  narrative 
clearness,  grace,  and  spirit,  at  lease,  it  is 
not  excell^,  scarcely  equalled,  by  any 
other  completed  historical  work  in  the 
language.— Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A 
Compendious  History  of  English  Literature 
and  of  the  English  Language,  vol.  n,  p.  356. 

For  ease,  beauty,  and  picturesque  power 
of  style,  there  was  then  nothing  like  it  in 
the  range  of  English  historical  literature: 
and  for  these  qualities  it  yet  holds  an 
honoured  place  on  our  book-shelves.  Yet 
the  day  of  Hume  as  an  authority  on  Eng- 
lish history  has  long  gone  by.  The  light 
of  modem  research  has  detected  countless 
flaws  and  distortions  in  the  great  book, 
which  was  carefully,  even  painfully,  re- 
vised as  to  its  style,  but  which  was  formed 
in  great  part  of  a  mass  of  statements 
often  gathered  from  very  doubtful  sources, 
and  heaped  together,  almost  unsifted  and 
untried.  ...  He  wrote  exquisitely ; 
but  he  sometimes  spent  the  beauty  of  his 
style  upon  mere  chaff  and  saw-dust 
Much  the  same  thing  it  was,  as  if  a  jew- 
eller should  frame  a  costly  casket  and 
grace  it  with  every  ornament  of  art,  that 
its  rich  beauty  might  at  last  enshrine  a 
few  worthless  pebbles  or  beads  of  coloured 
glass.— Collier,  William  Francis,  1861, 
A  History  of  English  Literature^  pp.  326, 
327. 

Happily,  the  influence  of  Hume's  cal- 
umnies has  long  been  an  expiring  influ- 
ence. But  one  of  their  sources  is  likely 
to  be  perennial.  It  was  not  mere  Jaco- 
bitism  which  made  David  Home  distort  so 
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perseveringly  the  career  and  character  of 
Walter  Ralegh.  Fire  and  water  are  not 
more  antipathetic  than  were  the  natures 
of  Ralegh  and  of  Hume.  Amongst  men 
of  genius,  it  would  be  hard  to  find  in  more 
salient  contrast  breadth  and  narrowness. 
— Edwards,  Edward,  1868,  The  Ljfe  eg 
Sir  Walter  Ralegh,  vol.  i,  p.  721. 

David  Hume  was,  like  Machiavelli,  a 
man  of  genius.  His  mind  was  one  of 
great  power  and  originality.  He  was  a 
most  acute  and  even  subtle  reasoner.  It 
has  been  said  that  the  object  of  his  reason- 
ings was  not  to  attain  truth,  but  to  show 
that  it  was  unattainable.  I  am  inclined  to 
think  that  his  frequent  failures  in  attain- 
ing truth  are  rather  attributable  to  a  bad 
habit  he  had  acquired,  through  indolence, 
of  carelessness  or  indifference  about  the 
accuracy  of  his  facts. — Bisset,  Andrew, 
1871,  Essays  on  Historical  Truth,  p.  138. 

The  rapidity  with  which  his  history  was 
executed,  at  a  time  when  but  little  aid 
was  to  be  derived  from  the  labours  of  any 
predecessors  in  the  same  field,  shows,  not, 
if  fairly  considered,  that  he  did  not  devote 
himself  to  such  diligent  research  as  is  the 
boast  of  some  modern  historians ;  but  that, 
in  fact,  the  means  for  such  investigation 
were  not  at  that  time  accessible.  Original 
documents,  where  they  were  known  to 
exist,  were  jealously  guarded.  And  Hume 
had  to  trust  to  his  innate  sagacity  to 
extract  the  truth  from  sources  which  to 
a  less  penetrating  intellect  would  scarcely 
have  conveyed  any  indication  of  informa- 
tion. Yet  so  great  was  his  native  shrewd- 
ness that,  while  drawing  only  from  mate- 
rials open  to  all,  he  threw  a  perfectly 
new  light  on  many  of  the  most  important 
transactions  and  greatest  characters  in 
our  annals,  which  since  his  time  has  been 
generally  admitted  to  be  the  true  one. — 
YoNGE,  Charles  Duke,  1872,  Three  Cen- 
turies qf  English  Ldterature,  p,  121. 

It  still  occupies  a  chief  place  among 
English  histories,  and  rightly  so,  for  it  is 
based  on  the  careful  study  of  original 
sources,  the  materials  are  fully  mastered 
and  clearly  developed,  and  due  attention 
is  paid  to  the  lessons  history  teaches; 
persons  and  times  are  represented  from 
an  impartial  point  of  view  on  the  whole, 
and  the  style  is  fascinating  throughout. — 
ScHERR,  J.,  1874,  A  History  of  English 
Literature,  tr.  M.  V.,  p.  139. 

The  ''History''  as  a  whole  is  of  no 


high  authority.  From  first  to  last  it  is 
evidently  the  work  of  an  essayist  and 
''philosopher,''  who  regarded  truth  as 
subordinate  to  effect,  and  looked  to  his 
own  ends,  personal  and  philosophical.  To 
apologize  for  the  misconduct  of  the 
Stuarts,  to  write  down  the  British  Consti- 
tution, as  well  as  the  Christian  religion, 
or  at  least  so  much  of  both  as  were  not 
then  admired  by  the  higher  order  of  the 
state,  were  among  the  objects  he  sought 
to  attain.— Jenkins,  0.  L.,  1876,  Hie 
StudenCs  Handbook  qf  British  and  Amer- 
lean  lAterature,  p.  238. 

He  was  a  man  of  large  reading  and  pro- 
found thought,  who  could  see  more  clearly 
than  others  into  the  relations  of  causes 
and  effects,  and  into  the  relative  signifi- 
cance of  the  events  he  had  to  describe  in 
their  reference  to  events  elsewhere ;  and 
he  had  a  peculiar  gift  in  the  discrimina- 
tion of  the  true  from  the  imaginary  or  the 
false.  There  was  a  universal  testimony 
to'  the  superiority  of  Hume's  work  in  the 
countless  editions  of  "Hume  and  Smol- 
lett's History, ' ' — the  inferior  author  being 
trusted  of  necessity  when  the  superior 
was  not  available.— Burton,  John  Hill, 
1880,  A  History  of  the  Reign  qf  Queen 
Anne,  vol,  u,  p.  323. 

It  is  the  unstudied  grace  of  Hume's 
periods  which  renders  him,  in  spite  of  his 
unfairness  and  defective  erudition,  in 
spite  of  his  toryism  and  infidelity,  the 
popular  historian  of  England. — Mathews, 
WiLUAM,  1881,  Literary  Style,  p.  8. 

This  work,  written  more  than  a  hundred 
years  ago,  has  enjoyed  the  rank  of  a  clas- 
sic in  historical  literature  from  the  day 
of  its  completion  to  the  present  time.  In 
point  of  clearness,  elegiance,  and  simplicity 
of  style  it  has  never  been  surpassed.  This 
peculiarity,  however,  united  as  it  is  with 
the  calm  and  philosophical  spirit  with 
which  the  author  contemplates  the  events 
he  describes,  has  given  the  work  a  rank  to 
which  its  strictly  historical  merits  never 
would  have  entitled  it.  Indeed,  Hume 
was  not  an  historical  investigatq^n  any 
true  sense  of  the  term.  He  was  under 
much  greater  obligations  to  some  of  his 
predecessors  than  he  ever  acknowledged. 
With  some  propriety  it  may  be  said  that 
Carte  was  the  miner,  while  Hume  was  only 
the  finisher  of  the  materials  brought 
together  by  his  more  industrious  and  thor- 
ough predecessor.    An   historical  work 
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written  as  Hnme  wrote  conld  hardly  fail 
to  abound  in  gross  errors.  For  a  long 
time  many  of  the  mistakes  of  this  history 
escaped  detection ;  but  of  late  the  errors 
have  been  shown  to  be  so  abundant  and  so 
flagrant  that  the  opinion  of  scholars  con- 
cerning the  value  of  the  work  has  been 
completely  modified. — Adams,  Charles 
Kendall,  1882-88,  A  Manual  qf  Historical 
Literature^  p.  469. 

The  more  closely  it  is  looked  into,  it 
will  be  seen  that  Hume  the  Historian  can- 
not be  separated  from  Hume  the  Philoso- 
pher. The  fundamental  doctrine  of  em- 
piricism may  be  seen  underlying  the  whole 
of  the  "History."  He  wrote  the  latter 
work  after  he  had  explicitly  abandoned  a 
philosophy  of  a  priori  principles,  and 
come  thoroughly  under  contemporary  in- 
fluence. A  Scotsman  trained  in  France, 
and  a  follower  of  the  experiential  method, 
he  read  the  history  of  his  country  under 
the  prejudices  of  his  system  and  position ; 
and  he  wrote  it  far  too  quickly.  While 
his  brother  historian,  Robertson,  spent 
more  than  six  years  over  his  ''Scotland," 
Hume  wrote  the  first  volume  of  his  ''Eng- 
land" in  little  more  than  a  year;  and 
when  revising  it,  he  altered  rapidly,  with- 
out the  necessary  research.  His  bias 
against  the  Whigs  grew  with  that  on 
which  it  fed.  If — as  was  the  case — many 
of  the  Roundheads  were  fanatics,  and  the 
majority  of  the  Cavaliers  were  of  a  more 
tolerant  spirit,  that  was  enough  for  Hume. 
He  at  once  exaggerated  both.  His  his- 
torical style  is  undoubtedly  good.  It  is 
specially  clear  and  vivid — not  a  dry  digest 
of  annals,  but  a  picturesque  narrative,  lit 
up  by  gleams  of  happy  characterisation, 
and  many  felicitous  side-comments  on 
men  and  things.— Knight,  William,  1886 
Hume  (PhUosophieal  Classics),  p.  22Q. 

Gave  himself  no  time  for  such  research 
as  would  now  be  thought  necessary.  He 
became  more  superficial  as  he  receded 
further  into  periods  with  which  he  had 
little  sympathy,  and  was  studying  merely 
for  the  nonce.  His  literary  ability,  how- 
ever, made  the  book  incomparably  superior 
to  the  diluted  party  pamphlets  or  painful 
compilations  which  had  hitherto  passed 
for  history ;  nor  could  the  author  of  the 
•'Political  Discourses"  fail  to  give  proofs 
of  sagacity  in  occasional  reflections.  His 
brief  remarks  upon  the  social  and  econom- 
ical conditions  of  the  time  (see  Appendix 


to  James  I)  were  then  an  original  addi- 
tion to  mere  political  history.  The  dig- 
nity and  clearness  of  the  style  are  admi- 
rable. The  book  thus  became,  as  it  long 
continued  to  be,  the  standard  history  of 
England,  and  has  hardly  been  equalled  in 
literary  merit.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1891, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
xxviu,  p.  219. 

Is  a  classic;  though  it  can  hardly  be 
said  to  be  a  good  book. — Harrison,  Fred- 
eric, 1894,  CarlyWs  Place  in  Literaiure, 
The  Forum,  vd.  17,  p.  537. 

It  is  probable  that  his  History  will  long 
hold  place  on  our  library  shelves ;  its  style 
might  almost  be  counted  a  model  historic 
style — if  we  were  to  have  models  (of 
which  the  wisdom  is  doubtful).  It  is 
clear,  it  is  precise,  it  is  perspicuous,  it  is 
neat  to  a  fault.  It  might  almost  be  called 
a  reticent  style,  in  its  neglect  of  those 
wrappings  of  wordy  illustration  and  ampli- 
fication which  so  many  historians  employ. 
He  makes  us  see  his  meaning  as  if  we 
looked  through  crystal ;  and  if  the  crystal 
is  toned  by  his  prejudices — as  it  is  and 
very  largely — it  is  altogether  free  from 
the  impertinent  decorative  arabesques  of 
the  rhetorician. — Mitchell,  Donald  G., 

1895,  English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings, 
Queen  Anne  and  the  Georges,  p.  156. 

The  old  accusations  against  its  partisan- 
ship are  ridiculous.  Hume's  Toryism  did 
not  lead  him  nearly  so  far  from  absolute 
impartiality  as  Lingard's  "Popery,"  as 
Macaulay's  Whiggishness,  as  Mr.  Green's 
neo-Liberalism ;  and  he  compensated  it  by 
a  sort  of  transcendence  of  humour  which, 
unfortunately,  none  of  these  three  shai^. 
Much  more  serious  defects,  the  first  more 
or  less  unavoidable,  the  second  the  taint 
of  the  time,  were  the  incompleteness  of 
his  information,  and  the  rather  cai^ier 
fashion  in  which  he  treated  what  informa- 
tion he  had.  But  it  may  be  doubted 
whether  his  mastery  of  a  sort — and  a  very 
excellent  sort — of  style  did  not  compen- 
sate even  for  these.--SAiNTSBURY,GEORGE, 

1896,  Social  England,  ed.  Traill,  voL  v, 
p.  267. 

Is,  in  the  writer's  endeavour  to  make 
it  a  philosophic  whole,  in  its  clearness  of 
narrative  and  purity  of  style,  our  first 
literary  history.  But  he  is  neither  exact, 
nor  does  he  care  to  be  exact.  He  does  not 
love  his  subject,  and  he  wants  sympathy 
with  mankind  and  with  his  country.    His 
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maimer  is  the  manner  of  Voltaire,  passion- 
less, keen,  and  elegant. — Brooke,  Stop- 
ford  A.,  1896,  English  lAterature^  p.  202. 

Modem  critics  have  shown  that  Hume's 
pages  swarm  with  inaccuracies,  and  that, 
what  is  a  worse  fault,  his  predilections  for 
Tory  ideas  lead  him  to  do  wilful  injustice 
to  the  opponents  of  arbitrary  power.  All 
this,  however,  is  little  to  the  point ;  Hume 
is  no  longer  appealed  to  as  an  authority. 
He  is  read  for  his  lucid  and  beautiful 
English,  for  the  skill  with  which  he 
marshals  vast  trains  of  events  before  the 
mental  eye,  for  his  almost  theatrical  force 
in  describing  the  evolution  of  a  crisis.  If 
we  compare  his  work  from  this  point  of 
view  with  all  that  had  preceded  it  in  Elng- 
lish  literature,  we  shall  see  how  eminent 
is  the  innovation  we  owe  to  Hume.  He 
first  made  history  readable. — GossE,  Ed- 
mund, 1897,  S/iort  History  qf  Modem 
English  lAterature,  p.  257. 

PHILOSOPHY 

Hume,  the  most  subtle,  if  not  the  most 
philosophical,  of  the  deists;  who,  by  per- 
plexing the  relations  of  cause  and  effect, 
boldly  aimed  to  introduce  a  universal 
scepticism,  and  to  pour  a  more  than 
Egyptian  darkness  into  the  whole  region 
of  morals.— Hall,  Robert,  1799,  Mod- 
em Ivfidelity  Considered  wiih  Respect  to 
Its  Inflvjence  on  Society^  Works,  ed.  Gregory, 

Dr.  Reid  rendered  good  service  to  the 
cause  of  truth,  in  opposition  to  the 
sceptical  philosophy  of  Hume,  who  dexter- 
ously availed  himself  of  the  authority  of 
Locke  in  the  support  of  his  own  mischiev- 
ous dogmas.— WiLUABis,  Edward,  1800, 
The  Christian  Preacher. 

In  these  investigations  of  Hume,  philo- 
sophical scepticism  stands  forth  with  a 
power,  depth,  and  logical  consistency, 
such  as  had  never  before  appeared ;  recom- 
mended, moreover,  by  great  correctness, 
clearness,  and  elegance  of  diction. — Ten- 
NEMANN,  William  Gottlieb,  1812,  A 
Manual  qf  the  History  of  Philosophy^  tr. 
Johnson,  ed.  MoreU,  p.  372. 

His  all-pervading  and  destructive  scep- 
ticism determined  the  course  of  English 
philosophy.  Since  his  day,  nothing 
further  has  been  effected  in  this  depart- 
ment of  inquiry  than  strenuous  efforts  to 
arrest  pernicious  influences,  tending  to 
sap  the  very  foundations  of  moral  order 
and  to  uphold  the  fabric  of  necessary 


convictions  by  means  of  various  bulwarks. 
— Schlegel,  Frederick,  1815-^9,  Lec- 
tures on  the  History  qf  Literature. 

Those  of  my  writings  to  which  you  refer 
will  be  read  by  no  nation :  a  few  specula- 
tive men  will  take  them ;  but  none  will  be 
rendered  more  gloomy,  more  dissatisfi^ 
or  more  unsocial  by  them.  Rarely  will  you 
find  one  who,  five  minutes  together,  can  fix 
his  mind  even  on  the  surface :  some  new 
tune,  some  idle  project,  some  light 
thought,  some  impracticable  wish,  will 
generally  run,  like  the  dazzling  haze  of 
summer  on  the  dry  heath,  betwixt  them 
and  the  reader.  A  bagpipe  will  swallow 
them  up,  a  strathspey  will  dissipate  them, 
or  Romance  with  the  death-rattle  in  her 
throat  will  drive  them  away  into  dark 
staircases  and  charnel-houses. — Landor, 
Walter  Savage,  1828,  David  Hume 
and  John  Home,  Imaginary  Conversations, 
Third  Series. 

The  Scepticism  of  Hume,  like  an  electric 
spark,  sent  life  through  the  paralyzed 
opinions ;  philosophy  awoke  to  renovated 
vigor,  and  its  problems  were  again  to  be 
considered  in  other  aspects,  and  subjected 
to  a  more  searching  analysis.  ...  To 
Hume  we  owe  the  philosophy  of  Kant, 
and,  therefore,  also,  in  general,  the  latter 
philosophy  of  Germany.  Kant  explicitly 
acknowledges  that  it  was  by  Hume's 
reductio  ad  absurdum  of  the  previous  doc- 
trine of  Casuality,  he  was  first  roused  from 
his  dogmatic  slumber.  ...  To  Hume, 
in  like  manner,  we  owe  the  philosophy  of 
Reid,  and,  consequently,  what  is  now  dis- 
tinctively known  in  Europe  as  the  Philos- 
ophy of  the  Scottish  School. — Hamilton, 
Sir  Wiluam,  1836,  Lectures  on  Metaphys- 
ics, Appendix. 

Hume,  the  prince  of  dilettanti,  from 
whose  writings  one  will  hardly  learn  that 
there  is  such  a  thing  as  truth,  far  less 
that  it  is  attainable;  but  only  that  the 
pro  and  con  of  everything  may  be  argued 
with  infinite  ingenuity,  and  furnishes  a 
fine  intellectual  exercise.  —  Mill,  John 
Stuart,  1838-97,  Bentham,  Early  Essays, 
ed.  Gihbs,  p.  331. 

David  Hume,  however,  was  a  very  great 
man — great  as  a  historian,  as  every  one 
admits ;  but  greater  still  as  a  philosopher ; 
for  it  is  impossible  to  calculate  what  a 
blank,  but  for  him,  the  whole  speculative 
science  of  Europe  for  the  last  seventy 
years  would  have  been. — Ferrieb,  James 
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Frederick,  1842-6,  Berkeley  and  Ideal- 
urn,  Lectures^  vol.  ii,  p.  300,  note. 

The  marvellotisness,  acuteness  and  sub- 
tlety of  Hume  have  never  been  denied; 
and  his  influence  upon  speculation  has 
been  aided  as  much  by  the  alarm  his  doc- 
trines excited,  as  by  the  ingenuity  with 
which  they  were  upheld.  If  Berkeley  met 
with  no  ref uters,  Hume  could  meet  with 
none.  Antagonists  have  generally  been 
compelled  to  admit  that  the  skeptical 
reasoning  was  unanswerable. —  Lewbs, 
George  Henry,  1845-46,  Biographical 
History  qf  Philosophy,  p.  571. 

The  centre  of  Hume's  philosophizing  is 
his  criticism  of  the  conception  of  cause. 
Locke  had  already  expressed  the  thought 
that  we  attain  the  conception  of  substance 
only  by  the  habit  of  always  seeing  certain 
modes  together.  Hume  takes  up  this 
thought  with  earnestness.  Whence  do  we 
know,  he  asks,  that  two  things  stand 
together  in  the  relation  of  cause  and 
effect?  .  .  .  There  needs  no  further 
proof,  than  simply  to  utter  these  chief 
thoughts  of  Hume,  to  show  that  his  scep- 
ticism is  only  a  logical  carrying  out  of 
Locke's  empiricism.  Every  determina- 
tion of  universality  and  necessity  must  fall 
away,  if  we  derive  our  knowledge  only 
from  perceptions  through  the  sense; 
these  determinations  cannot  be  comprised 
in  sensation.— Schwegler,  Albert,  1848- 
55,  A  History  qf  Philosophy  in  Epitome, 
tr.  Seelye,  pp.  199,  201. 

It  was  acknowledged  by  Hume,  that  it 
was  only  in  solitude  and  retirement  that 
he  could  yield  any  assent  to  his  own 
philosophy.— Miller,  Hugh,  1856,  Es- 
says,  p.  447. 

Hume's  abstractions  are  not  deep  or 
wise.  He  owes  his  fame  to  one  keen 
observation,  that  no  copula  had  been 
detected  between  any  cause  and  effect, 
either  in  physics  or  in  thought ;  that  the 
term  cause  and  effect  was  loosely  or 
gratuitously  applied  to  what  we  know  only 
as  consecutive,  not  at  all  as  casual. — 
Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo,  1856,  English 
Traits,  Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol.  v,  p. 
232. 

Hume,  though  a  most  accomplished 
reasoner,  as  well  as  a  profound  and  fear- 
less thinker,  had  not  the  comprehensive- 
ness of  Adam  Smith,  nor  had  he  that 
invaluable  quality  of  imagination  without 
which  no  one  can  so  transport  himself  into 


past  ages  as  to  realize  the  long  and  pro- 
gressive movements  of  society,  always 
fluctuating,  yet,  on  the  whole,  steadily 
advancing.  How  unimaginative  he  was, 
appears,  not  only  from  the  sentiments  he 
expressed,  but  likewise  from  many  traits 
in  his  private  life.  It  appears,  also,  in 
the  very  colour  and  mechanism  of  his 
language;  that  beautiful  and  chiselled 
style  in  which  he  habitually  wrote,  polished 
as  marble,  but  cold  as  marble  too,  and 
wanting  that  fiery  enthusiasm  and  those 
bursts  of  tempestuous  eloquence,  which, 
ever  and  anon,  great  objects  naturally  in- 
spire, and  which  rouse  men  to  their  inmost 
depths.  This  it  was,  which,  in  his 
''History  of  England,"— that  exquisite 
production  of  art,  which,  in  spite  of  its 
errors,  will  be  admired  as  long  as  taste 
remains  among  us, — prevented  him  from 
sympathizing  with  those  bold  and  generous 
natures,  who,  in  the  seventeenth  century, 
risked  their  all  to  preserve  the  liberty  of 
their  country.  ...  It  was  this  which 
made  him  stop  where  he  did.  and  which 
gave  to  his  works  the  singular  appearance 
of  a  profound  and  original  thinker,  in  the 
middle  of  the  eighteenth  century,  advoca- 
ting practical  doctrines,  so  illiberal,  that,  if 
enforced,  they  would  lead  to  despotism,  and 
yet,  at  the  same  time,  advocating  specula- 
tive doctrines,  so  fearless  and  enlightened, 
that  they  were  not  only  far  in  advance  of 
his  own  age,  but  have,  in  some  degree, 
outstripped  even  the  age  in  which  we  live. 
—Buckle,  Henry  Thomas,  1861-94,  His- 
tory of  Civilization  in  England,  vol.  m, 
pp.  331,  332. 

Such  was  Hume's  psychology;  ao 
attempt  to  push  analysis  to  its  ultimate 
limits;  valuable  in  its  method,  even  if 
defective  in  its  results ;  a  striking  example 
of  the  acuteness  and  subtle  penetration  of 
its  author. — Farrar,  Adam  Storey. 
1862.  A  Critical  History  qf  Free  Thought, 
p.  149. 

The  subtlest  of  all  our  metaphysicians. 
— Lytton,  Edward  Bulwer  Lord,  1863- 
68,  Caztoniana,  Miscellaneous  Prose  Works, 
vol.  Ill,  p.  83. 

We  shall  now  repeat  the  leading  points 
of  Hume's  system,  in  the  usual  order. 
I. — The  standard  of  Right  and  Wrong  is 
Utility,  or  a  reference  to  the  Happiness 
of  mankind.  This  is  the  ground,  as  well 
as  the  motive,  of  moral  approbation.  H. 
— As  to  the  nature  of  the  Moral  Faculty, 
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he  contends  that  it  is  a  compound  of 
Reason,  and  Humane  or  Generoos  Senti- 
ment. He  does  not  introduce  the  subject 
of  Free-will  into  Morals.  He  contends 
strongly  for  the  existence  of  Disinterested 
Sentiment,  or  Benevolence ;  but  scarcely 
recognizes  it  as  leading  to  absolute  and 
uncompensated  self-sacrifice.  He  does  not 
seem  to  see  that  as  far  as  the  approbation 
of  benevolent  actions  is  concerned,  we  are 
anything  but  disinterested  parties.  The 
good  done  by  one  man  is  done  to  some 
others ;  and  the  recipients  are  moved  by 
their  self-love  to  encourage  beneficence. 
The  regard  to  our  own  benefactor  makes 
all  benefactors  interesting.  lU. — He 
says  little  directly  bearing  on  the  con- 
stituents of  Human  Happiness ;  but  that 
little  is  all  in  favour  of  simplicity  of  life 
and  cheap  pleasures.  He  does  not  reflect 
that  the  pleasures  singled  out  by  him  are 
far  from  cheap;' 'agreeable  conversation, 
society,  study,  health,  and  the  beauties  of 
nature, "  although  not  demanding  extraor- 
dinary wealth,  cannot  be  secured  with- 
out a  larger  share  of  worldly  means  than 
has  ever  fallen  to  the  mass  of  men  in  any 
community.  IV. — As  to  the  substance  of 
the  Moral  Code,  he  makes  no  innovations. 
He  talks  somewhat  more  lightly  of  the  evils 
of  Unchastity  than  is  customary;  but 
regards  the  prevailing  restraints  as  borne 
out  by  Utility.  The  inducements  to  virtue 
are,  in  his  view,  our  humane  sentiments, 
on  the  one  hand,  and  our  self-love,  or  pru- 
dence, on  the  other;  the  two  classes  of 
motives  conspiring  to  promote  both  our 
own  good  and  the  good  of  mankind.  V.  — 
The  connexion  of  Ethics  with  Politics  is 
not  specially  brought  out.  The  political 
virtues  are  moral  virtues.  He  does  not 
dwell  upon  the  sanctions  of  morality,  so 
as  to  distinguish  the  legal  sanction  from 
the  popular  sanction.  He  draws  no  line 
between  Duty  and  Merit.  VI.  — He  recog- 
nizes no  relationship  between  Ethics  and 
Theology.  The  principle  of  Benevolence 
in  the  human  mind  is,  he  thinks,  an  ade- 
quate source  of  moral  approbation  and 
disapprobation;  and  he  takes  no  note  of 
what  even  sceptics  (Gibbon,  for  example) 
often  dwell  upon,  the  aid  of  the  Theo- 
logical sanction  in  enforcing  duties  imper- 
fectly felt  by  the  natural  and  unprompted 
sentiments  of  the  mind. — Bain,  Alex- 
ander, 1868,  Moral  Science,  p.  195. 

It  is  rather  curious  that  although  David 


Hume's  "still-bom"  "Treatise  of  Human 
Nature''  had  then  been  before  the  world 
for  fourteen  years,  and  his  "Inquiry  con- 
cerning Human  Understanding"  for  nearly 
four  years,  no  allusion  to  Hume  is  to  be 
found  either  in  the  published  or  the 
hitherto  unpublished  writings  of  Berkeley. 
Yet  he  was  Berkeley's  intellectual  succes- 
sor in  the  leadership  of  European  thought, 
as  far  as  speculative  power,  subtlety,  and 
the  general  line  of  inquiry  pursued  are 
concerned ;  and  in  both  these  works  the 
Scotch  philosopher  gives  his  own  negative 
solution  of  the  chief  questions  which 
Berkeley  had  pursued  from  youth  to  old 
age.  Berkeley's  attack  upon  abstractions, 
as  well  as  his  metaphysical  analysis  of 
mathematical  quantity  and  of  the  material 
world,  largely  influenced  the  philosophical 
education  of  Hume ;  as  Hume  in  his  turn 
awoke  Kant,  and  through  Kant  modern 
Germany.  Berkeley,  Hume,  and  Kant 
were  the  three  great  speculative  minds  of 
the  eighteenth  century,  connected  in 
chronological  and  philosophical  succes- 
sion.—Eraser,  Alexander  Campbell, 
1871,  ed..  Life  and  Letters  of  George 
Berkeley,  p,  343. 

Hume's  philosophical  significance  is 
connected  principally  with  his  speculations 
concerning  casualty.  His  skepticism  is 
founded  on  the  assertion,  that  the  casual 
idea,  owing  to  its  origin  in  habit,  admits 
of  use  only  within  the  field  of  experience : 
to  reason  from  data  given  empirically  to 
that  which  is  transcendent  (or  lies  beyond 
the  whole  range  of  experience),  like  God 
and  immortality,  appears  to  Hume  unlaw- 
ful. To  this  is  to  be  added  that  Hume, 
particularly  in  his  earliest  treatise,  ex- 
presses an  equally  negative  judgment 
concerning  the  idea  of  substance ;  that  I, 
he  argues,  is  a  complex  of  ideas,  for  which 
we  have  no  right  to  posit  a  single  sub- 
stratum or  underlying  substance.  Hume's 
ethical  principle  is  the  feeling  of  the 
happiness  and  misery  of  man.  The  moral 
judgment  is  based  on  the  satisfaction  or 
disapprobation  which  an  action  excites 
in  him  who  witnesses  it.  Owing  to  the 
natural  sympathy  of  man  for  his  fellows, 
an  action  performed  in  the  interest  of  the 
common  welfare  calls  forth  approbation, 
and  one  of  an  opposite  nature,  disap- 
probation.—Ueberweg,  Friedrich,  1871, 
History  of  Philosophy,  tr.  Morris,  p.  134. 

Everybody  knows   that  Hume  was  a 
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sceptic.  It  is  not  so  generally  known  that 
he  has  developed  a  fnll  system  of  the 
human  mind.  Students  of  philosophy 
should  make  themselves  acquainted  with 
it.  It  has  in  fact  been  the  stimulating 
cause  of  all  later  European  philosophy :  of 
that  of  Reid  and  his  school ;  of  that  of 
Kant,  and  the  powerful  thinkers  influenced 
by  him ;  and  of  that  of  M.  Cousin,  and  his 
numerous  followers  in  France,  in  their 
attempt  to  combine  Reid  and  Kant.  Nor 
is  it  to  be  omitted  that  Mr.  J.  S.  Mill,  in 
his  "Examination  of  Hamilton,"  has  repro- 
duced to  a  large  extent  the  theory  of 
Hume,  but  without  so  clearly  seeing  or 
candidly  avowing  the  consequences. — 
McCosH,  James,  1874,  The  Scottish  Phi- 
losophy, p,  133. 

Hume  was  the  first  writer  who  distinctly 
realized  the  limits  within  which  a  sensa- 
tionalist individualism  is  confined,  and  also 
the  first  who  carried  out,  with  something 
like  fidelity,  that  substitution  of  psychol- 
ogy for  ontology,  which  his  predecessors 
had  been  more  ready  to  prescribe  than 
to  practice. — Caird,  Edward,  1877,  A 
Critical  Account  qfthe  Philosophy  of  Kant, 
p.  64. 

In  Locke,  Berkeley,  and  Hume,  the  three 
classic  names  in  the  history  of  British 
speculation,  we  have  brought  before  us 
three  very  distinctly  marked  individual- 
ities. Characterized  with  reference  to 
their  philosophic  tendencies,  Locke  is  the 
serious,  or,  rather,  the  jejunely  sober, 
inquirer;  Berkeley,  the  philosophic  seer 
and  positivist,  and  Hume  the  academic 
sceptic.  In  their  personal  lives  all  three 
are,  although  in  different  ways,  almost 
equally  admirable.  Locke  combines  gaiety 
and  gravity  in  the  good  breeding  of  the 
gentleman.  Berkeley  unites  transparent 
purity  of  nature  with  the  eloquent  defense 
'of  ideals  and  unflagging  labor  for  their 
realization.  Hume  applies  the  brakes — 
always  an  ungrateful  labor — to  the  pre- 
cipitous train  of  human  speculation;  he 
is  the  sworn  enemy  of  all  enthusiasms ;  he 
is  the  Mephistopheles,  or  ''spirit  of 
denial,"  in  British  thought. — Morris, 
George  S.,  1880,  British  Thought  and 
Thinkers,  p.  234. 

While  so  much  of  the  career  of  this 
great  thinker,  in  thought  so  clear,  in 
heart  so  kindly,  is  on  its  spiritual  side  a 
darkness  and  a  grief  to  Christian  minds, 
let  us  remember  the  undoubted  evidence 


of  reaction  and  recoil  from  the  gloom  of 
doubt  which  no  one  has  more  eloquently 
expressed,  and  let  us  give  as  much  accept- 
ance as  we  can  to  the  words  uttered  amidst 
the  shock  of  his  mother's  death,  and  ut- 
tered as  a  reply  to  the  charge  of  having 
broken  with  all  Christian  hope — ''Though 
I  throw  out  my  speculations  to  entertain 
the  learned  and  metaphysical  world,  yet 
in  other  things  I  do  not  think  so  differently 
from  the  rest  of  the  world  as  you 
imagine. "— Cairns,  John,  1881,  Unbe- 
lirfin  the  Eighteenth  Century,  p.  111. 

As  a  philosopher  of  religion  Hume  is 
the  finisher  and  destroyer  of  deism. 
.  .  .  Hume  never  denied  the  existence 
of  God,  never  directly  impugned  revela- 
tion. His  final  word  is  doubt  and  uncer- 
tainty. .  .  .  In  his  moral  philosophy 
Hume  shows  himself  the  empiricist  only, 
not  the  skeptic.  .  .  .  Only  once  since 
David  Hume,  in  Herbert  Spencer,  has  the 
English  nation  produced  a  mind  of  like 
comprehensive  power.  Hume  and  Locke 
form  the  culminating  points  of  English 
thought.  They  are  national  types,  in  that 
in  them  the  two  fundamental  tendencies 
of  English  thinking,  clearness  of  under- 
standing and  practical  sense,  were  mani- 
fested in  equal  force.  In  Locke  these 
worked  together  in  harmonious  co-opera- 
tion. In  Hume  the  friendly  alliance  is 
broken,  the  common  labor  ceases;  each 
of  the  two  demands  its  full  rights;  a 
painful  breach  opens  up  between  science 
and  life.— Falckenberg,  Richard,  1885- 
93,  History  of  Modem  Philosophy^  tr. 
Armstrong,  pp.  228,  230,  231,  236. 

If  you  are  to  enjoy  the  inner  life,  you 
must  bear  also  its  burdens  and  its  doubts. 
To  become  sure  of  yourself,  you  must  first 
doubt  yourself.  And  this  doubt,  this 
skepticism,  which  self -analysis  always  in- 
volves, who  could  express  it  better  than 
the  great  Scotchman,  David  Hume? 
Hume  is,  I  think,  next  to  Hobbes,  the 
greatest  of  British  speculative  thinkers, 
Berkeley  occupying  the  third  place  in 
order  of  rank.  I  cannot  undertake  to 
describe  to  you  in  this  place  the  real  his- 
torical significance  of  Hume,  his  subtlety, 
his  fearlessness,  his  fine  analysis  of  certam 
of  the  deepest  problems,  his  place  as  the 
inspirer  of  Kant's  thought,  his  whole  value 
as  metaphysical  teacher  of  his  time. 
What  you  will  see  in  him  is  merely  the 
merciless  skeptic,  and,  in  this  sup^dal 
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sketch  of  the  rediscovery  of  the  inner 
consciousness,  I  don't  ask  you  to  see  more. 
— ROYCE,  JosiAH,  1892,  The  Spirit  qf 
Modem  Philosophy,  p.  93. 

The  Philosophy  of  Hume  was  a  destruc- 
tive assault  upon  the  main  position  of  the 
Deists  respecting  the  origin  of  all  religions 
save  what  they  called  "the  religion  of 
nature.''  On  the  other  hand,  not  only  by 
its  criticism  of  the  basis  of  positive  belief 
in  general,  but  also  by  its  dealing  with 
the  proofs  of  the  Christian  creed  in  par- 
ticular, it  presented  to  Christian  Apolo- 
gists problems  of  the  gravest  consequence. 
— Fisher,  George  Park,  1896,  History 
qf  Christian  Doctrine,  p.  388. 

Although  Hume's  writings  are  so  much 
better  known  at  first  hand  than  those  of 
Cumberland  and  Gay, — the  only  two  of  his 
Ehiglish  predecessors  who  can  really  be 
said  to  have  stated  the  Utilitarian  prin- 
ciple,— it  is  more  difiScult  than  might  be 
supposed  to  present  his  views  on  Ethics  in 
a  way  to  leave  no  room  for  misunderstand- 
ing. In  the  first  place,  one .  has  to  keep 
in  mind  Hume's  relation  to  the  "moral 
sense"  school,  and  avoid  attributing  either 
too  much  or  too  little  importance  to  this 
relation ;  and,  in  the  second  place, — what 
is  much  more  important, — one  has  to 
decide,  after  the  most  careful  examination 
and  comparison,  whether  one  shall  accept 
his  earlier  or  his  later  treatment  of  Ethics 
as  the  more  adequately  representing  his 
system.— Albee,  Ernest,  1897,  Hum^s 
Ethical  System,  Philosophical  Review,  vol. 
6,  p.  338. 

The  theory  of  causation  first  set  forth 
by  David  Hume  has  attracted  more  atten- 
tion and  led  to  more  discussion  than  any 
other  philosophical  doctrine  of  modem 
times.— Peterson,  James  B.,  1898,  The 
Ehnpirical  Theory  qf  Cav^ation,  Philosophy 
ical  Review,  vol,  7,  p.  43. 

GENERAL 

The  great  David  Hume.— Gibbon,  Ed- 
ward, 1758,  Private  Letters,  Dee.  30. 

If  we  may  judge  of  him  by  his  writings, 
will  scarcely  be  charged  with  the  fault  of 
having  carried  humility  to  an  excess.  A 
pity  it  is  that  he  hath  not  made  a  better  use 
of  his  abilities  and  talents,  which  might 
have  laid  a  just  foundation  for  acquir- 
ing the  praise  he  seems  so  fond  of,  as  well 
as  rendered  him  really  useful  to  the  world, 
if  he  had  been  so  industrious  as  to  employ 


them  in  serving  and  promoting  the  excel- 
lent cause  of  religion,  as  he  bath  un- 
happily been  in  endeavouring  to  weaken 
and  expose  it. — Leland,  John,  1754-56, 
A  View  cf  the  Principal  Deistical  Writers, 
p.  239. 

"Why,  Sir,  his  style  is  not  English ;  the 
structure  of  his  sentences  is  French. 
Now  the  French  structure  and  the  English 
structure  may,  in  the  nature  of  things, 
be  equally  good.  But  if  you  allow  that 
the  ^glish  language  is  established,  he  is 
wrong.  My  name  might  originally  have 
been  Nicholson,  as  well  as  Johnson ;  but 
were  you  to  call  me  Nicholson  now,  you 
would  call  me  very  absurdly." — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1763,  I^e  by  Boswell,  ed.  HUi, 
vol.  I,  p.  508. 

David,  who  there  supinely  deigns  to  lie. 

The  fattest  hog  in  Epiotmis'  sty. 

Though  drank  with  Gallio  wine  and  Qallio 

praise, 
David  shall  bless  Old  England's  halcyon  days. 

—Mason,  Wiluam,  1773,  An  Heroic 
Epistle  to  Sir  William  Chambers  on  his 
Book  qf  Gardening. 

Next  comes  the  Scotch  Goliath,  David 
Hume;  but  where  is  the  accomplished 
stripling  who  can  cut  off  his  most  meta- 
physical head  ?  Who  is  he  that  can  stand 
up  before  him,  and  prove  the  existence 
of  the  universe  and  its  Founder?  He 
hath  an  adroiter  wit  than  all  his  fore- 
fathers in  philosophy  if  he  will  confound 
this  uncircumcised.  The  long  and  dull 
procession  of  reasoners  that  have  followed 
since  have  challenged  the  awful  shade  to 
duel,  and  struck  the  air  with  their  puissant 
arguments.  But  as  each  new  comer 
blazons  ''Mr.  Hume's  objections"  on  his 
pages,  it  is  plain  they  are  not  satisfied 
the  victory  is  gained.  Now,  though  every 
one  is  daily  referred  to  his  own  feelings 
as  a  triumphant  confutation  of  the  glozed 
lies  of  this  deceiver,  yet  it  would  assuredly 
make  us  feel  safer  to  have  our  victorious 
answer  set  down  in  impregnable  proposi- 
tions.—Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo,  1823, 
Letters,  ed.  Cabot,  vol.  i,  p.  104. 

Hume  was  a  Tory ;  he  was  also  a  Scotch- 
man:— this  renders  the  almost  uniform 
absence  of  Scotticisms,  from  his  style,  a 
subject  of  surprise — if  not  of  astonish- 
ment.—Dibdin,  Thomas  Prognall,  1824, 
The  Library  Companion,  p.  235,  note. 

Hume  was  too  rich  a  man  to  borrow; 
and  perhaps  he  reached  on  the  French 
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more  than  he  was  acted  on  by  them :  but 
neither  had  he  aught  to  do  with  Scotland; 
Edinburgh,  equally  with  La  Flg^he,  was 
but  the  lodging  and  laboratory,  in  which 
he  not  so  much  morally  limd  as  metaphys- 
ically investigated. — Carlyle,  Thomas, 
1828,  Bums. 

Hume's  reputation  as  a  philosopher  and 
an  historian  has  long  been  on  the  wane, 
his  views  in  both  are  regarded  as  partial 
and  one-sided ;  it  is  believed  that  in  his 
science  he  gave  exclusive  prominence  to 
one  set  of  faculties  and  that  in  his  estimate 
of  facts  he  was  almost  as  exclusively 
guided  by  one  set  of  authorities.  Praised 
by  one  school  of  critics  beyond  his  merits, 
depreciated  by  another  below  his  deserts, 
there  is  reason  to  suspect  that  he  has  been 
more  frequently  judged  by  the  supposed 
consequences  of  his  doctrines  than  by  the 
doctrines  themselves,  and  though  in  the 
examination  of  principles  it  is  not  possible 
to  neglect  their  obvious  tendency,  yet 
there  is  a  danger  that  these  tendencies 
may  be  measured  by  our  own  precon- 
ceived notions  rather  than  by  the  neces- 
sary and  immediate  inferences  from 
the  author's  writings  and  statements. — 
Taylor,  W.  C,  1846,  The  Philosophy  of 
David  Hume,  BcnUejfs  Miscellany,  vol. 
19,  p.  494. 

Hume  is  considered  also  as  one  of  the 
most  dangerous  and  insidious  enemies  by 
whom  the  Christian  religion  has  ever 
been  attacked.— Shaw,  Thomas  B.,  1847, 
Ovtiines  of  English  Literature,  p.  282. 

Morality  survives,  we  know  not  well 
how,  in  Hume.  .  .  .  There  is  a  cogency 
in  this  resting  upon  only  the  lowest 
grounds ;  the  winter-vitality  of  the  moral 
convictions  of  Hume  is  worth  more  than 
any  summer  exuberance  of  sentiment. — 
Clough,  Arthur  Hugh,  1852,  Deuelop- 
ment  of  English  Literature,  Prose  Re- 
mains, p.  349. 

The  character  of  the  true  sceptic  was 
never  more  clearly  exhibited  than  by  David 
Hume,  the  philosopher  and  historian, 
whose  name  is  so  well  known  and  firmly 
established  among  the  greatest  of  his 
century,  and  whose  works  and  influence 
have  produced  as  much  effect  upon  men's 
minds  and  beliefs  as  it  is  possible  for  a 
perpetual  negative  to  produce.  He  is  not 
only  a  bom  representative  of  the  class, 
but  even  to  a  great  extent  of  his  time. 


which  was  an  unbelieving  age,  full  of  pro- 
fanities, great  and  smaU,  and  an  immense 
and  astonishing  indifference  to  ev^ything 
spiritual  and  unseen.  He  was  one  of  the 
most  clear-sighted  men  of  his  day — keen 
in  pursuit  of  truth,  not  moved  by  any 
throes  of  mental  anguish  because  of  his 
inability  to  believe  one  dogma  or  another, 
but  still  far  from  setting  himself  up  as  an 
authority  above  other  authorities,  or  arro- 
gating a  superior  judgment.  He  was  no 
profligate,  eager  to  cover  his  sins  by  the 
abrogation  of  moral  laws — no  revolution- 
ary, bent  upon  satisfying  his  own  ambition 
by  the  overturn  of  all  things.  Neither 
was  his  spirit  affected  by  the  gloomy 
nothingness  of  the  system  he  believed. 
He  was  an  honest,  cheerful,  comfortable, 
unexcited  soul,  full  of  a  steady  power  of 
labour,  much  patience  and  good-humour, 
and  a  certain  sober  light-heartedness, 
whatever  was  his  fortune.  The  devoutest 
believer,  with  all  the  succours  of  religion, 
could  not  have  behaved  with  more  com- 
posure and  dignity  in  the  presence  of 
death ;  nor  is  the  sober  quiet  of  his  life 
less  remarkable.— Oliphant,  Margaret 
0.  W.,  1869,  The  Sceptic,  Historical 
Sketches  of  the  Reign  of  George  Second,  p. 
417. 

The  autobiography  of  Hume  is  singu- 
larly interesting,  as  being  the  portrait  of 
a  modest,  firm,  independent,  and  just  man. 
—Underwood,  Francis  H.,  1871,  A 
Hand-Book  of  English  Literature,  British 
Authors,  p.  162. 

Hume  is  always  idiomatic,  but  his  idioms 
are  constantly  wrong;  many  of  his  best 
passages  are,  on  that  account,  curiously 
grating  and  puzzling :  you  feel  that  they 
are  very  like  what  an  Englishman  would 
say,  but  yet  that  after  all,  somehow  or 
other,  they  are  what  he  never  would  say, 
— there  is  a  minute  seasoning  of  imper- 
ceptible difference,  which  distracts  your 
attention  and  which  you  are  forever  stop- 
ping to  analyze. — Bagehot,  Walter, 
1876,  Adam  Smith  as  a  Person,  Works, 
ed.  Morgan,  vol.  m,  p.  296. 

Hume,  in  style  nearly  perfect. — Mori- 
son,  James  Cotter,  1879,  Gibbon  {Eng- 
lish Men  of  Letters),  p.  102. 

An  accomplished  reasoner,  an  original, 
profound,  and  fearless  thinker,  more  re- 
markable for  depth  than  for  erudition. 
As  a  philosopher,  the   greatest  in  the 
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school  of  materialism ;  as  a  historian,  the 
first  to  treat  the  sequence  of  historical 
events  in  a  philosophical  manner;  as  a 
man,  one  of  the  leaders  of  the  race. — 
Welsh,  Alfred  H.,  1883,  Development 
of  English  lAterature  and  Language^  vol.  ii, 
p.  166. 

Mr.  Hume  confessed  himself  the  prince 
of  sceptics,  as  Voltaire  was  the  prince  of 
scoffers.  —  Pibrson,  Arthur  Tappan, 
1886,  Many  Infallible  Proofs,  p.  12. 

Hume's  place  in  literature  is  not,  at  the 
present  moment,  adequate  to  what  we 
know  of  his  powers  of  intellect  or  to  his 
originality  as  a  thinker.  He  is  acknowl- 
edged to  be  a  great  man,  but  he  is  very 
li  ttle  read.  His ' '  History, ' '  in  fragments, 
and  his  ''Essay  on  Miracles,"  which  still 
enjoys  a  kind  of  success  of  scandal,  are  all 
that  the  general  reader  knows  of  Hume. 
If  we  deplore  this  fact,  it  must  be  admitted 
that  his  cool  and  unimpassioned  criticism 
of  belief,  his  perpetual  return  to  the  de- 
structive standpoint,  yet  without  vivacity, 
as  one  who  undermines  rather  than  attacks 
an  opposing  body,  his  colourless  grace, 
the  monotony  of  his  balanced  and  fault- 
less sentences,  offer  to  us  qualities  which 
demand  respect  but  scarcely  awaken  zeal, 
and,  in  short,  that  Hume  although  a  real 
is  a  somewhat  uninspiring  classic.  His 
great  merit  as  a  writer  is  his  lucidity,  his 
perfectly  straightforward  and  competent 
expression  of  the  particular  thing  he  has 
it  on  his  mind  to  say. — GossE,  Edmund, 
1888,  A  History  of  EighteerUh  Ckntury 
Literature,  p,  299. 

A  studied  and  artful — sometimes  a 
strained — simplicity  is  the  chief  charac- 
teristic of  his  style.  He  never  attempts 
the  majestic  periods  of  Johnson  or 
Gibbon ;  while  a  certain  air  of  stiffness  and 
precision  effectually  prevents  his  being 
spirited  on  the  one  hand,  or  colloquial  on 
the  other.  His  prose  flows  on  with  a 
steady  and  even  motion,  which  no  obstacle 
ever  retards,  nor  any  passion  ever  agitates. 
In  the  whole  of  his  writings  there  is  scarce 
one  of  those  outbursts  of  emotion  which 
at  times  animate  the  pages  even  of  the 
coolest  metaphysicians.  Scorn  there  is  in 
abundance ;  but  it  is  the  amused  and  pity- 
ing contempt  of  a  superior  being  who 
watches  from  afar  the  frailties  and  vices 
from  which  himself  is  consciously  exempt. 
Enthusiasm,  or  righteous  indignation,  was 
a  total  stranger  to  Hume's  cast  of  mind. 


But  his  sneer  and  his  sarcasm,  though  by 
far  less  elaborate  and  less  diligently  sus- 
tained, are  hardly  less  effective  and  pointed 
than  Gibbon's.  .  .  .  Hume's  vocabulary 
is  copious  and  well  chosen,  but  never 
picturesque.  .  .  .  Many  men  have 
written  English  prose  with  greater  ease, 
fluency,  and  freedom,  and  many  with 
greater  dignity  and  effect ;  but  few  with 
more  accuracy,  purity,  and  elegance  of 
diction  than  David  Hume.— MttUiR,  J. 
H.,  1895,  English  Prose,  ed.  Oraik,  vol. 
IV,  pp.  187,  188. 

Hume  is  impeccable  in  paragraph  unity 
from  the  point  of  view  of  subject  analysis. 
His  unity  depends  on  the  philosophic 
scheme,  the  previsedly  careful  articulation 
of  framework.  It  is  not  the  picturesque 
unity  of  Macaulay.  In  spite  of  occasional 
extreme  sententiousness,and  his  very  spar- 
ing use  of  sentence-connectives,  Hume's 
coherence  is  always  good.  The  senten- 
tiousness  is  never  left  unexplained.  If  the 
reader  is  ever  delayed  it  is  by  the  balance 
of  the  sentence,  but  he  is  never  seriously 
checked  by  this.  In  Hume  the  formal 
balance  breaks  in  upon  the  sequence  as 
waves  pass  beneath  a  boat  and  lap  it 
sharply,  but  only  to  drive  it  onward. 
Hume's  favorite  order  is  loose,  with  a 
tendency  to  eschew  initiatory  sentences. 
The  topic  sentence  is  likely  to  be  some- 
what indefinite,  becoming  clear  with  the 
first  amplifying  sentences.  To  sum  up: 
Hume  represents  the  long  paragraph 
adapting  itself  to  the  Johnsonian  balanced 
sentence.  His  integers  of  style  are  larger 
than  Johnson's,  but  less  unwieldy  than 
Gibbon's.  He  is  retrogressive  in  per- 
centage of  very  short  sentences. — Lewis, 
Edwin  Herbert,  1894,  The  History  rf  the 
English  Paragraph,  p.  118. 

His  philosophical  importance  has  lasted 
better  than  his  historical,  because  his  his- 
tory, though  full  of  ability,  was  written 
without  access  to  many  documents  since 
laid  open,  and  with  a  somewhat  insufficient 
attention  to  careful  use  of  those  that  were 
accessible ;  while  his  philosophy,  needing 
nothing  but  the  furniture  of  his  own  mind, 
and  employing  that  in  the  best  way  on  one 
side  of  perennially  interesting  and  in- 
soluble questions,  remains  a  point  de  repere 
for  ever.  It  is  indeed  admitted  to  have 
practically  restarted  all  philosophical  in- 
quiry, being  as  much  the  origin  of  German 
and  other  theory  as  of  the  Scottish  school 
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and  of  later  English  negative  materialism. 
Luckily,  too,  the  value  of  literary  work  as 
such  is  far  more  enduring  than  that  of 
either  philosophy  or  history  by  themselves. 
For  they  may  be  superseded,  but  it  never 
can.  And  Hume's  expression  was  for  his 
special  purposes  supreme — perfectly  clear, 
ironical,  but  not  to  the  point  of  suspicious 
frivolity,  and  as  polished  as  the  somewhat 


dead  and  flat  colour  of  the  style  of  the  time 
would  admit. — Saintsbury,  George,  1898, 
A  Short  History  qf  English  Literature,  p. 
623. 

David  Hume  was  without  question  the 
man  of  greatest  mental  grasp  whom  Scot- 
land pr^uced  in  the  eighteenth  century. 
— Graik,  Sir  Henry,  1901,  A  Century  i 
Scottish  History,  vol.  n,  p.  186. 


James  Ferguson 

1710-1776. 

A  native  of  Keith,  Bamffshire,  whilst  yet  very  young,  without  the  advantages  of 
education,  exhibited  a  remarkable  genius  for  mechanical  and  astronomical  investiga- 
tions. Whilst  employed  in  the  humble  capacity  of  a  shepherd,  he  continued  his  studies 
with  untiring  zeal.  In  1743  he  came  to  London,  where  he  attracted  great  attention 
by  the  publication  of  astronomical  tables,  and  the  delivery  of  lectures,  repeated  in 
many  towns  in  England,  on  experimental  philosophy.  A  list  of  his  publications  and 
contributions  to  Phil.  Trans,  will  be  found  in  Bibl.  Brit.  Works,  edited  by  Sir  David 
Brewster,  Edinburgh,  5  vols.  8vo.  ''Lectures  on  select  Subjects  in  Mechanics, 
Hydrostatics,  &c.,"  edited  by  Sir  D.  B.,  2  vols.  8vo.  "Astronomy  explained  upon  Sir 
Isaac  Newton's  principles,"  1821,  2  vols.  8vo.  New  ed.,  1841,  2  vols.  8vo. — Alu- 
BONB,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  A  OrUical  Dictionary  cf  English  Literature,  vol.  i,  p.  587. 

PERSONAL 

Here 

is  interred  the  body  of 

JAMES  FERGUSON, 

F.  R.  S. 

Who,  blessed  with  a  fine  natural  Gtonins, 

by  unwearied  application  (without a  Master) 

attained  the  Soienoes. 

Astronomy  and  Mechanics  he  taoght 

with  singular  success  and  reputation 

He  was  modest,  sober,  humble,  and  religions, 

and 

His  works  will  immortalize  his  Memory, 

When  this  small  Monument  is  no  more. 

He  died  16th  Nov.  1776,  aged  66. 

— Inscription  on  Tomb,  1776. 

The  best  machine  I  ever  contrived  is  the 
Eclipsareon,  of  which  there  is  a  figure  in 
the  thirteenth  plate  of  my  ** Astronomy." 
It  shows  the  time,  quantity,  duration,  and 
progress  of  solar  eclipses,  at  all  parts  of 
the  earth.  My  next  best  contrivance  is 
the  Universal  Dialing  Cylinder,  of  which 
there  is  a  figure  in  the  eighth  plate  of  the 
supplement  to  my  ''Mechanical  Lectures." 
It  is  now  thirty  years  since  I  came  to 
London ;  and  during  all  that  time,  I  have 
met  with  the  instances  of  friendship  from 
all  ranks  of  people,  both  in  town  and  coun- 
try, which  I  do  here  acknowledge  with  the 
utmost  respect  and  gratitude;  and  par- 
ticularly the  goodness  of  our  present 
gracious  Sovereign,  who,  out  of  his  privy 
purse,  allows  me  fifty  pounds  a  year,  which 


is  regularly  paid  without  any  deduction. 
—Ferguson,  Jambs,  c1776,  A  Short  Ac- 
count of  His  Own  Life,  p.  23. 

Mr.  Ferguson  had  a  very  sedate  appear- 
ance, face  and  brow  a  little  wrinkl^ ;  he 
wore  a  large  full  stuff  wig,  which  gave 
him  a  venerable  look,  and  made  him  to 
appear  older  than  he  really  was.  He 
usually  wore  a  white  neckerchief,  espe- 
cially when  delivering  his  lectures.  His 
coat  had  no  neck,  was  of  large  dimensions, 
reaching  down  below  the  knee,  and  coming 
full  round  in  front ;  was  decorated  with 
large  buttons,  and  of  course  had  the  usoal 
huge  pockets  and  double  f  olded-up  sleeves 
fenced  with  shirt  wrist  ruflSes.  His  waist- 
coat was  also  large ;  had  likewise  no  neck ; 
large  pockets ;  and  reached  down  to  near 
his  thighs.  He  wore  knee  breeches,  gen- 
erally of  black  velvet,  or  plush,  and  fas- 
tened at  the  knee  with  silver  buckles ;  gen- 
erally wore  black  stockings,  full  shoes 
with  buckles.  When  walking  about  he 
wore  the  cocked  hat  of  that  day  slightly 
trimmed  with  lace ;  and,  in  these,  the  latter 
days  of  his  life,  he  walked  about  with  the 
aid  of  astaff.— Reid,  Andrew,  1833,  Per- 
sonal Appearance  and  Dress  of  Mr.  Fer- 
guson about  the  Year  1774,  Letter  to  E. 
Henderson,  June  7. 

Among  self-educated  men  there  are  few 
who  claim  more  of  our  admiration  than 
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the  celebrated  James  Ferguson.  If  ever 
any  one  was  literally  his  own  instructor  in 
the  very  elements  of  knowledge,  it  was 
he.  Acquisitions  that  have  scarcely  in 
any  other  case,  and  probably  never  by  one 
80  young,  been  made  without  the  assistance 
either  of  books  or  a  living  teacher,  were 
the  discoveries  of  his  solitary  and  almost 
illiterate  boyhood.  There  are  few  more 
interesting  narratives  in  any  language 
than  the  account  which  Ferguson  himself 
has  given  of  his  early  history. — Craik, 
George  L.,  1845,  The  Pursuit  qf  Knowl- 
edge under  DifficuUieSf  vol.  i. 

Ferguson  was  a  man  of  very  clear  judg- 
ment, and  of  unwearied  application  to 
study ;  benevolent,  meek,  and  innocent  in 
his  manners  as  a  child ;  humble,  courteous, 
and  communicative.  His  religious  char- 
acter gave  the  tone  to  his  general  conduct. 
The  anxieties  and  changes  of  his  chequered 
life  never  effaced  the  religious  impressions 
early  produced  by  the  piety  of  his  parents, 
but  rather  strengthened  his  confidence 
towards  God,  and  his  belief  in  the  great 
doctrines  of  our  most  holy  faith.  A  lovely 
character  was  his,  according  to  the  testi- 
mony of  all  who  knew  him. — Bright- 
well,  C.  L.,  1879,  AnnaU  <f  Industry 
and  GeniuSf  p.  300. 

GENERAL 

Mr.  Ferguson  may  in  some  degree  be 
regarded  as  the  first  elementary  writer  on 
Natural  Philosophy,  and  to  his  labours  we 
must  attribute  that  general  diffusion  of 
scientific  knowledge  among  the  practical 
mechanics  of  this  country,  which  has  in 
a  great  measure  banished  those  antiquated 
prejudices  and  erroneous  manners  of  con- 
struction that  perpetually  misled  the  un- 
lettered artist.  But  it  is  not  merely  to 
the  praise  of  a  popular  writer  that  Mr. 
Ferguson  is  entitled ;  while  he  is  illustra- 
ting the  discoveries  of  others,  and  accom- 
modating them  to  the  capacities  of  his 
readers,  we  are  frequently  introduced  to 
inventions  and  improvements  of  his  own ; 
many  of  these  are  well  known  to  the  public ; 
and  while  some  of  them  have  been  of  great 
service  to  experimental  philosophy,  they 
all  evince  a  considerable  share  of  mechan- 
ical genius.  To  a  still  higher  commenda- 
tion, however,  our  author  may  justly  lay 
claim ;  it  has  long  been  fashionable  with 
a  certain  class  of  philosophers  to  keep  the 
Creator  totally  out  of  view  when  describ- 
ing the  noblest  of  his  works.    But  Mr. 


Ferguson  has  not  imbibed  those  gloomy 
principles  which  steel  the  heart  against 
its  earliest  and  strongest  impressions,  and 
prompt  to  suppress  those  feelings  of 
devotion  and  gratitude  which  the  structure 
and  harmony  of  the  universe  are  so  fitted 
to  inspire.  When  benevolence  and  design 
are  particularly  exhibited  in  the  works  or 
in  the  phenomena  of  nature,  he  dwells 
with  delight  upon  the  goodness  and  wisdom 
of  their  Author ;  and  never  fails  to  impress 
upon  the  reader,  what  is  apt  to  escape 
his  notice,  that  the  wonders  of  creation, 
and  the  various  changes  which  the  material 
world  displays,  are  the  result  of  that 
unerring  wisdom  and  boundless  goodness 
which  are  unceasingly  exerted  for  the 
comfort  and  happiness  of  man. — Brews- 
ter, Sir  David,  1821,  ed.  Ferguson's 
Lectures  on  Select  Subjects. 

The  faculties  of  distinct  apprehension 
and  luminous  exposition  belonged,  indeed, 
to  Ferguson  in  a  pre-eminent  degree.  He 
doubtless  owed  his  superiority  here  in  a 
great  measure  to  the  peculiar  manner  in 
which  he  had  been  obliged  to  acquire  his 
knowledge.  Nothing  that  he  had  learned 
had  been  set  him  as  a  task.  He  had  ap- 
plied himself  to  whatever  subject  of  study 
engaged  his  attention,  simply  from  the 
desire  and  with  the  view  of  understanding 
it.  All  that  he  knew,  therefore,  he  knew 
thoroughly,  and  not  by  rote  merely,  as  many 
things  are  learned  by  those  who  have  no 
higher  object  than  to  master  the  task  of 
the  day.  On  the  other  hand,  as  has  often 
happened  in  the  case  of  self-educated  men, 
the  want  of  a  regular  director  of  his 
studies  had  left  him  ignorant  of  many  de- 
partments of  knowledge  in  which,  had  he 
been  introduced  to  them,  he  was  probably 
admirably  adapted  to  distinguish  himself, 
and  from  which  he  might  have  drawn,  at 
all  events,  the  most  valuable  assistance  in 
the  prosecution  of  his  favorite  investiga- 
tions.— Howe,  Henry,  1846,  Eminent 
Mechanics,  p.  246. 

Ferguson's  "Astronomy  explained  on  Sir 
Isaac  Newton's  Principles"  was  published 
in  July,  1756,  and  met  with  immolate  and 
complete  success.  The  first  issue  was 
exhausted  in  a  year :  the  thirteenth  edition, 
revised  by  Brewster,  appeared  in  1811, 
and  the  demand  for  successive  reprints 
did  not  cease  until  ten  years  later.  It  was 
translated  into  Swedish  and  German,  and 
long  excluded  other  treatises  on  the  same 
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subject  Although  containing  no  theo- 
retical novelty,  tiie  manner  and  method 
of  its  expositions  were  entirely  original. 
Astronomical  phenomena  were  for  the  first 
time  described  in  familiar  language.  The 
book  formed  Herschel's  introduction  to 
celestial  science.  .  .  .  Ferguson's 
great  merit  as  a  scientific  teacher  lay 
in  clearness,  both  of  thought  and  style, 
and  in  the  extreme  ingenuity  with  which 


by  means  of  machines  and  diagrams  he 
brought  the  eye  to  help  the  mind  of  the 
learner.  Button  recognized  his  ''vary  un- 
common genius,  especially  in  mechanical 
contrivances  and  executions."  Brewster 
considered  him  as  ''in  some  degree  the 
first  elementary  writer  on  natmd  phi- 
losophy.''—GiiatKE,  Miss  A.  M.,  1^ 
Dictionary  qf  National  Biography^  voL 
xviii,  pp.  345,  346. 


James  Granger 

1723-1776. 

Bom  at  Shaston,  Dorset,  in  1723:  died  at  Shiplake,  Oxfordshire,  April  4,  1776. 
An  English  writer  and  print-collector.  He  matriculated  at  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  in 
1743,  but  took  no  degree.  He  took  holy  orders,  and  was  presented  to  the  vicarage  of 
Shiplake.  About  1773  he  made  a  tour  through  Holland.  He  wrote  "A  Biographical 
History  of  England  .  .  .  with  a  preface  showing  the  utility  of  a  collection  of 
engraved  portraits,  etc."  (1769).  This  was  continued  with  additions  at  different 
times  till  in  1824  the  work  had  increased  to  6  volumes.  In  1806  another  continuation 
appeared  from  materials  left  by  Granger  and  the  collections  of  the  Rev.  Mark  Noble, 
who  edited  it.  The  wholesale  destruction  of  illustrated  biographical  works  necessary 
to  accomplish  this  gave  rise  to  the  term  grangerize. — Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  ed.,  1894-97, 
The  Century  Oyelopedia  (f  Names,  p.  454. 


A  BIOGRAPHICAL  HISTORY  OF 

ENGLAND 

1769 

I  write  neither  for  fame  nor  bread ;  but 
have  taken  up  the  pen  for  the  same  reason 
that  some  of  my  brethren  have  laid  it 
down,  that  is,  only  to  amuse  myself. 
.  .  .  This  singular  book,  which  has 
been  the  employment  of  my  leisure  hours 
for  several  years  of  my  life,  will,  doubt- 
less, be  numbered  among  my  idlenesses, 
perhaps  my  weaknesses ;  but,  I  hope,  never 
amongst  my  sins. — Granger,  James,  1769, 
A  Biographical  History  cf  England^  Dedi- 
cation to  Horace  Waipole. 

I  have,  since  I  saw  you,  read  every  word 
of  *  *  Granger's  Biographical  History. ' '  It 
has  entertained  me  exceedingly,  and  I  do 
not  think  him  the  Whig  that  you  supposed. 
Horace  Wal pole's  being  his  patron  is, 
indeed,  no  good  sign  of  his  political  princi- 
ples. But  he  denied  to  Lord  Mountstuart 
that  he  was  a  Whig,  and  said  he  had  been 
accused  by  both  parties  of  partiality.  It 
seems  he  was  like  Pope, 

*'Wliile  Tories  call  me  Whig,  and  Whigs  a 
Tory." 

I  wish  you  would  look  more  into  this  book ; 
and  as  Lord  Mountstuart  wishes  much  to 
find  a  proper  person  to  continue  the  work 
upon  Granger's  plan,  and  has  desired  I 


would  mention  it  to  you,  if  such  a  man 
occurs,  please  to  let  me  know. — Boswell, 
James,  1776,  Letter  to  Samuel  Johnson, 
Aug.  30. 

I  have  no  hesitation  in  designating  it  as 
a  delightful  and  instructive  book;  but 
whoever  republishes  it  should  add  the 
portraits  of  the  different  characters  which 
were  unknown  to  the  author.  Considering 
that  Granger  may  be  said  to  have  first 
walked  the  field  alone,  it  is  surprismg 
what  he  has  done.  His  catalogue  of  en- 
graved heads  is  immense.  His  style  is 
always  clear,  pointed,  and  lively:  and  if 
he  talked  and  preached  as  he  wrUe  in  his 
biographical  history,  it  would  have  been 
difiicult  to  have  withdrawn  attention  from 
so  intelligent  a  quarter. — Dibdin,  Thobias 
Frognall,  1824,  The  Library  Companion, 
p.  509,  note. 

That  a  certain  class  of  bibliomaniacs 
and  bibliolaters  should  be  denounced  as 
biblioclasts  and  bibliophobians  by  all  the 
great  community  of  bibliocists,  bibli- 
ophilists,  bibliographers,  bibIiopolists,bib- 
liologists,  bibliopegists,  bibliotaphists, 
bibliothecarys  and  bibliognostes  would 
seem,  to  the  lay  mind,  to  imply  a  very 
serious  condition  of  affairs.  Yet  this  is, 
and  has  been,  exactly  the  position  of  the 
Grangerites  since  the  founder  of  this  sect 
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published  his  ^eat  work  one  hundred  and 
eighteen  years  ago.  .  .  .  Granger's 
"History"  was  the  first  book  extended  by 
the  introduction  of  extra  prints  illustrative 
of  its  text,  and  Mr.  Granger  was  the  orig- 
inal Extra-illustrator,  the  father  of  the 
noble  b^id  of  Grangerites.  Unlike  his  de- 
cendants  he  wrote  his  book  to  illustrate  his 
portraits ;  he  did  not  collect  his  portraits  to 
illustrate  his  book. — Hutton,  Laurence, 
1887,  Grangerism  and  tke  Grangerites^ 
The  Book  Buyer,  vol.  iv,  pp.  93,  94. 

Previously  to  the  publication  of  the  first 
edition  of  Granger's,  work  in  1769  five 
shillings  were  considered  a  liberal  price 
by  collectors  for  any  English  portrait. 
After  the  appearance  of  the ' '  Bio^aphical 


History, "books,  ornamented  with  en- 
graved portraits,  rose  in  prices  to  five 
times  their  original  value,  and  few  could 
be  found  unmutilated.  In  1856  Joseph 
Lilly  and  Joseph  Willis,  booksellers  each 
offered  for  sale  a  magnificent  illustrated 
copy  of  Granger's  work.  Lilly's  copy, 
which  included  Noble's  "Continuation," 
was  illustrated  by  more  than  thirteen 
hundred  portraits,  bound  in  27  vols,  im- 
perial 4to,  price  £42.  The  price  of 
Willis's  copy,  which  contained  more  than 
three  thousand  portraits,  bound  in  19  vols, 
f ol. ,  was  £38. 10s.  It  had  cost  the  former 
owner  nearly  £200.— Cooper,  Thompson, 
1890,  Dictionary  qf  National  Biography, 
vol.  xxn,  p.  373. 


Samuel  Foote 

1720-1777. 

Bom,  in  Truro,  Jan.  1720  [  ?] ;  baptized  27  Jan.  1720.  At  school  at  Worcester. 
Matric.  at  Worcester  Coll,  Oxford,  1  July  1737 ;  took  no  degree.  Became  an  actor ; 
first  appeared  at  Haymarket  Theatre,  6  Feb.  1744.  Acted  in  Dublin  same  year.  Acted 
in  London,  1745-49.  Lived  in  Paris,  1750-52.  Acted  in  London,  1753-57 ;  in  Dublin, 
winter  of  1757-58 ;  in  Edinburgh,  spring  of  1759 ;  in  Dublin,  winter  of  1759-60. 
Manager  of  Haymarket,  1760;  of  Drury  L^e,  1761.  Acted  till  1766;  in  that  year 
lost  leg  through  accident.  Granted  patent  to  build  a  theatre.  Opened  new  theatre 
in  Haymarket,  May  1767.  Visited  Dublin,  1768.  Manager  of  Edinburgh  theatre, 
1770.  Sold  patent  of  London  theatre,  16  Jan.  1777.  Died,  at  Dover,  21  Oct.  1777. 
Buried  in  West  Cloister  of  Westminster  Abbey.  Works:  ''The  Genuine  Memoirs. 
.  .  .  of  Sir  J.  D.  Goodere"  [1741  ?] ;  "A  Treatise  on  the  Passions"  [1747] ;  ''The 
Roman  and  English  Comedy  Consider'd,"  1747;  **Taste,"  1752;  "The  Englishman  in 
Paris,"1753;  "The  Knights,"  1754;  "The  Englishman  Returned  from  Paris,"  1756; 
"The  Author,"  1757;  "The  Minor,"  1760;  "ALetter  .  .  .  to  the  Reverend  Author 
of  the  'Remarks  ...  on  the  Minor,'  "  1760;  "The  Orators,"  1762;  "The 
Comic  Theatre ;  being  a  free  Translation  of  all  the  best  French  Comedies,  by  S.  Foote 
and  others"  (5  vols.),  1762;  "TheLyar"  (adapted  from  Corneille),  1764;  "The  Mayor 
of  Garratt,"  1764;  "The  Patron,"  1764;  "The  Commissary,"  1765;  "The  Lame 
Lover,"  1770;  "Apology  for  'The  Minor,'  "  1771 ;  "A  trip  to  Calais"  (under  pseud. : 
"Timothy  Timbertoe"),  1775 ;  "The  Bankrupt, "  1776.  Posthumms :  "The  Maid  of 
Bath"  (anon.),  1778;  "The  Devil  upon  Two  Sticks."  1778;  "The  Nabob,"  1778; 
"The  Ck)zeners"  (anon.),  1778 ;  "The  Capuchin."  1778.  Colleeted  Works:  in  4  vols., 
1763-78 ;  in  3  vols.,  1830.  Life :  "Memoirs"  (anon.),  [1778] ;  by  W.  Ck)oke,  1805 ; 
by  J.  Bee,  in  1830  edn.  of  "Works."  —Sharp,  R.  Farquharson,  1897,  A  Dictionary 
ff  English  AvthorSy  p.  101. 

PERSONAL 
By  turns  transform'd  into  all  kind  of  shapes, 
€V>nstant  to  none,  Foote  laughs,  cries,  strats, 

and  scrapes: 
Now  in  the  centre,  now  in  van  or  rear, 
The  Proteus  shifts,  hawd,  parson,  auctioneer. 
His  strokes  of  humour,  and  his  bursts  of 

sport, 
Are  all  oontain'd  in  this  one  word, — Distort. 

—Churchill,  Charles,  1761,  TTie  Ros- 
dad,  V.  395-400. 
Foote  being  mentioned,  Johnson  said, 


ti 


He  is  not  a  good  mimick.*'  One  of  the 
company  added,  "A  merry  Andrew,  a 
buffoon."  Johnson.  "But  he  has  wit 
too,  and  is  not  deficient  in  ideas,  or  in 
fertility  and  variety  of  imagery,  and  not 
empty  of  reading ;  he  has  knowledge  enough 
to  fill  up  his  part.  One  species  of  wit  he 
has  in  an  eminent  degree,  that  of  escape. 
You  drive  him  into  a  corner  with  both 
hands ;  but  he's  gone,  Sir,  when  you  think 
you  have  got  him — like  an  animal  that 
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jumps  over  your  head.  Then  he  has  a 
great  range  for  wit ;  he  never  lets  truth 
stand  between  him  and  a  jest,  and  he  is 
sometimes  mighty  coarse.  Garrick  is 
under  many  restraints  from  which  Foote 
is  free."  Wilkes.  "Garrick's  wit  is 
more  like  Lord  Chesterfield's. ' '  Johnson. 
**The  first  time  I  was  in  company  with 
Foote  was  at  Fitzherbert's.  Having  no 
good  opinion  of  the  fellow,  I  was  resolved 
not  to  be  pleased ;  and  it  is  very  difiicult 
to  please  a  man  against  his  will.  I  went 
on  eating  my  dinner  pretty  sullenly,  affect- 
ing not  to  mind  him.  But  the  dog  was  so 
very  comical  that  I  was  obliged  to  draw 
down  my  knife  and  fork,  throw  myself 
back  upon  my  chair,  and  fairly  laugh  it 
out.  No,  Sir,  he  was  irresistible." — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1776,  Life  by  Boiwell^ 
ed.  HUl,  vol.  in,  p.  79. 

He  was,  perhaps,  the  only  man  among  the 
set, 'totally  independent  of  Johnson's  mon- 
archy ;  he  had  an  intrepid  wit  and  pleas- 
antry of  his  own,  and  was  fearless  of  any 
colloquial  antagonist. — Golman,  George, 
1830,  Random  Records. 

Foote's  clothes  were,  then,  tawdily 
splashed  with  gold  lace ;  which,  with  his 
linen,  were  generally  bedawbed  with  snuff ; 
he  was  a  Beau  Nasty.  They  tell  of  him 
that,  in  his  young  days,  and  in  the  fluctua- 
tion of  his  finances,  he  walked  about  in 
boots,  to  conceal  his  want  of  stockings, 
and  that,  on  receiving  a  supply  of  money, 
he  expended  it  all  upon  a  diamond  ring, 
instead  of  purchasing  the  necessary 
articles  of  hosiery. — Peake,  Richard 
Brinsley,  1841,  Memoirs  qf  the  Cohnan 
Family f  vol.  i,  p.  395,  note. 

The  strength  and  predominance  of 
Foote's  humour  lay  in  its  readiness. 
Whatever  the  call  that  might  be  made  upon 
it,  there  it  was.  Other  men  were  humor- 
ous as  the  occasion  arose  to  them,  but  to 
him  the  occasion  .was  never  wanting. 
Others  might  be  foiled  or  disabled  by 
the  lucky  stroke  of  an  adversary,  but  he 
took  only  the  quicker  rebound  from  what 
would  have  laid  them  prostrate.  To  put 
him  out  was  not  possible. — Forster, 
John,  1854,  Samuel  Foote,  Quarterly  Re- 
view, vol.  95,  p.  487. 

Was  ever  wit  more  audacious  than 
Foote?  Perspicacious  and  bold — seeing 
everything  and  stopping  at  nothing, — no 
wonder  the  great  town  shook  with  terror 
and  laughter  at  his  daring  personalities 


and  mimicries.  As  quick  to  say  as  to  see, 
the  strokes  of  his  humour  were  as  surpris- 
ing as  they  were  instantaneous,  and  his 
victims  fell  without  staggering.  There 
was  no  threatening,  to  forewarn  or  alarm ; 
no  waste  by  elaboration;  and  when  the 
mischief  was  done,  there  was  no  smell  of 
spent  forces.  On  the  stage,  at  the  club, 
at  the  coffee-house,  he  took  off  everybody 
of  prominence.  Nobody  seemed  to  escape 
him.  At  the  Haymarket,for  forty  nights 
in  succession,  he  imitated  Whitefield. 
"There  is  hardly  a  public  man  in  England," 
said  Davies,  '^who  has  not  entered  Mr. 
Foote's  theatre  with  an  aching  heart, 
under  the  apprehension  of  seeing  himself 
laughed  at.''  His  rule  was,  that  you 
ought  not  to  run  the  chance  of  losing 
your  friend  for  your  joke  unless  your  joke 
happens  to  be  better  than  your  friend.— 
Russell^  A.  P.,  1883,  Oiaraderisties,  p. 
234. 

And  wittiest  among  them  all,  creating 
roars  of  laughter  by  his  sallies,  or  hS 
mimicry  of  some  well-known  actor  or 
politician,  was  a  young  gentleman  of 
family  and  fortune,  at  this  time  a  student 
of  the  Inner  Temple.  Dressed  in  a  frock- 
suit  of  green,  and  silver  lace,  bag  wig, 
sword,  bouquet,  and  point  rufSes,  he  fre- 
quented the  place  daily,  until  the  carriage 
of  some  woman  of  quality  would  drive  to 
the  door,  and  Mr.  Samuel  Foote  being  m- 
quired  for,  he  would  hasten  out,  hat  in 
hand,  and  ride  away  with  his  lady  fair.— 
MoLLOY,  J.  Fitzgerald,  1884,  The  Ltfe 
and  Adventures  qf  Peg  Wqffinffton,  voL  l, 
p.2S. 

His  humour  was  decidedly  Aristophanic ; 
that  is  to  say,  broad,  easy,  reckless,  satirical, 
without  the  slightest  alloy  of  bonhomie, 
and  full  of  the  directest  personalities.— 
A  meteor  that  delighted  by  the  splendour 
of  its  blaze. — The  meteor  of  the  moment 
who  possessed  every  species  of  wit. — He 
was  of  that  sort  that  he  would  rather  lose 
his  friend  than  his  jest. — He  never  stopped 
the  career  of  his  bon-mot  out  of  respect  to 
persons ;  it  as  readily  struck  a  roy^  duke 
as  a  poor  player. — His  conversation  was  of 
such  a  description  that  ''nought  but  itself 
could  be  its  parallel!"  Teeming  with 
fancy,  and  various  knowledge,  fearless  of 
consequences,  and  privileged  in  the  char- 
acter of  a  wit,  he  took  his  stand  with 
confidence,  and  threw  his  shafts  around 
him  with  the  dexterity  of  a  master,  the 
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first  and  last  of  his  own  school. — Whatever 
we  talked  about — whether  fox-hunting, 
the  turf,  or  any  other  subject — Foote 
instantly  took  the  lead  and  delighted  us 
all. — Very  entertaining,  with  a  kind  of 
conversation  between  wit  and  buffoonery. 
— He  has  a  great  range  for  wit,  he  never 
lets  truth  stand  between  him  and  a  jest, 
and  he  is  sometimes  mighty  coarse. — He 
has  wit  to  ridicule  you,  invention  to  frame 
a  story  of  you,  humour  to  help  it  about ; 
and  when  he  has  set  the  town  a-laughing, 
he  puts  on  a  familiar  air  and  shakes  you 
by  the  hand.— Jerrold,  Walter,  1894, 
ed.y  BorirMots  cf  Samuel  Foate  and  Theo- 
dore Hook,  Introduction,  p,  7. 

GENERAL 

BoswELL.  ''Foote  has  a  great  deal  of 
humour?"  Johnson,  "Yes,  Sir."  Bos- 
WELL.  ''He  has  a  singular  talent  of  ex- 
hibiting character"  Johnson.  "Sir,  it 
is  not  a  talent;  it  is  a  vice;  it  is  what 
others  abstain  from.  It  is  not  comedy, 
which  exhibits  the  character  of  a  species, 
as  that  of  a  miser  gathered  from  many 
misers :  it  is  farce,  which  exhibits  individ- 
uals."—Johnson,  Samuel,  1769,  L^e  by 
Botwellf  ed.  HUl,  vol.  ii,  p.  109. 

Foote  was  certainly  a  great  and  fertile 
genius,  superior  to  that  of  any  writer  of 
the  age ;  his  dramatic  pieces  were  most  of 
them,  it  is  true,  unfinished,  and  several  of 
them  little  more  than  sketches ;  but  they 
are  the  sketches  of  a  niaster,  of  one  who,  if 
he  had  labored  more  assiduously,  he  could 
have  brought  them  nearer  to  perfection. 
Foote  saw  the  follies  and  vices  of  mankind 
with  a  quick  and  discerning  eye ;  his  dis- 
crimination of  character  was  quick  and 
exact ;  his  humour  pleasant,  his  ridicule 
keen,  his  satire  pungent,  and  his  wit  bril- 
liant and  exuberant.  He  described  with 
fidelity  the  changeable  follies  and  fashions 
of  the  times ;  and  his  pieces,  like  those  of 
Ben  Jonson,  were  calculated  to  please  the 
audience  of  the  day ;  and  for  this  reason 
posterity  will  scarcely  know  anything  of 
them.  —  Da  VIES,  Thomas,  1780,  I/jfe  <f 
David  Garricky  vol.  n. 

Other  comic  writers  have  merely  shown 
"the  body  of  the  time  its  general  form  and 
pressure,"  but  Foote  has  soared  beyond 
this  common  flight,  he  has  adventured  to 
drag  the  objects  of  vice  and  folly  individu- 
ally before  the  public,  and  with  a  kind  of 
dramatic  boldness  (unknown  to  any  stage 

I8B 


since  the  days  of  Aristophanes)  to  punish 
the  delinquents  in  the  first  instance,  as  a 
warning  to  others :  and  here  he  has,  gener- 
ally, so  regulated  his  satire,  that  although 
a  single  character  may  now  and  then  be 
distinguished,  it  seems  to  embrace  a  whole 
genus.  .  .  .  Allowing  for  some  instances 
of  ill  directed  satire,  taking  Foote  in 
general  as  a  dramatic  writer,  an  actor,  a 
wU,  bh  humourist,  s,ui  lively  companion,  he 
stands  on  so  high  a  scale  of  eminence, 
that  all  must  exclaim,  "This  was  a  most 
extraordinary  man!"— Cooke,  Wiluam, 
1805,  Menunrs  of  Samuel  Foote,  vol.  i, 
pp.  2,  4. 

The  plays  of  Foote,  the  modem  Aris- 
tophanes, who  ventured,  by  his  powers  of 
mimicking  the  mind  as  well  as  the  external 
habits,  to  bring  living  persons  on  the  stage, 
belong  to  this  period,  and  make  a  remark- 
able part  of  its  dramatic  history.  But  we 
need  not  dwell  upon  it.  Foote  was  an 
unprincipled  satirist ;  and  while  he  affected 
to  be  the  terror  of  vice  and  folly,  was  only 
anxious  to  extort  forbearance-money  from 
the  timid,  or  to  fill  his  theatre  at  the 
indiscriminate  expense  of  friends  and 
enemies,  virtuous  or  vicious,  who  pre- 
sented foibles  capable  of  being  turned  into 
ridicule.  It  is  a  just  punishment  of  this 
course  of  writing,  that  Foote's  plays, 
though  abounding  in  comic  and  humorous 
dialogue,  have  died  with  the  parties  whom 
he  ridiculed.  When  they  lost  the  zest  of 
personality,  their  popularity,  in  spite  of 
much  intrinsic  merit,  fell  into  utter  decay. 
—Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1814-23,  The 
Drama. 

A  careful  examination  of  Foote's  writ- 
ings has  satisfied  us  that  they  are  not  un- 
worthy of  a  very  high  place  in  literature, 
though  not  perhaps  in  all  respects  the  place 
he  would  have  claimed. — Forster,  John, 
1854,  Samuel  Foote,  Quarterly  Review, 
vol.  95,  p.  486. 

Some  of  Foote's  apologists  have  almost 
worshipped  him  as  the  reformer  of 
abuses,  the  scourge  of  hypocrites,  and  the 
terror  of  evil-doers.  But  Foote  does  not 
seem  to  have  been  moved  by  any  higher 
principle  than  gain.  If  Mrs.  Salmon,  had 
a  Chamber  of  Horrors,  the  more  murders 
that  were  committed,  the  better  she  was 
pleased,  for  the  more  she  made  by  the 
crime.  Foote  endeavored  to  crush  Whit- 
field by  personal  ridicule;  but  Whitfield 
was  a  far  more  useful  man  in  his  very 
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wicked  generation  than  Foote,  who  did  not 
denounce  the  wickedness,  but  mimicked 
the  peculiarities  of  the  reformer.  .  .  . 
Except  in  ceasing  to  mimic  Whitfield  on 
the  stage,  after  the  death  of  that  religious 
reformer,  1  can  scarcely  find  a  trait  of 
delicacy  in  Foote's  character.  He  seems 
to  have  been  as  unscrupulous  in  act,  as  he 
was  cruel  in  his  wit. — Doran,  John, 
1863,  Annals  of  the  English  Stage,  vol.  n, 
pp.  131,  132. 

If  **The  Liar''  be  his  cleverest,  "The 
Mayor  of  Garratt"  retained  the  largest 
and  the  longest  popularity :  but,  alas !  it 
is  now  consigned  to  the  tomb  of  the 
ungenteels.  It  has  not  been  revived  for 
many  years;  and  when  that  admirable 
actor,  Dowton,  last  appeared  in  Major  Stur- 
geon (and  in  which  performance  I  can  be- 
lieve that  he  never  was  surpassed  in  rich- 
ness of  humour — even  by  the  author  him- 
self), and  when  Russell  played  Jerry  Sneak 
(who  avowedly  exceeded  all  his  predeces- 
sors in  the  part),  the  piece  was  pronounced 
*'low,"  and  even  hissed.  Our  * 'bear- 
leaders" in  society  **hates  everything  as 
is  low ;  their  bears  shall  dance  only  to  the 
genteelest  of  tunes — 'Water  parted  from 
the  sea,' and  The  minuet  in  /fariAadne'" 
— and  so  they  turned  up  their  exclusive 
noses  at  the  major's  history  of  his  cam- 
paign, and  the  death  of  Major  Molasses. 
—Clarke,  Charles  Cowden,  1872,  On 
the  Comic  Writers  of  England,  Gentieman^s 
Magazine,  N.  S.,  vol.S,  p.  315. 

It  is  strange  that  while  all  the  other 
English  humorists  of  the  eighteenth 
century  have  received  such  ample  appre- 
ciation, the  plays  of  Foote  should  be  so 
little  read.  To  those  who  would  form  a 
perfect  conception  of  the  manners  of  a 
hundred  years  ago,  his  works  are  invalu- 
able ;  there  is  not  a  folly,  a  vice,  a  sham 
of  the  time,  which  they  do  not  expose; 
they  are  frequently  coarse,  but  so  was  the 
age,  and  a  true  mirror  must  reflect  what 
is  presented  to  it.  But  their  coarseness 
is  palliated  by  real  wit  and  well-written 
dialogue;  his  characters,  it  is  true,  are 
too  frequently  caricatures  founded  on 
some  physical  deformity  or  eccentricity  of 
manner,  but  they  are  usually  typical,  and 
their  humour  springs  out  of  the  absurdities 
common  to  all  humanity ;  and  if  they  dis- 
play no  very  profound  Imowledge  of  the 
mainsprings  of  human  nature,  they  are 
seldom  unnatural, and  are  almost  uniformly 


drawn  with  justness  and  vigor. — Baker, 
Henry  Barton,  1878,  English  Adorsfrm 
Shakespeare  to  Maeready,  vol.  i,  p.  255. 

Cibber  had  been  succeeded  by  Foote 
(1721-1777),  in  whose  numerous  dramas 
the  development  of  characteristic  dialogoe 
was  entirely  subordinated  to  the  illustra- 
tion of  such  oddities  and  whimsical  singu- 
larities as  could  beemphasisedby  the  talent 
for  mimicry  possessed  by  the  author-actor 
himself;  and  not  one  of  Foote's  plays 
holds  a  niche  in  literature. — GossE,  Ed- 
mund, 1888,  A  History  qf  Eighteenth  Qn- 
tury  Literature,  p.  317. 

Foote's  prose  tracts,  like  his  letters, 
are  forcibly,  wittily,  and  logically  written. 
It  is,  however,  as  a  dramatist,  a  wit,  and 
an  actor  that  he  has  to  be  judged ;  in  all 
these  qualities  he  is  noteworthy.  No 
complete  collection  of  his  plays  has  been 
made,  more  than  one  of  his  pieces,  chiefly 
his  early  entertainments,  having  never 
been  printed.  ...  As  a  rule  the 
plays  are  invertebrate,  and  the  manners 
they  sketch  are  not  to  be  recognised  in  the 
present  day.  Foote  had,  however,  a  keen 
eye  to  character,  and  on  the  strength  of 
the  brilliant  sketches  of  contemporary 
manners  which  he  afforded,  and  of  the 
wit  of  the  dialogue,  they  may  be  read 
with  pleasure  to  this  day.  Foote's  satire 
is  direct  and  scathing.  Much  of  it  is 
directed  against  individuals,  not  seldom 
with  no  conceivable  vindication,  since 
Foote  singled  out  those,  such  as  Garrick, 
to  whom  he  was  under  deepest  obligations. 
During  his  lifetime  and  for  some  years 
subsequently  Foote  was  known  as  the  Eng- 
lish Aristophanes.  Without  being  de- 
served, the  phrase  is  less  of  a  misnomer 
than  such  terms  ordinarily  are.  As  an 
actor  Foote  seems  to  have  attracted 
attention  only  in  his  own  pieces.  Tom 
Davies,  who  speaks  with  something  not 
far  from  contempt  of  his  general  per- 
formances, praises  his  Bayes  in  the  ^'Re- 
hearsal." In  this,  however,  Foote,  like 
Garrick,  used  to  introduce  allusions  to 
contemporary  events. — Knight,  Joseph, 
1889,  Dictionary  qf  National  Biography, 
vol.  XLX,  p.  374. 

Lays  bare  as  with  scalpel,  in  his  farce 
of  ''The  Author,''  the  straggles,  and  ex- 
pedients, and  humiliations  of  the  literazy 
profession.— Aubrey,  W.  H.  S.,  1896^ 
The  Rise  and  Growth  qf  the  AvKifc  Na- 
tion, vol.  m,  p.  113. 
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William  Dodd 

1729-1777 

Dr.  Dodd  was  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England.  He  was  educated  at  Cam- 
bridge, and  rose  rapidly  in  church  preferments.  He  was  tutor  to  the  young  E^rl  of 
Chesterfield  and  one  of  the  King's  chaplains.  Being  fond  of  display,  and  living  beyond 
his  means,  he  ran  in  debt  and  resorted  to  fraud  to  extricate  himself.  He  wrote  an 
anonymous  letter  to  a  lady  of  rank,  offering  her  £3000  for  her  influence  in  obtaining 
for  him  an  important  rectory.  The  letter  being  traced  to  him  caused  him  to  be  dis- 
missed from  the  King's  list  of  chaplains.  He  forged  the  name  of  Lord  Chesterfield  to 
a  bond  for  £4200,  and,  being  convicted  of  the  crime,  he  was  executed  for  it  at 
Tyburn.  Works. — Dr.  Dodd's  publications  are  numerous  and  valuable:  "Discourses 
on  the  Miracles  and  Parables  of  Christ;"  ''Sermons  to  Young  Men ;"  **The  Visitor;" 
'•Comfort  for  the  Afflicted;"  "Thoughts  in  Prison;"  "Reflections  on  Death;"  "Com- 
mentary on  the  Old  and  New  Testament;"  "Beauties  of  Shakespeare;"  "Beauties  of 
History,"  etc. — Hart,  John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  cf  English  Literature^  p.  318. 


PERSONAL 

As  soon  as  we  entered  the  chapel  the 
organ  played,  and  the  Magdalens  sung  a 
hymn  in  parts, — you  cannot  imagine  how 
well.  The  chapel  was  dressed  with  orange 
and  myrtle,  and  there  wanted  nothing  but 
a  little  incense  to  drive  away  the  devil,  or — 
to  invite  him.  Prayers  then  began, 
psalms  and  a  sermon;  the  latter  by  a 
young  clergyman,  one  Dodd,  who  contrib- 
uted to  the  Popish  idea  one  had  imbibed, 
by  haranguing  entirely  in  the  French 
style,  and  very  eloquently  and  touchingly. 
He  apostrophised  the  lost  sheep,  who 
sobbed  and  cried  from  their  souls ;  so  did 
my  Lady  Hertford  and  Fanny  Pelham, 
till,  I  believe,  the  city  dames  took  them 
for  Jane  Shores.  The  confessor  then 
turned  to  the  audience,  and  addressed 
himself  to  his  Royal  Highness  (Prince 
Edward),  whom  he  called  most  iUiistrums 
prince^  beseeching  his  protection.  In 
short,  it  was  a  very  pleasing  performance, 
and  I  got  the  most  iU^ustrious  to  desire  it 
might  be  printed. — Walpole,  Horace, 
1760,  To  George  Montagus^  Jan.  28 ;  Let- 
ters, ed.  Ounningham,  vol.  m,  p.  282. 

Before  I  began  my  operations  relative  to 
the  window-tax,  I  witnessed  something 
memorable.  It  being  much  the  fashion  to 
go  on  a  Sunday  evening  to  a  chapel  of  the 
Magdalen  Asylum,  we  went  there  on  the 
second  Sunday  we  were  in  London,  and 
had  difficulty  to  get  tolerable  seats  for  my 
sister  and  wife,  the  crowd  of  genteel 
people  was  so  great.  The  preacher  was 
Dr.  Dodd,  a  man  afterwards  too  well 
known.  The  unfortunate  young  women 
were  in  a  latticed  gallery,  where  you  could 
only  see  those  who  chose  to  be  seen.  The 
preacher's  text  was,  "If  a  man  look  on  a 


woman  to  lust  after  her,"  &c.  The  text 
itself  was  shocking,  and  the  sermon  was 
composed  with  the  least  possible  delicacy, 
and  was  a  shocking  insult  on  a  sincere 
penitent,  and  fuel  for  the  warm  passions 
of  the  hypocrites.  The  fellow  was  hand- 
some, and  delivered  his  discourse  remark- 
ably well  for  a  reader.  When  he  had 
finished,  there  were  unceasing  whispers 
of  applause,  which  I  could  not  help  con- 
tradicting aloud,  and  condemning  the 
whole  institution,  as  well  as  the  exhibition 
of  the  preacher,  as  contra  bonos  mores,  and 
a  disgrace  to  a  Christian  city. — Carlyle, 
Alexander,  1769-1850-60,  Autobiog- 
raphy, p.  408. 

The  Doctor's  powers  are  pretty  well 
known  about  town;  not  a  more  popular 
preacher  within  the  sound  of  Bow  Bells ; 
I  do  not  mean  for  the  nobility  only — those 
every  canting  fellow  can  catch ;  the  best 
people  of  fashion  am't  ashamed  to  follow 
my  Doctor.  Not  one,  madam,  of  the 
hum-drum  drawling,  long-winded  tribe ;  he 
never  crams  congregations,  or  gives  them 
more  than  they  can  carry  away — not  more 
than  ten  or  twelve  minutes  at  most.  .  .  . 
But  then  his  wig,  madam !  I  am  sure  you 
must  admire  his  dear  wig ;  not  with  the 
bushy,  brown  buckles,  hanging  and  drop- 
ping like  a  Newfoundland  spaniel,  but 
short,  rounded  off  at  the  ear,  to  shew  his 
plump  cherry  cheeks,  white  as  a  curd, 
feather-topped,  and  the  curls  as  close  as 
a  caulifiower.— Poote,  Samuel,  1774,  The 
Cozeners. 

That  which  is  appointed  to  all  men  is 
now  coming  upon  you.  Outward  circum- 
stances, the  eyes  and  thoughts  of  men, 
are  below  the  notice  of  an  immortal  being 
about  to  stand  the  trial  for  eternity. 
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before  the  Supreme  Judge  of  heaven  and 
earth.  Be  comforted :  your  crime,  mor- 
ally or  religiously  considered,  has  no  very 
deep  dye  of  turpitude.  It  corrupted  no 
man's  principles;  it  attacked  no  man's 
life.  It  involved  only  a  temporary  and 
reparable  injury.  Of  this,  and  all  other 
sins,  you  are  earnestly  to  repent;  and 
may  God,  who  knoweth  our  frailty,  and 
desireth  not  our  death,  accept  your  re- 
pentance, for  the  sake  of  his  Son  JESUS 
CHRIST  our  Lord.  In  requital  of  those 
well-intended  oflSces  which  you  are  pleased 
so  emphatically  to  acknowledge,  let  me 
beg  that  you  make  in  your  devotions  one 
petition  for  my  eternal  welfare.  Tam, 
dear  Sir, 

Your  affectionate  servant. 
^Johnson,  Samuel,  1777,  LMer  to  the 
Reverend    Dr.  Dodd^  while    in    Prison^ 
June  26. 

He  had  spent  whole  months  with  Mossop 
the  actor,  who  drilled  him  into  reading 
the  Litany  with  such  witching  emphasis, 
that  women  went  miles  to  hear  him  read 
the  Litany.  Mrs.  Clive  had  made  him  pay 
rather  dearly  in  dinners  and  suppers,  and 
mulled  claret  and  earrings,  for  instructing 
him  in  a  pleasing  delivery  of  the  services 
for  the  solemnization  of  matrimony,  the 
churching  of  women,  and  the  private  or 
public  baptism  of  children.  Palmer  had 
taught  him  how  to  read  a  public  notice 
from  the  pulpit  with  effect,  and  Wood- 
ward had  enlightened  him  as  to  the 
achievement  of  distinctness  with  grace, 
in  enunciating  the  ''Dearly  beloved,"  and 
in  reading  an  Epistle.  For  all  this  Will 
was  indebted  to  the  players  at  Drury 
Lane, — but  the  necessary  money  was  well 
laid  out.  It  returned  cent,  per  cent. 
Covent  Garden  was  not  backward  in  lend- 
ing him  a  sort  of  fitness  for  his  calling. — 
Dor  AN,  John,  1859,  New  Pictures  on  Old 
Panels^  p.  5. 

The  wretched  clergyman  was  the  victim 
of  the  old  British,  stupid,  mulish  com- 
placency, which  has  so  often  fancied  it  is 
doing  something  Spartan  and  splendid, 
when  it  is  only  cruel  and  ridiculous.  It 
once  shot  an  admiral  ''to  encourage  the 
rest,"  and  it  hanged  Doctor  Dodd  to  show 
the  surrounding  world  a  spectacle  of  stem, 
unflinching  morality.  For  the  offence 
which  Doctor  Dodd  committed,  such  a 
punishment  was  wholly  unsuited — even 
unmerited.     Degradation    would     have 


been,  at  most,  the  suitable  penalty.  Even 
weighing  the  moral  delinquency  accurately 
there  was  no  tremendous  guilt  involved  in 
the  offence — for  it  is  clear  that  if  he  used 
the  name  of  his  patron,  he  meant  to  re- 
store the  money  eventually.  La  justice 
to  the  man,  his  story  should  be  considered. 
— PrrzGERALD,  Percy,  1864,  Unfortunate 
Doctor  Doddf  Dublin  University  Magazine^ 
vol.  63,  p.  257. 

GENERAL 

For  my  own  part,  better  and  more  im- 
portant things  henceforth  demand  my  at- 
tention ;  and  I  here,  with  no  small  pleas- 
ure, take  leave  of  Shakespeare  and  the 
critics.  As  this  work  was  begun  and  fin- 
ished before  I  entered  upon  the  sacred 
functions  in  which  I  am  now  happily  em- 
ployed, let  me  trust  this  juvenile  per- 
formance will  prove  no  objection,  since 
graver,  and  some  very  eminent  members  of 
the  Church  have  thought  it  no  improper 
employ  to  comment,  explain,  and  publish 
the  works  of  their  own  country's  poets.— 
Dodd,  Wiluam,  1752,  Beauties  tf  Shdx- 
speare^  Prrface. 

The  "Prison  Thoughts,"  although  writ- 
ten in  blank  verse,  can  scarcely  be  called 
poetry.  They  are  the  spasmodic,  hysteric, 
and  insincere  utterances  of  a  weiak  man 
under  afiliction.  The  power  of  self- 
deception  in  the  writer  is  something  to 
be  wondered  at.  To  read  these  thoughts 
without  any  other  record  of  his  life,  you 
would  gather  that  he  had  committed  some 
crime,  not  perhaps  a  very  blaK;k  one ;  but 
that  he  was  otherwise  a  good,  pious,  holy, 
persecuted  man.  He  is  constantly  shriek- 
ing out  his  complaints  against  the  world 
and  its  vices;  and  now  that  he  can  no 
longer  participate  in  them  and  enjoy  them, 
they  have  become  the  objects  of  his  bit- 
terest denunciations.  You  feel  while 
reading  '^ these  wild  and  wayward  cries," 
that  the  grapes  are  sour;  and  the  pity 
you  would  otherwise  have  is  changed  into 
something  akin  to  contempt.  'Hie  true 
tone  of  Christian  meekness,  and  sorrow, 
and  repentance  are  wanting.  Surely  he 
who  had  tasted  of  these  so  much  denounced 
pleasures,  who  had  fallen  so  often  and  so 
thoroughly  under  their  fascinations,  might 
have  had  a  little  more  charity  for  those 
who  were  still  slaves  in  the  garden  of  the 
Syrens!  His  objurgations  are  not  so 
much  those  of  one  disgusted  with  the 
sins,  as  of  one  unable  to  be  a  participator 
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in  them.  So  striking  is  this  air  of  super- 
ficial and  ostentations  piety ;  so  vehement 
is  the  assertion  of  this  horror  at  the  doings 
of  the  world ;  so  apparent  is  it  that  noise, 
and  shrieks,  and  groans  are  no  true  meas- 
ure of  the  writer's  true  feelings ;  that  all 
the  time  you  read  there  is  ringing  in  your 
ears  the  dreary,  monotonous,  and  unpleas- 
ant old  proverb : — 

**When  the  devil  was  siok,  the  devil  a  monk 
would  be; 


When  the  devil  was  well,  the  devil  a  monk 
was  he.'* 

— Langpoed,  John  Alfred,  1861,  Pris(m 
Books  and  Their  Authors,  p.  273. 

His  "Beauties  of  Shakespeare,"  the 
work  by  which  he  is  best  known ;  which 
is  reprinted  down  to  this  day,  and  which 
can  boast  of  the  honour  of  having  been 
quoted  by  SchlegeL— Marks,  Alfred, 
1865,  Dr.  Dodd,  Once  a  Week,  vol.  12, 
p.  263. 


Hugli  Kelly 

1739-1777 

A  native  of  the  banks  of  the  Lake  of  Eillamey,  wrote  "Thespis,  a  Poem;"  ''False 
Delicacy,  a  Comedy,"  1768,  8vo.;  ''A  Word  to  the  Wise,  a  Comedy,"  1770,  8vo., 
and  other  comedies;  ''Clementina,  a  Tragedy,"  1771,  8  vo. ;  and  some  other  composi- 
tions. A  Collective  ed.  of  his  "Works,"  with  "Life,"  was  published  in  London, 
1778.— Alubonb,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  Oriiical  Dictionary  qf  English  Literature,  vol. 
I,  p.  1013. 


PERSONAL 

It  is  recorded  in  Johnson's  "Works," 
that  when  some  one  asked  Johnson 
whether  they  should  introduce  Hugh  Kelly 
to  him,  "No,  Sir,"  says  he,  "I  never  de- 
sire to  converse  with  a  man  who  has  writ- 
ten more  than  he  has  read." — Johnson, 
Samuel,  1768,  Life  by  BotweU,  ed.  HUL, 
vol.  II,  p.  55,  note. 

It  may  be  justly  said  of  Kelly  that  no 
man  ever  profited  more  by  a  sudden  change 
of  fortune  in  his  favour ;  prosperity  caused 
an  immediate  and  remarkable  alteration 
in  his  conduct;  from  a  low,  petulant, 
absurd,  and  ill-bred  censurer,  he  was  trans- 
formed to  the  humane,  affable,  well-bred, 
good-natured  man.  His  conversation  in 
general  was  lively  and  agreeable,  he  had 
an  uncommon  stock  of  ready  language, 
and  though  not  deeply  read,  yet  what  he 
said  was  generally  worthy  of  attention. 
He  sometimes,  indeed,  from  an  attempt 
to  assume  uncommon  politeness,  and  a 
superabundance  of  benevolence,  became 
rather  tiresome  and  luscious  in  his  compli- 
ments.—Davies,  Thomas,  1780,  Life  cf 
David  Garrick. 

He  was  noted,  however,  for  uncon- 
sciously imitating  Goldsmith.  He  was  so 
fond  of  displaying  plate  on  his  sideboard 
that  he  added  to  it  his  silver  spurs ;  and 
he  exhibited  his  fat  little  person  in  "a 
flaming  broad  silver-laced  waist-coat, 
bag-wig,  and  sword."  It  was  reported, 
however,  that  he  had  done  Goldsmith, 
who  admired  Mrs.  Kelly's  amiability,  the 


service  of  dissuading  him  from  marry- 
ing Mrs.  Kelly's  bad-tempered  sister. — 
Goodwin,  Gordon,  1892,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  xxx,  p.  351. 

GENERAL 
This  night  presents  a  play,whioh  publiok 

rage, 
Or  right  or  wrong,  once  hooted  from  the 

stage: 
From  zeal  or  malioe,  now  no  more  we  dread, 
For  English  vengeance  warB  not  with  the  dead. 
A  generous  foe  regards  with  pitying  eye 
The  man  whom  Fate  has  laid  where  all  must 

lie. 
To  wit  reviving  from  its  author's  dust, 
Be  kind,  ye  judges,  or  at  least  be  just: 
Let  no  renewed  hostilities  invade 
Th'  obvious  grave's  inviolable  shade. 
Let  one  great  payment  every  claim  appease, 
And  him  who  cannot  hurt,  allow  to  please ; 
To  please  by  soenes,  unconscious  to  offence, 
By  harmless  merriment,  or  useful  sense. 
Where  aught  of  bright  or  fair  the  piece  dis 

plays. 
Approve  it  only  ;~'tis  too  late  to  praise. 
If  want  of  skill  or  want  of  oare  appear, 
Forbear  to  hiss; — the  poet  cannot  hear. 

— Johnson,  Samuel,  1777,  A  Word  to 
the  Wise,  Prologue. 

A  most  masterly  critic  of  our  time, 
William  Hazlitt,  has  disposed  of  Steele's 
pretensions  as  a  comic  dramatist;  and 
poor  Hugh  Kelly,  who  has  not  survived  to 
our  time,  must  be  disinterred  to  have  his 
pretensions  judged :  yet  the  stage  contin- 
ues to  suffer,  even  now,  from  the  dregs 
of  the  sentimental  school,  and  it  would  not 
greatly  surprise  me  to  see  the  comedy 
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with  which  Eelly's  brief  career  of  glory 
began,  again  lift  up  a  sickly  head  amongst 
us.  It  is  not  an  easy  matter  to  describe 
that  comedy.  ['  *  False  Delicacy. "]  One 
can  hardly  disentangle,  from  the  maze  of 
cant  the  make-believe  in  which  all  the 
people  are  involved,  what  it  precisely  is 
they  drive  at;  but  the  main  business 
seems  to  be,  that  there  are  three  couples 
in  search  of  themselves  throughout  the 
five  acts,  and  enveloped  in  such  a  haze  or 
mist  of  ''False  Delicacy''  (the  title  of 
the  piece),  that  they  do  not  till  the  last 
succeed  in  finding  themselves.  .  .  . 
Examples  need  not  be  cited.  Mr.  Eelly's 
style  will  never  want  admirers.  While  it 
saves  great  trouble  both  to  actor  and 


author,  it  exacts  from  an  audience  neither 
judgment  nor  discrimination;  and,  with 
an  easy  indolent  indulgence  of  such  pro- 
ductions, there  will  always  be  mixed  up 
a  sort  of  secret  satisfaction  in  their 
mouthing  morals  and  lip-professions  of 
humanity. — Forster,  John,  1848-71, 
The  Life  and  Times  cf  Oliver  GiMfmiOtj 
vo2.  II,  jip.  94,  95. 

Hugh  Kelly,  the  author  of  ''The  School 
for  Wives,"  and  some  other  second-rate 
dramas,  produced  during  this  interval  a 
series  of  papers  in  a  flashy,  juvenile  style 
under  the  title  of  "The  Babbler."— 
Graik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Qmpendumt 
History  qf  English  Literdture  and  qf  the 
Bkglidi  Language^  vol.  li,  p.  317. 


William  Pitt 

Elarl  of  Chatham 

1708-1778 

William  Pitt,  first  Earl  of  Chatham.  Bom  at  Westminster,  Nov.  15,  1708 :  died 
at  Hayes,  Kent,  May  11,  1778.  A  famous  English  Whig  statesman  and  orator.  He 
was  the  son  of  Robert  Pitt  of  Boconnock,  in  Cornwall ;  studied  at  Trinity  College, 
Oxford ;  and  obtained  a  cornet's  commission  in  the  dragoons.  He  entered  Parliament 
in  1735,  and  in  1746  became  vice-treasurer  of  Ireland  in  Pelham's  administration.  He 
was  in  the  same  year  promoted  to  the  oflSce  of  paymaster-general,  which  he  retamed 
under  the  Duke  of  Newcastle.  Disappointed  in  his  hope  of  advancement,  he  attacked 
the  Government  in  1755,  and  was  deprived  of  office.  He  was  secretary  of  state  under 
the  Duke  of  Devonshire  1756-57.  In  1757  he  formed  a  coalition  with  the  Duke  of 
Newcastle,  who  became  premier,  although  Pitt,  as  secretary  of  state,  obtained  the 
ascendancy  in  the  government.  He  adopted  vigorous  measures  in  prosecution  of  the 
Seven  Years'  War,  and  the  period  which  followed  is  one  of  the  most  brilliant  in  Eng- 
lish  history.  He  resigned  in  1761,  inasmuch  as  he  failed  to  receive  the  support  of  the 
rest  of  the  ministry  for  a  war  with  Spain.  He  became  premier  on  the  fall  of  Rock- 
ingham in  1766,  and  was  created  Viscount  Pitt  and  flarl  of  Chatham.  He  resigned  in 
1768,  owing  to  ill  health.  He  opposed  the  policy  pursued  toward  the  American  col- 
onies, although  his  last  appearance  in  the  House  of  Lords,  on  April  7,  1778,  was  in 
order  to  protest  against  the  dismemberment  of  the  British  empire  by  the  acknowledg- 
ment of  their  independence. — Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  cd.,  1894-97,  The  Century  Cydo- 
pedia  qf  NameSy  p.  810. 


PERSONAL 

Sir,  the  venerable  age  of  this  great 
man,  his  merited  rank,  his  superior  elo- 
quence, his  splendid  qualities,  his  eminent 
services,  the  vast  space  he  fills  in  the  eyes 
of  mankind,  and,  more  than  all  the  rest, 
his  fall  from  power,  which,  like  death, 
canonizes  and  sanctifies  a  great  character, 
will  not  suffer  me  to  censure  any  part  of 
his  conduct.  I  am  afraid  to  flatter  him ; 
I  am  sure  I  am  not  disposed  to  blame 
him.  Let  those  who  have  betrayed  him 
by  their  adulation  insult  him  with  their 
malevolence.— Burke,  Edmund,  1774, 
Speech  on  American  Taxationj  April  19. 


I  am  sure  you  will  be  desirous  to  hear 
a  true  account  of  Lord  Chatham's  acci- 
dent in  ye  House,  and  of  his  present  condi- 
tion of  health.  The  newspapers  are  in 
but  little  credit  in  general,  but  their  ac- 
count of  that  affair  has  been  very  exact 
His  lordship  had  been  long  confined  by  a 
fit  of  the  gout,  so  was  debilitated  by  ill- 
ness and  want  of  exercise.  The  House 
was  invaded  by  numbers  who  went  to 
hear  him  on  so  critical  a  state  of  alfairs. 
The  thunder  of  his  eloquence  was  abated, 
and  the  lightning  of  his  eyes  was  darned 
in  a  certain  degree,  when  he  rose  to  speak; 
but  the  glory  of  his  former  administration 
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threw  a  mellow  lustre  around  him, 
and  his  experience  of  publick  affairs 
gave  the  force  of  an  oracle  to  what  he 
said,  and  a  reverential  silence  reigned 
through  the  senate.  He  spoke  in  answer 
to  the  Duke  of  Richmond.  The  Duke  of 
Richmond  replied.  Then  his  lordship  rose 
up  to  speak  again.  The  genius  and 
spirit  of  Britain  seemed  to  heave  in  his 
bosom,  and  he  sank  down  speechless.  He 
continued  half  an  hour  in  a  fit.  His 
eldest  and  second  sons  and  Lord  Mahon 
were  in  great  agony,  waiting  the  doubtful 
event.  At  last,  he  happily  recovered; 
and  though  he  is  very  weak  still,  I  am 
assured  by  his  family,  that  he  looks  bet- 
ter than  he  did  before  this  accident. — 
Montagu,  Elizabeth,  1778,  Letter,  April 
10,  A  Lady  (ftke  Last  Century ,  p.  238. 

On  the  stage,  he  would  have  been  the 
finest  Brutus  or  Coriolanus  ever  seen. 
...  His  figure,  when  he  first  appeared 
in  Parliament,  was  strikingly  graceful 
and  commanding,  his  features  high  and 
noble,  his  eyes  full  of  fire.  His  voice, 
even  when  it  sank  to  a  whisper,  was  heard 
to  the  remotest  benches ;  when  he  strained 
it  to  its  fullest  extent,  the  sound  rose 
like  the  swell  of  the  organ  of  a  great 
cathedral,  shook  the  house  with  its  peal, 
and  was  heard  through  lobbies  and  down 
staircases,  to  the  Court  of  Requests  and 
the  precincts  of  Westminster  Hall.  He 
cultivated  all  these  eminent  advantages 
with  the  most  assiduous  care.  His  action 
is  described  by  a  very  malignant  observer 
as  equal  to  that  of  Garrick.  His  play  of 
countenance  was  wonderful ;  he  frequently 
disconcerted  a  hostile  orator  by  a  single 
glance  of  indignation  or  scorn.  Every 
tone,  from  the  impassioned  cry  to  the 
thrilling  aside,  was  perfectly  at  his  com- 
mand. It  is  by  no  means  improbable  that 
the  pains  which  he  took  to  improve  his 
great  personal  advantages  had,  in  some 
respects,  a  prejudicial  operation,  and 
tended  to  nourish  in  him  that  passion  for 
theatrical  effect  which,  as  we  have  already 
remarked,  was  one  of  the  most  conspicuous 
blemishes  in  his  character. — Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1834,  Thackeray's 
Chatham,  Edivburg  Review,  Critical  and 
Miscellaneous  Essays. 

It  is  this  personal  and  solitary  grandeur 
which  strikes  us  most  as  we  look  back  to 
William  Pitt.  The  tone  of  his  speech  and 
action  stands  out  in  utter  contrast  with 


the  tone  of  his  time.  In  the  midst  of  a 
society  critical,  polite,  indifferent,  simple 
even  to  the  affectation  of  simplicity,  witty 
and  amusing  but  absolutely  prosaic,  cool 
of  heart  and  of  head,  skeptical  of  virtue 
and  enthusiasm,  skeptical  above  all  of 
itself,  Pitt  stood  absolutely  alone.  The 
depth  of  his  conviction,  his  passionate 
love  for  all  that  he  deemed  lofty  and  true, 
his  fiery  energy,  his  poetic  imaginative- 
ness, his  theatrical  airs  and  rhetoric,  his 
haughty  self-assumption,  his  pompousness 
and  extravagance,  were  not  more  puzzling 
to  his  contemporaries  than  the  confidence 
with  which  he  appealed  to  the  higher  sen- 
timents of  mankind,  the  scorn  with  which 
he  turned  from  a  corruption  which  had  till 
then  been  the  great  engine  of  politics,  the 
undoubting  faith  which  he  felt  in  himself, 
in  the  grandeur  of  his  aims,  and  in  his 
power  to  carry  them  out. — Green,  John 
Richard,  187^  A  Short  History  qf  the 
English  People,  p.  717. 

''Power  arising  from  popularity*'  was^ 
of  course,  represented  by  Chatham,  the 
head  of  the  last  great  party  in  the  State. 
By  the  energy  of  his  haughty  will  he 
stands  out  above  all  contemporary  politi- 
cians. Scorning  the  wretched  intrigues 
which  passed  for  statesmanship  amongst 
his  rivals,  he  placed  himself  for  a  brief 
period  at  the  head  of  the  nation.  For  a 
moment  England  was  ruled  by  its  natural 
king,  and  had  its  reward  in  a  blaze  of 
military  glory.  During  his  later  years,, 
disease,  the  distrust  of  his  rivals,  or  his 
own  arrogance,  kept  Chatham  for  the 
most  part  in  melancholy  retirement.  For 
another  brief  period  he  tried,  but  failed 
grievously,  to  weld  together  the  jarring 
elements  of  party  into  a  powerful  admin- 
istration. The  popular  will  could  only 
impose  a  Chatham  upon  the  king  and  the 
aristocracy  at  a  time  of  fierce  excitement. 
In  calmer  periods,  and  when  his  powers 
were  failing,  the  politicians  were  too 
strong  for  him.  Chatham,  as  the  repre- 
sentative of  the  popular  favour,  and  by  the 
natural  turn  of  a  vehement  mind,  intuitive 
rather  than  discursive,  and  more  eloquent 
than  logical,  was  inclined  towards  the 
absolute  dogmas  of  the  revolutionary 
school.  He  was  not,  indeed,  a  believer 
in  the  rights  of  man  in  a  revolutionary 
sense;  for  his  ardent  patriotism  often 
took  the  form  of  almost  melodramatic  loy- 
alty.   But  he  judged  the  issues  of  the 


680 


WILLIAM  PITT 


time  by  principles  which  easily  assimilated 
with  those  of  the  revolutionists.  Wilkes 
and  the  patriots  of  the  City  revered  him 
as  their  natural  head,  though  a  head  gen- 
erally wrapped  in  clouds  and  darkness. 
Camden,  his  favourite  lawyer,  was  the 
great  judicial  defender  of  popular  rights. 
Shelburne,  his  lieutenant,  was  the  patron 
of  Priestley  and  Price ;  and  it  is  not  difS- 
cult  to  suppose  that,  under  other  circum- 
stances, Chatham  might  have  developed 
into  a  Murabeau.— Stephen,  Lesue,  1^6, 
History  (jf  English  Thought  in  the  EighJtr 
eentk  Century^  vol.  ii,  p.  205; 

Though  Chatham's  character  is  abso- 
lutely free  from  suspicion  of  corruption, 
no  statesman  ever  exhibited  greater  in- 
consistencies during  his  political  career. 
Pride  rather  than  principle  seems  to  have 
actuated  his  conduct  on  more  than  one 
occasion.  He  consulted  no  judgment  but 
his  own.  His  haughtiness  to  his  colleagues 
was  only  equalled  by  his  abject  servility 
to  the  king.  His  vanity  was  excessive, 
and  he  delighted  in  pomp  and  ostentation. 
He  was  always  playing  a  part. — Barker, 
G.  F.  Russell,  1896,  Dictionary  qf  Na- 
tional Biography^  vol.  xlv,  p.  365. 

GENERAL 

What  parent,  anxious  for  the  charac- 
ter and  success  of  a  son  would  not  in  all 
that  related  to  his  education,  gladly  have 
resorted  to  the  advice  of  such  a  man? 
What  youthful  spirit,  animated  by  any 
desire  of  future  excellence,  and  looking 
for  the  gratification  of  that  desire,  in  the 
pursuits  of  honorable  ambition,  or  in  the 
consciousness  of  an  upright,  active,  and 
useful  life,  would  not  embrace  with  trans- 
port any  opportunity  of  listening  on  such 
a  subject  to  the  lessons  of  Lord  Chatham  ? 
— Grenville,  Lord,  1804,  Chatham's 
Letters  to  Thomas  Pitt,  Preface. 

The  most  interesting  relic  that  we  have 
of  this  greatest  of  statesmen,  is  his 
**  Letters  to  his  Nephew,  Thomas  Pitt 
(afterwards  Lord  Camelford),  then  at 
Cambridge."  No  volume  of  equal  size 
contains  more  valuable  instructions  for  a 
young  student  than  these  letters. — Cleve- 
land, Charles  D.,  1848,  A  Compendium 
of  English  Literature,  p.  639. 

Five  speeches  were  written  out  from 
notes  taken  on  the  spot  by  Sir  Philip 
Francis  and  Mr.  Hugh  Boyd.  One  of 
them  is  said  to  have  been  revised  by  Lord 


Chatham  himself.  These  are  the  best 
specimens  we  possess  of  his  style  and  dic- 
tion, and  it  would  be  diflScult,in  the  whole 
range  of  our  literature,  to  find  more  per- 
fect models  for  the  study  and  imitation 
of  the  young  orator. — Goodrich,  Chaun- 
GEY  A.,  1852,  Sded  British  Eloquence. 

In  elementary  studies  like  ours,  we 
cannot  undertake  to  deal  with  the  Parlia- 
mentary Eloquence  of  our  country.  But 
we  ought  to  learn,  that  the  earliest  speci- 
mens of  its  greatness  may  be  said  to  have 
been  given  before  the  middle  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  in  the  commandin^i: 
addresses  of  the  elder  Pitt,  more  com- 
monly known  as  Earl  of  Chatham.— 
Spalding,  William,  1852-82,  A  Hidory 
(f  English  Literature^  p.  850. 

His  speeches,  as  they  have  come  down 
to  us,  are  confessedly  fragments;  but 
even  these  "shreds  of  unconnected  elo- 
quence" are  without  a  parallel.  They  blaze 
with  the  authentic  fire  of  the  imagination, 
— of  the  imagination  in  the  full  sweep 
of  excited  and  overmastering  feeling. 
They  are  the  masterful  words  of  a  great 
man ;  haughty  and  arrogant  words  some- 
times, no  doubt,  but  haughty  and  arro- 
gant because  the  speaker,  in  the  pride  of 
his  integrity,  scorned  from  the  depths  of 
his  soul  all  meanness,  and  baseness,  and 
finesse.— Uatkewb^  William,  1878,  Ora- 
tory and  Orators,  p.  233. 

If  examined  word  by  word  and  sentence 
by  sentence  his  speeches  are  full  of  in- 
struction. The  style  is  natural,  easy,  and 
varied,  with  short  clauses  expressing  vivid 
ideas — the  style  of  a  man  pressing  right 
onward  to  the  end  he  has  in  view,  diverted 
by  no  by-play  and  checked  by  no  inferior 
purpose.  He  had  faults  belonging  to  a 
self-confident  and  somewhat  arrogant  dis- 
position, but  they  were  faults  of  taste  and 
not  of  motive.  Counterbalancing  and 
overwhelming  all  these  minor  defects  was 
an  impetuous  earnestness,  based  upon 
deep  conviction,  which  could  not  be  ex- 
pressed without  the  stamp  of  absolute 
sincerity.  It  was  this  quality  that  could 
not  be  hid  by  the  wealth  of  poetic  utter- 
ance nor  obscured  by  the  emotion  which 
sometimes  accompanied  it. — Sears,  Lo- 
renzo, 1893,  The  History  of  Oratory,  p.  271. 

The  idol  of  the  nation,  whose  genius 
raised  him  head  and  shoulders  above  sdl 
competitors. — Craik,  Sir  Henry,  1901, 
A  Century  of  Scottish  History^  voL  i,  p.461. 
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ATign3>stTis  Montague  Toplady 

1740-1778 

Augustas  Montague  Toplady,  (1740-78),  hymn-writer,  born  at  Famham,  and  edu- 
cated at  Westminster  and  Trinity  College,  Dublin,  in  1768  became  vicar  of  Broad  Hem- 
bury,  Devon,  and  in  1775  preacher  in  a  chapel  near  Leicester  Fields,  London.  A 
strenuous  defender  of  Calvinism,  he  was  a  bitter  controversialist.  His  ''Church  of 
Elngland  vindicated  from  Arminianism"  (1774)  is  forgotten;  but  no  hymn  is  better 
known  than  ''Rock  of  Ages."  In  1759  he  published  "Poems  on  Sacred  Subjects;'' 
his  "Psalms  and  Hymns"  (1776)  was  a  collection  with  but  few  of  his  own. — Patrick 
AND  Groohe,  eds.,  1897,  Chamber^ b  Biographical  Didumaryf  p.  922. 

PERSONAL 

Mr.  Augustus  Toplady  I  know  well ;  but 
I  do  not  fight  with  chimney-sweepers. 
He  is  too  dirty  a  writer  for  me  to  med- 
dle with ;  I  should  only  foul  my  fingers. 
.  .  .  I  leave  him  to  Mr.  Sellon.  He 
cannot  be  in  better  hands.  .  .  .  Your 
affectionate  brother, — Wesley,  John, 
1770,  Letter  to  Mr.  Merryweather,  June  24. 

He  died  young ;  and  the  piety  and  dili- 
gence of  his  life  is  somewhat  overshad- 
owed by  a  personal  virulence  in  controversy 
which  more  advanced  years  would  prob- 
ably have  tempered.  He  spoke  of  what 
he  supposed  to  be  Wesley's  theological 
errors  as  if  they  were  so  many  unpardona- 
ble sins,  the  very  thought  of  which  almost 
drove  him  into  frenzy. — Abbey,  Charles 
J.,  1887,  The  English  Church  and  Ha 
Bishops,  1700-1800,  vol.  ii,  p.  142. 


GENERAL 

Toplady  dwelt  much  on  the  importance 
of  Calvinistic  principles,  which  he  de- 
fended with  great  energy  of  language  and 
argument.  But  he  too  often  indulged  in 
controversy  to  an  asperity  of  manner,  and 
sometimes  a  ludicrous  representation  of 
his  antagonist,  altogether  inconsistent 
with  the  dignity  of  the  subject. — Wil- 
liams, Edward,  1800,  T%e  Christian 
Preacher. 

A  strenuous  defender  of  Calvinistic 
views,  but  not  in  the  spirit  of  the  gospel. 
His  **  Historic  Defence"  is  full  of  infor- 
mation, and  worth  reading.  It  has  been 
examined  by  the  Anglo-American  Bishop 
White  in  his  **  Comparative  Views  of  the 
Controversy  between  the  Calvinists  and 
the  Arminians,''  and  the  fidelity  of  his 
quotations  questioned.  Some  of  the 
**  Hymns"  are  beautiful. — Bickersteth, 
Edward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student. 

Toplady  was  the  author  of  that  most 
precious  lyric, 

'*Rookof  A^l  cleft  forme!"  etc.,— 

one  of  the  most  popular  hymns  in  the 


English  language,  and  one  that  has  found 
its  way  into  nearly  all  the  Collections.  It 
has  been  adopted  by  the  Roman  Catholic 
Church,  in  its  English  original;  and,  in 
the  admirable  Latin  version  of  it  by  the 
Right  Hon.  William  Ewart  Gladstone,  is 
likely  to  find  a  place  in  the  Breviary. — 
Hatfield,  Edwin  F.,  1884,  The  PoeU  cj 
the  Churchy  p.  615. 

His  fervour  of  nature,  when  directed 
to  worthier  purpose,  inspired  Toplady 
with  this  splendid  Lyric;  [''Rock  of 
Ages"]  which,  in  beauty  and  intensity  of 
feeling,  has  a  rival  in  [''Compared  With 
Christ,  in  all  beside,"]— -a  hymn  truly  sub- 
lime through  the  simplicity  of  its  abso- 
lute self-surrender.— Palgrave,  Francis 
Turner,  1889,  ed..  The  Treasury  qf  Sacred 
Song,  p.  351,  note. 

His  splendid  and  expressive  hymns,  a 
rich  embodiment  of  religious  experience, 
are  his  imperishable  memorial. — Saun- 
ders, Frederick,  1885,  Evenings  with 
the  Sacred  PoetSy  /?,  351. 

When  the  Sunday  at  Home  took  the 
plebiscite  of  3,500  of  its  readers  as  to 
which  were  the  best  hymns  in  the  lan- 
guage, the  "Rock  of  Ages''  stood  at  the 
top  of  the  tree,  having  no  fewer  than 
3,215  votes.  Only  three  other  hymns 
had  more  than  3,000  votes.  They  were, 
"Abide  with  me,*'  "Jesus,  Lover  of  my 
soul,"  and  "Just  as  I  am."  .  .  . 
Toplady  was  a  sad  polemist,  whose  ortho- 
dox soul  was  outraged  by  the  Arminianism 
of  the  Wesleys.  He  and  they  indulged  in 
much  disputation  of  the  brickbat  and  Bil- 
lingsgate order,  as  was  the  fashion  in 
those  days.  .  Toplady  put  much  of  his 
time  and  energy  in  the  composition  of 
controversial  pamphlets,  on  which  the 
good  man  prided  himself  not  a  little. 
The  dust  lies  thick  upon  these  his  works, 
nor  is  it  likely  to  be  disturbed  now  or  in 
the  future.  But  in  a  pause  in  the  fray, 
just  by  way  of  filling  up  an  interval  in  the 
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firing  of  polemical  broadsides,  Aagostos 
Montague  Toplady  thought  he  saw  a  way 
of  launching  an  airy  dart  at  a  joint  in 
Wesley's  armour,  on  the  subject  of  Sanc- 
tification.  So  without  much  ado,  and 
without  any  knowledge  that  it  was  by  this 
alone  he  was  to  render  permanent  service 
to  mankind,  he  sent  off  to  the  Gogpd  Mag- 
aziiu  of  1776  the  hymn  "Rock  of  Ages.*' 
—Stead,  W.  T.,  1897,  Hymiu  that  Have 
Helped,  pp.  139, 140. 

Toplady  was  the  author  of  the  fine  hymn, 
''Rock  of  ages  cleft  for  me,'*  which  was 
published  in  the  ''Gospel  Magazine*'  in 
Oct  1775,  probably  soon  after  it  was  writ- 
ten, although  a  local  tradition  associates 


its  symbolism  with  a  rocky  gorge  in  the 
parish  of  Blagdon,  his  first  curacy.  It 
does  not  appear  in  his  early  volume, 
"Poems  on  Sacred  Subjects,"  1759.  It 
was  translated  into  Latin  by  Mr.  Gladstone 
in  1839.  Montgomery  puts  Toplady's 
hymns  on  a  level  with  those  of  Charles 
Wesley,  but  that  is  too  high  an  estimate. 
The  best,  after  "Rock  of  Ages,"  is 
"Deathless  Principle,  arise,"  a  soliloquy 
to  the  soul  of  the  type  of  Pope's  "Vital 
Spark."  Of  the  contemporary  Calvinist 
writers  Toplady  was  the  keenest,  raciest, 
and  best  equipped  philosophically. — Ben- 
nett, Leigh,  1899,  Dictionary  qfNatmal 
Biography,  vd.  LVII,  p.  58. 


William  Warburton 

1698-1779 

Bom  at  Newark,  24  Dec.  1698.  At  school  at  Newark,  and  at  Oakham  Grammar 
School,  till  1714.  Articled  to  an  attorney,  23  April  1714,  for  five  years.  Before  Iod^ 
gave  up  legal  profession,  and  was  ordained  Deacon,  1723;  Priest,  1727.  Vicar  of 
Greaseley,  1727-28.  Created  M.  A.,  Camb.,  April  1728.  Rector  of  Brant-Broughton, 
1728-46.  Rector  of  Prisby,  1730-56.  Chaplain  to  Prince  of  Wales,  1738.  Married 
Gertrude  Tucker,  5  Sep.  1745.  Preacher  to  Lincoln's  Inn,  1746.  Prebendary  of 
Gloucester,  1753-55.  Chaplain-in-Ordinary  to  the  King,  1754.  D.  D.,  1754.  Pre- 
bendary of  Durham.  1755-57.  Dean  of  ^stol,  1757.  Bishop  of  Gloucester,  Dec. 
1759.  Founded  a  Lectureship  at  Lincoln's  Inn,  1768.  Died,  at  Gloucester,  7  June 
1779.  Buried  in  the  Cathedral.  Works  [exclusive  of  separate  sermons] :  ''Miscel- 
laneous Translations"  (anon.),  1724;  ''CMtical  and  Philosophical  Enquiry  into  the 
Causes  of  Prodigies  and  Miracles''  (anon).,  1727;  ''TheLegalJudicature  in  Chancery" 
(anon. ;  withS.  Burroughs),  1727;  ''The  Alliance  between  Church  and  State"  (anon.,) 
1736;  "The  Divine  Legation  of  Moses"  (2  vols.),  1738-41;  "A  Vindication  of  Mr. 
Pope's  Essay  on  Man,"  1740;  "Remarks  on  Several  Occasional  Reflections"  (2  pts.), 
1745-46;  "Two  Sermons,"  1746;  "Apologetical  Dedication  to  ...  Dr.  H. 
Stebbing,"  1746;  "Letter  from  an  Author  to  an  M.  P.,  "  1747;  "Remarks .upon  the 
Principles  ...  of  Dr.  Rutherford's  Essay, "  1747 ;  "Letter  to  the  Editor  of  the 
Letters  on  the  Spirit  of  Patriotism"  (anon.),  1749;  "Letter  to  Viscount  Boling- 
broke"  (anon.),  1749;  "Julian,"  1750;  "The  Principles  of  Natural  and  Revealed 
Religion"  (3  vols.),  1753-67;  "A  View  of  Lord  Bolingbroke's  Philosophy"  (anon.), 
1756;  "Remarks  on  Mr.  D.  Hume's  Elssay  on  the  Natural  History  of  Religion"  (anon.; 
with  R.  Hurd),  1757;  "A  Rational  Account  ...  of  the  Lord's  Supper,"  1761; 
"An  Enquiry  into  the  Nature  ...  of  Literary  Property"  (anon.),  1762;  "The 
Doctrine  of  Grace,"  1763.    Pogthumous  :    "Tracts  by  Warburton  and  a  Warburto- 


nian,"  1789;  "Letters 


to  one  of  his  friends,"  1808;  "Letters  to  the  Rt. 


Hon.  Charles  Yorke"  (priv.  ptd.),  1812;  "Selection  from  his  Unpublished  Papers," 
ed.  byF.  Kilvert,  1841.  HeedUed,  Pope's  "Essay  on  Man,"  1729;  "Dunciad."  1749; 
"Shakespeare's  Plays,"  1747;  "Essay  on  Criticism,"  1751;  "Works,"  1751,  and 
"Additions  to  Works,"  1776.  CoUeeted  Wirrks:  ed.  by  R.  Hurd,  new  edn.  (14 vols.), 
1811-41.  Life:  by  J.  S.  Watson,  1863.— Sharp,  R.  Parquharson,  1897,  A  Die- 
tionary  qf  English  Authors,  p.  292. 


PERSONAL 

Who  is  Mr.  Warburton?  What  is  his 
birth,  or  whence  his  privilege,  that  the 
reputations  of  men  both  living  and  dead, 
of  men  in  birth,  character,   station,  in 


every  instance  of  true  worthiness,  much 
his  superiors,  must  lie  at  the  mercy  of  his 
petulant  satire,  to  be  hacked  and  mangled 
as  his  ill-mannered  spleen  shall  prompt 
him,   while    it   shall    be    unlawful  for 
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dy,  under  penalty  of  degradation,  to 

at  the  unscholar-like  blunders,  the 

and  far-fetQ)ied  conceits,  the  illib- 

nd  indecent  reflections,  which  he  has 

voured,  with  so  much  self-suflSciency 

rrogance,  to  put  off  upon  the  world 

standard  of   true  criticism? — Ed- 

s,  Thomas,  1747,  Canons  (f  Oritir 

Preface. 

7,  Sir, — I  had  the  favour  of  yours, 
gave  me  a  mixture  of  pain  and 
ire, — of  pain  for  ever  having  been 
fiance  with  you;  of  pleasure  from 
prospect  of  seeing  an  end  of  it,  un- 
deceive myself.    You  complain;  I 
complain  too ;  but  to  what  purpose 
that  serve  ?    To  irritate,  perhaps ; 
[lat  is  not  my  present  design.     You 
[lat  you  never  was  concerned  in  the 
03  made  upon  me.     I  ought  to  believe 
and  I  do  believe  you.     But  before 
iformed  me  of  it,  I  thought  other- 
and  so  did  many  a  person  besides 
That  you  recommended  me  to  per- 
7ho  had  it  in  their  power  to  do  me 
e,  I  doubt  not.     Vouchers  are  need- 
Your  own  word  suffices  with  me, 
thank  you  for  it. — Jortin,  John, 
Letter  to  Warhurton, 
0  proud,  that,  should  he  meet 
v^elve  Apostles  in  the  street, 
urn  his  nose  up  at  them  all, 
liove  liis  Saviour  from  the  wall : 
vas  so  mean  (Meanness  and  Pride 

0  together  side  to  side) 

he  would  cringe,  and  creep,  he  civil, 

old  a  stirrup  for  the  devil.    .    .     . 

ht  up  to  London,  from  the  plough 

ulpit,  how  to  make  a  bow 

ad  to  learn ;  he  grew  polite, 

ras  the  Poet's  P&Lrasite.    .    .    . 

rt,  which  virtue  ne*er  disgrao'd; 

1,  where  learning  runs  to  waste ; 

bleman  well-bred,  if  breeding 

in  the  article  of  reading; 

L  of  this  world,  for  the  next 

e*er  included  in  his  text; 

]^  of  genius,  though  oonfess'd 

aot  one  spark  of  genius  bless'd; 

gst  the  first  of  critics  placed, 

h  free  from  every  taint  of  taste ; 

istian  without  faith  or  works, 

would  be  a  Turk  *mong8t  Turks; 

bt  divine,  as  lords  agree, 

ut  the  least  divinity. 

>wn  all,  in  declining  age, 

ed  with  church  and  party  rage, 

1  him,  full  and  perfect  quite, 
3  saint,  and  true  hyjwcrite. 

JRCHILL,  Charles,  1764,  The  Duelkst 


To  have  made  a  proper  use  of  the  ad- 
vantages of  a  good  education,  is  a  just 
praise ;  but  to  have  overcome  the  disad- 
vantages of  a  bad  one,  is  a  much  greater. 
Had  I  not  your  lordship's  example  to  jus- 
tify me,  I  should  think  it  a  piece  of 
extreme  impertinence  to  inquire  where 
you  were  bred.  It  is  commonly  said  your 
lordship's  education  was  of  that  particu- 
lar kind  concerning  which  it  is  a  remark 
of  that  great  judge  of  men  and  manners. 
Lord  Clarendon,  that  it  particularly  dis- 
poses them  to  be  proud,  insolent,  and 
pragmatical.  "Colonel  Harrison  was  the 
son  of  a  butcher,  and  had  been  bred  up  in 
the  place  of  a  clerk,  under  a  lawyer  of 
good  account  in  those  parts ;  which  kind 
of  education  introduces  men  into  the  lan- 
guage and  practice  of  business ;  and  if  it 
be  not  resisted  by  the  great  ingenuity  of 
the  person,  inclines  young  men  to  more 
pride  than  any  other  kind  of  breeding, 
and  disposes  them  to  be  pragmatical  and 
insolent."  Now,  my  lord,  as  you  have  in 
your  whole  behaviour,  and  in  all  your 
writings,  remarkably  distinguished  your- 
self by  your  humility,  lenity,  meekness, 
forbearance,  candour,  humanity,  civility, 
decency,  good  manners,  good  temper, 
moderation  with  regard  to  the  opinions  of 
others,  and  a  modest  diffidence  of  your 
own,  this  unpromising  circumstance  of 
your  education  is  so  far  from  being  a  dis- 
grace to  you,  that  it  highly  redounds  to 
your  praise.— LowTH,  Robert,  1765, 
Letter  to  the  Author  of  the  Divine  Legation. 

Upon  which  the  King  said,  that  he  heard 
Dr.  Warburton  was  a  man  of  such  general 
knowledge,  that  you  could  scarce  talk 
with  him  on  any  subject  on  which  he  was 
not  qualified  to  speak ;  and  that  his  learn- 
ing resembled  Garrick's  acting,  in  its 
universality.  His  Majesty  then  talked  of 
the  controversy  between  Warburton  and 
Lowth,  which  he  seemed  to  have  read,  and 
asked  Johnson  what  he  thought  of  it. 
Johnson  answered,  "Warburton  has  most 
general,  most  scholastick  learning ;  Lowth 
is  the  more  correct  scholar.  I  do  not 
know  which  of  them  calls  names  best. ' ' 
The  king  was  pleased  to  say  he  was  of  the 
same  opinion ;  adding,  "You  do  not  think, 
then.  Dr.  Johnson,  that  there  was  much 
argument  in  the  case."  Johnson  said,  he 
did  not  think  there  was.  "Why  truly, 
(said  the  King),  when  once  it  comes  to 
calling  names,  argument  is  pretty  well  at 
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an  end/'— Johnson,  Samuel,  1767,  L^fe 
by  Bo9weUf  ed.  Hillf  vol.  n,  p.  41. 

To  the  Memory  of 

WILLIAM  WARBURTON,  D.  D., 

For  more  than  nineteen  years  Bishop  of  this 

See; 

A  Prelate 

Of  the  most  sablime  Genius  and  ezqnisite 

Learning, 

Both  which  Talents 

He  employed,  through  a  long  life, 

in  the  support 

of  what  he  firmly  believed, 

the  Ohristian  Religion, 

and  of  what  he  esteemed  the  best  Bstablish- 

ment  of  it, 

the  Church  of  England. 

He  was  bom  at  Newark-upon-Tient, 

Dec.  24, 1686: 

was  consecrated  Bishop  of  Gloucester, 

Jan.  ao,  1700; 

Died  at  his  Palace,  in  this  City,  June  7, 1779, 

and  was  buried  near  this  place. 

— HuRD,  Richard,   1779,  Inscription  on 
Monument^  Gloucester  Cathedral. 

He  was  rather  a  tall,  robust,  large-boned 
man,  of  a  frame  that  seemed  to  require  a 
good  supply  of  provisions  to  support  it ; 
but  he  was  sensible,  if  he  had  lived  as 
other  people  do,  he  must  have  used  a  good 
deal  of  exercise,  and,  if  he  had  used  a 
good  deal  of  exercise,  it  must  have  inter- 
rupted the  course  of  his  studies,  to  which 
he  was  so  devoted  as  to  deny  himself  any 
other  indulgence,  and  so  became  a  singu- 
lar example,  not  only  of  temperance,  but 
even  of  abstinence,  in  eating  and  drink- 
ing ;  and  yet  his  spirits  were  not  lowered 
or  exhausted,  but  were  rather  raised  and 
increased,  by  his  low  living. — Newton, 
Thomas,  1782?  Life  by  Himself,  p.  155. 

Mr.  Burke,  who  avowed  he  knew  little 
of  art,  though  he  admired  it  and  knew 
many  of  its  professors,  was  acquainted 
with  Blakey  the  artist,  who  made  the 
drawing  for  the  frontispiece  to  Warbur- 
ton's  edition  of  Pope's  works.  He  told  him 
it  was  by  Warburton's  particular  desire 
that  he  made  him  the  principal  figure,  and 
Pope  only  secondary ;  and  that  the  light, 
contrary  to  the  rules  of  art,  goes  upward 
from  Warburton  to  Pope.  A  gentleman 
who  was  present  when  Mr.  B.  mentioned 
this  circumstance,  remarked  that  it  was 
observable  the  poet  and  his  commentator 
were  looking  different  ways. — Malone, 
EDMO^a),  1789,  Maloniana,  ed.  Prior,  p. 
370. 

Churchill    hated   Warburton,  for    no 


apparent  cause,  except  that  he  thought 
himself  bound  in  friendship  to  take  up  all 
Wilkes's  quarrels,  and  the  Bishop  ha4 
complained  in  the  House  of  Lords  of  a 
gross  and  flagitious  insult  which  that 
profligate  had  offered  him.  Yet  there 
were  more  points  of  resemblance  between 
Warburton  and  Churchill  than  any  other 
two  men  of  their  age ;  they  resembled  each 
other  in  strength  of  character,  in  vigour 
and  activity  of  mind,  in  their  contemptu- 
ous sense  of  superiority  over  all  who 
oppose  them,  and  in  a  certain  coarseness 
of  nature,  which  was  marked  in  the  coun- 
tenance of  both,  .  .  .  which 
Churchill  did  not  fail  to  note  in  the  object 
of  his  enmity,  .  .  .  and  of  which  he 
was  not  unconscious  in  himself. — South- 
EY,  Robert,  1835,  Life  qf  Cowper,  voL  i, 
p.  327. 

How,  indeed,  could  Pope  have  expected 
Bolingbroke  to  like  Warburton?  The 
author  of  the  "Divine  Legation"  was  the 
embodiment  of  all  that  Bolingbroke  de- 
tested in  divines ;  and  his  bol£  paradox- 
ical, learned,  and  elaborate  work  must 
have  appeared  to  Bolingbroke  one  of  those 
compilations  of  artificial  theology  which 
he  considered  it  his  especial  mission  to 
destroy.  The  two  men  stood  in  natural 
antagonism.  Bolingbroke's  hatred  was 
not  softened  by  the  suspicion,  that  what- 
ever might  be  his  other  qualifications,  his 
learning  on  those  theological  questions  on 
which  he  pronounced  so  decidedly,  was 
not  to  be  compared  with  that  of  this  proud 
and  scornful  attorney's  son,  who  was 
working  his  way  up  to  the  bench  of 
bishops.— Macknight,  Thomas,  1863, 
TTie  Ltfe  qf  Henry  St.  Jckn^  Viscount  Bo- 
lingbroke, p.  658. 

His  life  was  a  succession  of  battles,— 
battles  of  the  pen.  All  Warburton's 
books,  like  those  of  St.  Augustine,  are 
written  against  some  adversary.  But  in- 
stead of  handling  the  great  public  themes 
of  Divinity,  natural  and  revealed,  War- 
burton is  always  defending  some  peculiar 
notion  of  his  own,  to  which  no  one  attached 
any  importance,  himself  as  little  as  any. 
The  zest  lay  in  the  fighting,  of  which, 
while  he  was  young,  he  never  could  get 
enough.  The  most  famous  of  Warbur- 
ton's battles, — and  the  most  serious; 
indeed  the  Waterloo  of  his  critical  em- 
pire,— was  that  with  Lowth.  In  this 
celebrated  encounter,  in  which  the  whole 
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reading  public,  from  the  king  downwards, 
participated  with  the  liveliest  interest, 
the  points  of  sacred  antiquity  debated 
are  mostly  of  no  moment.  Or  where  they 
are  of  moment,  as  e.  ^.,  the  date  of  the 
Book  of  Job,  the  disputants  lack  the 
requisite  knowledge  for  throwing  even 
the  feeblest  ray  of  light  upon  them. — 
Pattison,  Mark,  1863-89,  Life  <f  Bishop 
Warburto%  Essays^  ed.  NetUeship.  vol.  n, 
p.  120. 

A  Blazing  Star, — A  Colossus  of  Liter- 
ature,— The  Great  Preserver  of  Pope  and 
Shakespeare, — The  Literary  Bull-dog, — 
A  Literary  Revolutionist, — The  Modem 
Stagirite, — ^The  Most  Impudent  Man  Liv- 
ing,— A  Mountebank  in  Criticism, — The 
Poet's  Parasite, — A  Quack  in  Commenta- 
torship, — The  Scaliger  of  the  Age, — A 
Universal  Piece-Broker. — Frey,  Albert 
R.,1888,  Sobriqtiets  and  Nicknames,  pA16. 

ALLIANCE  BETWEEN  CHURCH  AND 

STATE 
1786 

The  first  edition  of  the  ''Alliance"  was 
presented  to  all  the  bishops ;  when  noth- 
ing came  of  that,  the  second  was  addressed 
to  both  the  Universities ;  and  when  noth- 
ing came  of  that,  the  third  was  dedicated 
to  a  noble  earl ;  and  nothing  has  yet  come 
of  that.— Edwards,  Thomas,  1747-48, 
Canons  qf  Oritieism. 

His  work  is  one  of  the  finest  specimens 
that  are  to  be  found,  perhaps,  in  any  lan- 
guage, of  scientific  reasoning  applied  to 
a  political  subject.— Horsley,  Samuel, 
1786,  Review  ojf  the  Case  of  the  Protestant 
Dissenters, 

His  once  famous  book  on  ''The  Alliance 
between  Church  and  State,"  in  which  all 
the  presumption  and  ambition  of  his 
nature  was  first  made  manifest. — Jef- 
frey, Francis  Lord,  1809,  WarhtirUm's 
Letters,  Edinburgh  Review,  vol.  13,  p.  345. 

Of  the  minor  works  of  Warburton,  per- 
haps the  most  useful,  at  this  time  unques- 
tionably the  most  important  and  interest- 
ing, is  "The  Alliance  between  Church  and 
State."  .  .  .  lliis  acute  and  com- 
prehensive work. — Whitaker,  Thomas 
D.,  1812,  Hurd^s  Edition  of  Warburton, 
Quarterly  Review,  vol.  7,  p.  402. 

The  greatest  intellectual  defect  of  [the 
"Alliance,"  &c.]  appears  to  be  the  abso- 
lute and  rigid  form  of  its  propositions  in 
indeterminate  subject-matter.    The  writer 


argues  for  his  particular  scheme  of  the 
support  of  an  establishment  with  full  tol- 
eration of  dissent,  and  the  maintenance  of 
an  exclusive  test,  as  though  it  were  the 
single  and  mathematically  necessary  result 
of  all  general  arguments  from  the  nature 
of  the  State  and  the  Church ;  whereas  his 
is,  in  fact,  only  one  mode  of  constructing 
the  social  equation;  adapted  perhaps  to 
one  particular  stage  of  the  progression  of 
religious  freedom,  but  not  distinguished 
by  any  inherent  properties  of  truth  from 
other  modes,  which  may  be  equally  suita- 
ble to  the  preceding  or  the  following 
stages.— Gladstone,  Wiluam  Ewart, 
1838^1,  The  State  in  its  Relations  with  the 
Church. 

Is  perhaps  the  most  really  valuable  of 
his  works.— Lecky,  William  Edward 
Hartpole,  1887,  A  History  qf  England 
in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  v,  ch.  xiz. 

This  book  has  often  been  considered  his 
best.  He  accepts  in  the  main  the  princi- 
ples of  Locke ;  and  from  the  elastic  theory 
of  a  social  contract  deduces  a  justification 
of  the  existing  state  of  things  in  England. 
The  state  enters  into  alliance  with  the 
church  for  political  reasons,  and  protects 
it  by  a  test  law  and  an  endowment.  In 
return  for  these  benefits  the  church  aban- 
dons its  rights  as  an  independent  power. 
The  book,  representing  contemporary 
ideas  and  vigorously  written,  went  through 
several  editions.  It  was  highly  praised 
afterwards  by  Horsley  ("Case  of  Pro- 
testant Dissenters,"  1787) ;  by  Whitaker  in 
the  "Quarterly"  for  1812;  and  has  some 
aflSnity  with  the  doctrine  of  Coleridge  in 
his  "Church  and  State."— Stephen,  Les- 
lie, 1899,  Dictionary  qf  National  Biog- 
raphy, vol.  ux,  p.  303. 

DIVINE  LEGATION  OF  MOSES 
1788-41 


<<i 


The  table  is  always  full,  Sir.  He 
brings  things  from  the  north,  and  the 
south,  and  from  every  quarter.  In  his 
'Divine  Legation/  you  are  always  enter- 
tained. He  carries  you  round  and  round, 
without  carrying  you  forward  to  the 
point ;  but  then  you  have  no  wish  to  be 
carried  forward."  He  said  to  the  Rev- 
erend Mr.  Straham,  "Warburton  is  per- 
haps the  last  man  who  has  written  with  a 
mind  full  of  reading  and  reflection." — 
Johnson,  Samuel,  1781,  Life  by  Boswell, 
ed.  Hill,  vol.  IV,  p.  57. 
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A  work  in  all  views,  of  the  most  tran- 
scendent merit,  whether  we  consider  the 
invention  or  the  execution.  A  plain,  simple 
argument,  yet  perfectly  new,  proving  the 
divinity  of  the  Mosaic  law,  and  laying  a 
sure  foundation  for  the  support  of  Chris- 
tianity is  there  drawn  out  to  great  length 
by  a  chain  of  reasoning,  so  elegantly  con- 
nected, that  the  reader  is  carried  along 
it  with  ease  and  pleasure;  while  the 
matter  presented  to  him  is  so  striking  for 
its  own  importance,  so  embellished  by  a 
lively  fancy,  and  illustrated  from  all  quar- 
ters by  exquisite  learning  and  the  most 
ingenious  disquisition,  that,  in  the  whole 
compass  of  modem  and  ancient  theology 
there  is  nothing  equal  or  similiar  to 
this  extraordinary  performance. — Hurd, 
Richard,  1794,  Life  of  Warburton. 

His  "Divine  Legation  of  Moses," — the 
most  learned,  most  arrogant,  and  most 
absurd  work,  which  has  been  produced  in 
England  for  a  century. — Jeffrey,  P^an- 
Cis  Lord,  1809,  Warburton's  Letters,  Edin- 
burgh Review,  vol.  13,  p.  346. 

To  the  composition  of  this  prodigious 
performance  Hooker  and  Stillingfleet  could 
have  contributed  the  erudition.  Chilling- 
worth  and  Locke  the  acuteness,  Taylor  an 
imagination  even  more  wild  and  copious. 
Swift,  and  perhaps  Eachard,  the  sarcastic 
vein  of  wit;  but  what  power  of  under- 
standing, excepting  that  of  Warburton, 
could  first  have  amassed  all  these  mate- 
rials, and  then  compacted  them  into  a 
bulky  and  elaborate  work  so  consistent 
and  harmonious?  The  principle  of  the 
work  was  no  less  bold  and  original  than 
the  execution.  That  the  doctrine  of  a 
future  state  of  reward  or  punishment 
was  omitted  in  the  books  of  Moses,  had 
been  insolently  urged  by  infidels  against 
the  truth  of  his  mission,  while  divines 
were  feebly  occupied  in  seeking  what  was 
certainly  not  to  be  found  there,  otherwise 
"  than  by  inference  and  implication.  But 
Warburton,  with  an  intrepidity  unheard 
of  before,  threw  open  the  gates  of  his 
camp,  admitted  the  host  of  the  enemy 
within  his  works,  and  beat  them  on  a 
ground  which  was  now  become  both  his 
and  theirs.  In  short,  he  admitted  the 
proposition  in  its  fullest  extent,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  demonstrate  from  that  very 
omission,  which  in  all  instruments  of  leg- 
islation  merely  human,  bad  been  indus- 
triously avoided,  that  a  system  which  could 


dispense  with  a  doctrine  the  very  bond 
and  cement  of  human  society,  must  have 
come  from  God,  and  that  the  people  to 
whom  it  was  given  must  have  been  placed 
under  his  immediate  superintendence. 
.  .  .  Warburton's ''Divine  Legation" 
is  one  of  the  few  theological,  and  still 
fewer  controversial  works,  which  scholars 
perfectly  indifferent  to  such  subjects  will 
ever  read  with  delight. — Whitaker, 
Thomas  D.,  1812,  HunTs  Editum  qf  War- 
burton, Quarterly  Review,  vol.  vn,  pp.  397, 
399. 

Parts  of  his  system  are  true,  and  im- 
portant, and  well  supported ;  but  his  main 
principle  is  a  fallacy:  unfounded  in  itself, 
and  incapable  of  demonstrating  the  Divine 
Legation  of  Moses,  were  it  even  true.— 
Orme,  Wiluam,  1824,  Bibliotheca  Bibleca. 

Warburton,  with  all  his  boldness  and 
ingenuity,  was  not  profoundly  read  in  the 
Greek  philosophers :  he  caught  at  single 
sentences  which  favoured  his  own  views, 
rather  than  fully  represent€Ml  the  spirit 
and  opinions  of  his  authors.  The  great 
proof  of  the  discernment  of  Warburton 
was  his  dim  second-sight  of  the  modem 
discoveries  in  hieroglyphics. — Milman, 
Henry  Hart,  1839,  Life  cf  Gibbon. 

The  intrinsic  merit  and  ingenuity  of  the 
'*  Divine  Legation"  must  ultimately  have 
won  it  attention ;  but  an  immediate  and 
exaggerated  idat  was  conferred  upon  it 
by  the  cloud  of  insect  assailants  who  im- 
mediately fastened  upon  it.  The  liberal 
section  of  the  clergy,  represented  by 
Hare,  conmiended,  but  with  an  evident 
coldness.  The  moderate  orthodox,  repre- 
sented by  the  feeble  Sherlock,  timidly 
gave  in  their  adhesion,  rather  as  if  they 
feared  to  alienate  so  much  power  than  as 
heartily  appropriating  it.  But  the  high- 
church  party,  standing  aloof  in  sullen 
opposition,  felt  at  once,  by  an  instinct  far 
surer  than  intelligence,  that  the  new  can- 
didate in  the  field  of  theology,  however 
carefully  he  might  have  avoided  commit- 
ting himself  against  them,  yet  was  not  of 
them.  They  fell  upon  him  immediately, 
to  bury  and  to  stifle,  with  the  usual  arms 
of  the  party — denunciation,  not  argument 
— Pattison,  Mark,  1863-89,  Ltfe  i 
Bishop  Warburton,  Essays,  ed.  NetUeskip, 
vol.  II,  p.  125. 

The  book  is  remarkable  for  its  arro- 
gance and  lack  of  *' sweet  reasonableness." 
It  claims  no  attention  from  the  student  of 
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English  literature,  neither  would  Warbur- 
ton  himself  were  it  not  for  his  association 
with  Pope.— Dennis,  John,  1894,  The 
Age  of  Pope,  p.  239. 

A  strange  feeling  accompanies  the 
modem  reader  on  his  way  through  the 
book ;  the  mere  count  of  years  that  have 
passed  since  it  was  written  is  no  measure 
of  the  mental  interval  that  separates  us 
from  the  author ;  the  whole  problem  has 
altered  beyond  recognition,  the  whole 
horizon  of  thought  is  changed.  His  curi- 
ous multifarious  learning,  his  subtile 
lawyer-like  method  in  speculative  mat- 
ters, his  almost  incredible  confidence  in 
the  torch  of  logic  to  light  the  way  to 
truth,  these  are  now  subjects  of  antiqua- 
rian rather  than  of  living  interest. — 
Dixon,  W.  Macneile,  1895,  English 
Prose,  ed.  Craik,  vol.  iv,  p.  95. 

His  famous  ''Divine  Legation  of 
Moses,"  which  would  have  been  one  of 
the  most  brilliant  paradoxes  in  literature 
if  the  author  had  kept  it  down  in  size,  and 
one  of  the  most  learned  of  works  if  he 
had  attended  a  little  more  to  accuracy. — 
Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  His- 
tory of  English  Literature,  p.  632. 

EDITION  OF  SHAKESPEARE 

1747 

Such  is  the  felicity  of  his  genius  in 
restoring  numberless  passages  to  their 
integrity,  and  in  explaining  others  which 
the  author's  sublime  conceptions,  or  his 
licentious  expression,  kept  out  of  sight, 
that  this  fine  edition  of  Shakespeare  must 
ever  be  highly  valued  by  men  of  sense  and 
taste ;  a  spirit,  congenial  to  the  author, 
breathing  throughout,  and  easily  atoning, 
with  such,  for  the  little  mistakes  and 
inadvertencies  discoverable  in  it. — Hurd, 
Richard,  1794,  Ldfe  (f  Warburton. 

At  length,  when  the  public  had  decided 
on  the  facts  of  Warburton's  edition,  it 
was  confessed  that  the  editor's  design  had 
never  been  to  explain  Shakspeare!  and 
that  he  was  even  conscious  he  had  fre- 
quently imputed  to  the  poet  meanings 
which  he  never  thought!  Our  critic's 
great  object  was  to  display  his  own  learn- 
ing! Warburton  wrote  for  Warburton, 
and  not  for  Shakspeare !  and  the  literary 
imposture  almost  rivals  the  confessions  of 
Lauder  or  Psalmanazar ! — Disraeu,  Isaac, 
1814,  Warburton,  Quarrels  cf  Auihors, 

Always    striving  to  display  his  own 


acuteness,  and  scorn  of  others,  deviates 
more  than  any  one  else  from  the  meaning. 
— Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  hdrodvjt- 
.  tiora  to  the  Literature  cf  Europe,  pt,  iii, 
eh.  vi,  par.  54. 

If  it  were  not  painful  to  associate 
Shakspere,  the  great  master  of  practical 
wisdom,  with  a  critic  who  delights  in  the 
most  extravagant  paradoxes,  we  might 
prefer  the  amusement  of  Warburton's  edi- 
tion to  toiling  through  the  heaps  of  verbal 
criticism  which  later  years  saw  heaped  up. 
Warburton,  of  course,  belonged  to  the 
school  of  slashing  emendators. — Knight, 
Charles,  1845,  Studies  of  Shakspere. 

This  prelate,  not  then  mitred,  was  un- 
deniably learned  and  able ;  but  he  was  as 
undeniably  assuming  and  arrogant  in  his 
personal  demeanor,  and  he  treated  Shake- 
speare's works  as  he  probably  would  have 
treated  the  player  himself,  had  he  been 
his  contemporary.  He  set  himself  not  so 
much  to  correcting  the  text,  as  to  amend- 
ing the  writings  of  Shakespeare.  His 
tone  is  that  of  haughty  flippancy.  Does 
he  find  a  passage  in  which  the  thought,  or 
the  expression  of  William  Shakespeare  is 
at  variance  with  the  judgment  of  William 
Warburton? — he  immediately  alters  it  to 
suit  the  taste  of  that  distinguished  scholar 
and  divine,  saying:  "Without  a  doubt, 
Shakespeare  wrote,  or  meant,  thus." — 
White,  Richard  Grant,  1854,  Shake- 
speare's Scholar,  p.  10. 

In  1744  Theobald  died,  and  three  years 
afterwards  appeared  Warburton's  edition 
of  Shakspeare.  It  is  to  be  hoped  for  the 
honour  of  human  nature  that  there  are 
few  parallels  to  the  meanness  and  base- 
ness of  which  Warburton  stands  convicted 
in  this  work.  His  object  was  two-fold. 
The  first  and  most  important  was  to  build 
the  reputation  of  his.  own  edition  on  the 
ruin  of  his  predecessor's,  and  the  next  to 
insinuate  that  any  merit  which  is  to  be 
found  in  Theobald's  edition  is  to  be  attrib- 
uted not  to  Theobald  but  to  himself. 
After  observing  in  the  Preface  that  Theo- 
bald ''succeeded  so  ill  that  he  left  his 
author  in  ten  times  a  worse  condition  than 
he  found  him,"  he  goes  on  to  say  that 
'Mt  was  my  ill-fortune  to  have  some  acci- 
dental connection  with  him;"  that  '4 
contributed  a  great  number  of  observa- 
tions to  him,"  and  these,  ''as  he  wanted 
money,  I  allowed  him  to  print."  .  .  . 
Having  thus  disposed  of  his  dead  friend  in 
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the  Preface,  he  proceeds  to  appropriate 
his  labours.  He  adopts  TheobiEdd's  text 
as  the  basis  of  his  own ;  he  steals  his  illus- 
trations ;  he  incorporates,  generally  with- 
out a  word  of  acknowledgment,  most  of 
Theobald's  best  emendations,  carefully 
assigning  to  him  such  as  are  of  little  im- 
portance, while  in  his  notes  he  keeps  up 
a  running  fire  of  sneers  and  sarcasms. — 
CiOLLiNS,  John  Chubton,  1895,  The  Par- 
ion  (f  Siakspearian  Oritieism,  Essay  $  and 
Studies,  pp.  269,  270. 

Though  a  few  of  Warburton's  emenda- 
tions have  been  accepted,  they  are  gener- 
ally marked  by  both  audacious  and  gratu- 
itous quibbling,  and  show  his  real  incapac- 
ity for  the  task.  Though  this  was  less 
obvious  at  the  time,  a  telling  exposure 
was  made  by  Thomas  Edwards  in  "a  Sup- 
plement" to  Warburton's  edition,  called  in 
later  editions  ''Canons  of  Criticism.''  John- 
son compared  Edwards  to  a  fly  stinging  a 
stately  horse ;  but  the  sting  was  sharp, 
and  the  ''Canons  of  Criticism"  is  perhaps 
the  best  result  of  Warburton's  enterprise. 
— Stephen,  Leslie,  1899,  Dictionary  qf 
NaJtUmal  Biography,  vol,  ux,  p.  306. 

EDITIONS  OF  POPE 

You  have  signalised  yourself  by  affect- 
ing to  be  the  bully  of  Mr.  Pope's  memory, 
into  whose  acquaintance,  at  the  latter  end 
of  the  poor  man's  life,  you  were  intro- 
duced by  your  nauseous  flattery;  and 
whose  admirable  writings  you  are  about 
to  publish,  with  commentaries  worthy  of 
Scriblerus  himself;  for  we  may  judge  of 
them  beforehand  by  the  specimens  we 
have  already  seen  of  your  skill  in  criti- 
cism.— Mallet,  David?  1749,  BipiMe  to 
the  Most  Impudent  Man  Living. 

Soon  after  Pope's  acquaintance  with 
Warburton  commenced,  and  the  latter  had 
published  some  of  his  heavy  commentaries 
on  that  poet,  his  friend  Lord  Marchmont 
told  him  that  he  was  convinced  he  was  one 
of  the  vainest  men  living.  * '  How  so  T  says 
Pope.  ''Because,  you  little  rogue,"  re- 
plied Lord  Marchmont,  "it  is  manifest 
from  your  close  connection  with  your  new 
commentator  you  want  to  show  posterity 
what  an  exquisite  poet  you  are,  and  what 
a  quantity  of  dulness  you  can  carry  down 
on  your  back  without  sinking  under  the 
load." — Malone,  Edmond,  1789,  Malon- 
iana,  ed.  Prior,  p.  385. 

Dr.  Warburton,  endeavouring  to  dem- 
onstrate, what  Addison  could  not  discover. 


nor  what  Pope  himself,  according  to  the 
testimony  of  his  intimate  friend,  Richard- 
son, ever  thought  of  or  intended,  that  this 
Essay  was  written  with  a  methodical  and 
systematical  regularity,  has  accompanied 
the  whole  with  a  long  and  laboured  com- 
mentary, in  which  he  has  tortured  many 
passages  to  support  this  groundless  opin- 
ion. Warburton  had  certainly  wit,  gen- 
ius, and  much  miscellaneous  learning; 
but  was  perpetually  dazzled  and  misled, 
by  the  eager  desire  of  seeing  everything 
in  a  new  light  unobserved  before,  into 
perverse  int^retations  and  forced  com- 
mente.  It  is  painful  to  see  such  abilities 
wasted  on  such  unsubstantial  objects. 
Accordingly  his  notes  on  Shakspeare  have 
been  totdly  demolished  by  Edwards  and 
Malone;  and  Gibbon  has  torn  up  by  the 
roote  his  fanciful  and  visionary  inter- 
pretation of  the  sixth  book  of  Virgil. 
And  but  few  readers,  I  believe,  will  be 
found  that  will  cordially  subscribe  to  an 
opinion  lately  delivered,  that  his  notes  on 
Pope's  Works  are  the  very  best  ever 
given  on  any  classic  whatever.  For,  to 
instance  no  other,  surely  the  attempt  to 
reconcile  the  doctrines  of  the  ''Essay  on 
Man"  to  the  doctrines  of  revelation,  is 
the  rashest  adventure  in  which  ever  critic 
yet  engaged.  This  is,  in  truth,  to  divine, 
rather  tlmn  to  explainan  author's  meaning. 
— Warton,  Joseph,  1797,  ed.  Pope. 

Warburton  had  more  to  do  with  Pope's 
satires  as  an  original  suggester,  and  not 
merely  as  a  commentator,  than  with  any 
other  section  of  his  works.  Pope  and  he 
hunted  in  couples  over  this  field:  and 
those  who  know  the  absolute  craziness 
of  Warburton's  mind,  the  perfect  frenzy 
and  lymphatiais  error  which  possessed 
him  for  leaving  all  high-roads  of  truth 
and  simplicity,  in  order  to  trespass  over 
hedge  and  ditoh  after  coveys  of  shy  par- 
adoxes, cannot  be  surprised  that  Pope's 
good  sense  should  often  have  quitted  him 
under  such  guidance.  .  .  .  The  Doc- 
tor was  latterly  always  the  instigator  to 
any  outrage  on  good  sense,  and  Pope, 
from  mere  habit  of  deference  to  the 
Doctor's  theology  and  theological  wig,  as 
well  as  from  gratitude  for  the  Doctor's 
pugnacity  in  his  defence  (since  Warburton 
really  was  as  good  as  a  bull-dog  in  pro- 
tecting Pope's  advance  or  retreat),  fol- 
lowed with  docility  the  leading  of  his  rev- 
emed  friend  into  any  excess  of  folly. — Db 
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QumcEY,  Thomas,  1848-58,  The  Poetry  qf 
Pope^  Works^  ed.  Masson,  vol.  xi,  pp.  69, 71. 

Warburton,  Pope's  first  editor,  had  a 
vigorous  understanding,  and  possessed  the 
enormous  advantage  that  he  carried  on 
the  work  in  concert  with  the  poet,  and 
could  ask  the  explanation  of  every  diffi- 
culty. A  diseased  ambition  rendered  his 
talents  and  opportunities  useless.  With- 
out originali^  he  aspired  to  be  original, 
and  imagined  that  to  fabricate  hollow 
paradoxes,  and  torture  language  into 
undesigned  meanings  was  the  surest  evi- 
dence of  a  fertile,  penetrating  genius. 
He  employed  his  sagacity  less  to  discover 
than  to  distort  the  ideas  of  his  author, 
and  seems  to  have  thought  that  the  more 
he  deviated  from  the  obvious  sense  the 
greater  would  be  his  fame  for  inventive 
power.  He  has  left  no  worse  specimen 
of  his  perverse  propensity  than  the  spuri- 
ous fancies,  and  idle  refinements  he  fath- 
ered upon  Pope.  They  are  among  his 
baldest  paradoxes,  are  conveyed  in  his 
heaviest  style,  and  are  supported  by  his 
feeblest  sophistry.  His  lifeless  and  ver- 
bose conceits  soon  provoke  by  their 
falsity,  and  fatigue  by  their  ponderous- 
ness. — ^Elwin,  Whitwell,  1871,  ed.,  The 
Works  qf  Alexander  Pope,  Introduction^ 
vol.  I,  p.  XX. 

It  will  thus  be  seen  that  Warburton  not 
only  slurred  over  the  explanation  of  diffi- 
cult passages  in  Pope's  text,  but  that  to 
promote  his  interest,  or  to  gratify  his 
spite,  he  did  not  scruple  to  misrepresent 
the  plain  intention  of  his  author,  and  to 
introduce  into  his  notes  irrelevant  sar- 
casms of  his  own.  Such  a  perversion  of 
his  trust  of  course  raises  the  further 
presumption  that  he  may  have  tampered 
with  the  text  itself,  which  we  know  differs 
in  several  important  respects  from  all  the 
editions  published  in  Pope's  lifetime. 
.  .  .  Quite  enough  evidence,  however, 
remains  of  the  untrustworthiness  of  War- 
burton's  work  to  make  us  deplore  the 
fact  that  his  editions  should  have  been 
taken  as  the  starting-point  for  all  succeed- 
ing investigations. —  Courthope,  Wil- 
UAM  John,  1881,  ed,.  The  Works  of  Alex- 
ander Pope,  IntrodtLctory  Notice  to  Moral 
Essays  and  Satires,  vol.  lu,  pp.  12,  13. 

GENERAL 

Mr.  Warburton  is  the  greatest  general 
critic  I  ever  knew,  the  most  capable  of 
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seeing  through  all  the  possibilities  of 
things.— Pope,  Alexander,  1730  ?  Spence's 
Anecdotes,  Supplement,  p.  256. 

He  joined,  to  a  more  than  athletic 
strength  of  body,  a  prodigious  memory ; 
and  to  both  a  prodigious  industry.  He 
had  read  almost  constantly  twelve  or 
fourteen  hours  a  day,  for  five-and-twenty 
or  thirty  y^s ;  and  had  heaped  together 
as  much  learning  as  could  be  crowded 
into  a  head.  In  the  course  of  my  ac- 
quaintance with  him,  I  consulted  with 
him  once  or  twice, — not  oftener,  for 
I  found  this  mass  of  learning  of  as 
little  use  to  me  as  to  the  owner.  The 
man  was  communicative  enough,  but  noth- 
ing was  distinct  in  his  mind.  How  could 
it  be  otherwise?  he  had  never  spared 
time  to  think, — all  was  employed  in  read- 
ing. His  reason  had  not  the  merit  of  com- 
mon mechanism.  When  you  press  a  watch 
or  pull  a  clock,  they  answer  your  ques- 
tion with  precision.  .  .  .  But  when  you 
ask  this  man  a  question,  he  overwhelmed 
you  by  pouring  forth  all  that  the  several 
terms  or  words  of  your  question  recalled 
to  his  memory;  and  if  he  omitted  any- 
thing, it  was  that  very  thing  to  which  the 
sense  of  the  whole  question  should  have 
led  him  and  confined  him.  To  ask  him  a 
question  was  to  wind  up  a  spring  in  his 
memory,  that  rattled  on  with  vast  rapidity 
and  confused  noise,  till  the  force  of  it  was 
spent;  and  you  went  away  with  all  the 
noise  in  your  ears,  stunned  and  uninformed, 
I  never  left  him  that  I  was  not  ready  to 
say  to  him,  "Dieu  vous  fassel  a  grace  de 
devenir  moins  savant!" — Boungbroke, 
Henry  Saint-John  Lord,  1735?  Letters 
on  the  Study  and  Use  of  History,  Letter  iv. 

It  is  my  misfortune,  in  this  controversy, 
to  be  engaged  with  a  person  who  is  better 
known  by  his  name  than  his  works;  or,  to 
speak  more  properly,  whose  works  are 
more  known  than  read. — Edw ards,Thomas, 
1747,  Canjons  qf  Criticism,  Prrface. 

He  was  a  man  of  vigorous  faculties,  a 
mind  fervid  and  vehement,  supplied  by  in- 
cessant and  unlimited  inquiry  with  won- 
derful extent  and  variety  of  knowledge, 
which  yet  had  not  oppressed  his  imagina- 
tion nor  clouded  his  perspicacity.  To 
every  work  he  brought  a  memory  full- 
fraught,  together  with  a  fancy  fertile  of 
original  combinations,  and  at  once  exerted 
the  powers  of  the  scholar,  the  reasoner, 
and  the  wit.     But  his  knowledge  was  too 
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multifarious  to  be  always  exact,  and  his 
pursuits  too  eager  to  be  always  cautious. 
His  abilities  gave  him  a  haughty  confi- 
dence, which  he  disclaimed  to'  conceal  or 
modify ;  and  his  impatience  of  opposition 
disposed  him  to  treat  his  adversaries  with 
such  contemptuous  superiority  as  made 
his  readers  commonly  his  enemies,  and 
excited  against  the  advocate  the  wishes  of 
some  who  favoured  the  cause.  He  seems 
to  have  adopted  the  Roman  emperor's 
determination,  orderint  dum  metvant;  he 
used  no  allurements  of  gentle  language, 
but  wished  to  compel  rather  than  per- 
suade. His  style  is  copious  without  selec- 
tion, and  forcible  without  neatness;  he 
took  the  words  that  presented  themselves ; 
his  diction  is  coarse  and  impure,  and  his 
sentences  are  unmeasured. —  Johnson, 
Samuel,  1779-81,  PapCj  Lives  qf  the  Eng- 
lish Pods. 

And  whom  we  may  compare,  not  alto- 
gether improperly,  to  a  blazing  star  that 
has  appeared  in  our  hemisphere,  obscure 
his  origin,  resplendent  his  light,  irregu- 
lar his  motion,  and  his  period  quite 
uncertain.  With  such  a  train  of  quota- 
tions as  he  carries  in  his  tail,  and  the 
eccentricity  of  the  vast  circuit  he  takes, 
the  vulgar  are  alarmed,  the  learned  puz- 
zled. Something  wonderful  it  certainly 
protends,  and  I  wish  he  may  go  off  with- 
out leaving  some  malignant  influence  at 
least  among  us,  if  he  does  not  set  us  on 
fire. —  Cuming,  Wiluam,  c1785.  Letter , 
Illustrations  (fthe  Literahires  qf  the  Eight- 
eenth Century,  ed.  Nichols,  vol.  n,  p.  8^. 

While  they  (Leland  and  Jortin)  were 
living,  no  balm  was  poured  into  their 
wounded  spirits  by  the  hand  that  pierced 
them ;  and  if  their  characters  after  death 
remain  unimpaired  by  the  rude  shocks  of 
controversy  and  the  secret  crimes  of  slan- 
der, their  triumph  is  to  be  ascribed  to 
their  own  strength,  and  to  the  conscious 
weakness  of  their  antagonists,  rather 
than  to  his  love  of  justice,  or  his  love  of 
peace. — Parr,  Samuel,  1789,  ed..  Tracts 
by  Warburton  and  a  Warburtonian. 

The  learning  and  abilities  of  the  author 
(of  the  Divine  Legation)  had  raised  him 
to  a  just  eminence;  but  he  reigned  the 
Dictator  and  tyrant  of  the  World  of  Litera- 
ture. The  real  merit  of  Warburton  was 
degraded  by  the  pride  and  presumption 
with  which  he  pronounced  his  infallible 
decrees ;  in  his  polemic  writings  he  lashed 


his  antagonists  without  mercy  or  modera- 
tion; and  his  servile  flatterers  (see  the 
baseandmalignantEssay  on  theDelicacyof 
Friendship),  exalting  the  master  critic  far 
above  Aristotle  and  Longinus,  assaulted 
every  modest  dissenter  who  refused  to 
consult  the  oracle  and  to  adore  the  Idol.  In 
a  land  of  liberty,  such  despotism  must 
provoke  a  general  opposition,  and  the 
zeal  of  opposition  is  seldom  candid  or 
impartial.— Gibbon,  Edward,  1793,  Aido- 
biography. 

Warburton  had  that  eagle-eyed  sagac- 
ity, which  pierces  through  all  difllculties 
and  obscurities ;  and  that  glow  of  imagi- 
nation which  gilds  and  irradiates  every 
object  it  touches.  —  Hurd,  Richard, 
1808?  Commonplace  Book,  ed.  Kilvert,  p. 
249. 

Warburton,  we  think,  was  the  last  of 
our  great  divines — the  last,  perhaps,  of 
any  profession  who  united  profound  learn- 
ing with  great  powers  of  understanding, 
and,  along  with  vast  and  varied  stores  of 
acquired  knowledge,  possessed  energy  of 
mind  enough  to  wield  them  with  ease  and 
activity.  The  days  of  the  Cudworths  and 
Barrows — the  Hookers  and  Taylors,  are 
gone  by.  •  .  •  He  was  not  only  the 
last  of  our  reasoning  scholars,  but  the 
last  also,  we  think,  of  our  powerful 
polemics.  This  breed,  too,  we  take  it,  is 
extinct; — and  we  are  not  sorry  for  it 
.  .  .  The  truth  is,  that  this  extraor- 
dinary person  was  a  Giant  in  literature— 
with  many  of  the  vices  of  the  Gigantic 
character.  —  Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord, 
1809,  Warburton*s  Letters,  Edinburgh 
Review,  vd.  13,  pp.  343,  344,  345. 

Nor  is  there,  in  the  whole  compass  of 
our  literary  history,  a  character  more 
instructive  for  its  greatness  and  its  fail- 
ures; none  more  adapted  to  excite  our 
curiosity,  and  which  can  more  completely 
gratify  it.  .  .  .  Warburton  was  a  lit- 
erary Revolutionist,  who,  to  maintain  a 
new  order  of  things,  exercised  all  the  des- 
potism of  a  perpetual  dictator.  The  bold 
unblushing  energy  which  could  lay  down 
the  most  extravagant  positions,  was  main- 
tained by  a  fierce  dogmatic  spirit,  and  by 
a  peculiar  style  of  mordacious  contempt 
and  intolerant  insolence,  beating  down  hiB 
opponents  from  all  quarters  with  an  ani- 
mating shout  of  triumph,  to  encourage 
those  more  serious  minds,  who,  overcome 
by  his  genius,  were  yet  often  alarmed  iff 
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the  ambiguous  tendency  of  his  specula- 
tions.—Disraeu,  Isaac,  1814,  Warburton, 
QiuirreU  qf  AvJthorB, 

It  is  not  a  little  painful  to  observe  on 
the  disingenuousness  of  petty  critics,  who 
would  deny  to  such  a  man  as  Warburton 
the  claim  of  literary  abilities.  I  will 
maintain,  however,  that  those  abilities 
were  really  first-rate^  whether  he  be  con- 
sidered as  a  religionist  and  a  philosopher 
(characters  which,  unhappily,  are  not 
always  found  together)  a  polemic,  or  a 
writer  of  notes. — Becket,  Andrew,  1815, 
ShaJcspeare^s  Himself  Again,  Prrface,  p. 
xix. 

Warburton's  love  of  paradox  is  well 
known.  His  levity,  dogmatism,  and  surli- 
ness have  often  been  exposed.  His  love 
of  notoriety  and  of  the  marvellous  was 
certainly  stronger  than  his  attachment  to 
truth.  While  his  talents  will  always  be 
admired,  his  character  will  never  be  re- 
spected.—Orme,  William,  1824,  BiUio- 
theca  Bibliea. 

The  currents  of  life  had  drifted  War- 
burton  on  divinity  as  his  profession,  but 
nature  designed  him  for  a  satirist;  and 
the  propensity  was  too  strong  to  yield 
even  to  the  study  of  the  Gospels.— Ste- 
phen, Sir  J.,  1838,  Oxford  Caiholidsmf 
Edinimrgh  Review,  vol,  67,  p,  507. 

That  it  is  possible  to  have  all  the  pow- 
ers of  Warburton,  and  be  greatly  in  the 
dark  on  the  truths  of  the  gospel,  is  made 
suflSciently  evident  by  his  ^'Treatise  on 
the  Doctrine  of  Grace." — Bickerstbth, 
Edward,  1844,  The  Christian  Student. 

A  divine  of  almost  unrivalled  erudition 
(Jortin  excepted)  in  his  day. — ^Milman, 
Henry  Hart,  1854?  History  of  Latin 
Christianity,  vol.  viii,  bk.  xiv,  ch.  viii,  note. 

In  his  literary  character,  he  was  of  a 
bold  and  determined  English  spirit,  ready 
to  resist  all  opponents,  and  willing  to  con- 
sider the  state  of  authorship  as  a  state 
of  war.  If  any  deduction  be  made  from 
this  part  of  his  character,  it  must  be  on 
account  of  his  conduct  towards  Pope,  in 
his  advances  to  whom  there  appears  no 
great  magnanimity,  and  whom  he  has 
always  been  suspected  of  defending  rather 
from  hope  of  possible  advantage  than  from 

sincerity  of  settled  opinion 

Whatever  faults  he  had,  he  was  no  bigot. 
With  bigots  he  professed  to  be  at  perpet- 
ual war.    His  mind,  certainly,  was  not 


of  the  class  in  which  bigotry  fixes  itself. 
— ^Watson,  John  Selby,  1863,  Ltfe  qf 
William  Warburton,  pp.  618,  631. 

We  have  already  related  some  of  War- 
burton's  more  signal  enmities.  They  are 
samples  only  of  a  whole  career.  Nay, 
the  man  himself  is  in  this  but  the  repre- 
sentative man  of  his  age.  Theological  lit- 
erature was  a  babel  of  loud  vociferation, 
coarse  contradiction,  and  mean  imputa- 
tion. The  prize  in  this  miUe  was  to  the 
noisiest  lungs  and  the  foulest  tongue.  The 
Warburtonians  must  not  bear  the  blame 
alone;  nor  was  the  disease  of  distrac- 
tion confined  to  divines.  The  progress  of 
refinement  cannot  tame  the  passions,  but 
has  curbed  the  directness  with  which  they 
then  vented  themselves  in  words.  Even 
now  malignant  imputation,  banished  from 
higher  literature,  still  lingers  in  clerical 
controversy.  But,  after  every  deduction 
made,  we  still  find  there  rests  upon  the 
Warburtonian  school  an  extraordinary 
opprobrium  on  the  score  of  dirt-throwing. 
Warburton's  superiorty  and  his  generous 
temper  ought  to  have  exempted  him  from 
this  weakness  of  inferior  writers.  In- 
stead of  that  he  is  the  worst  offender. 
•  •  .  The  vigour  of  his  thought  does 
not  concentrate  itself  in  telling  para- 
graphs. It  is  a  rude — we  had  almost  said 
brute — force  penetrating  the  whole.  And 
his  English  style  is  so  slipslop,  that  it 
would  be  diflScult  to  find  in  all  the  thirteen 
volumes  of  his  works  half  a  dozen  pas- 
sages which  might  be  taken  as  fair  speci- 
mens of  his  peculiar  powers. — Pattison, 
Mark,  1863-89,  Ljfe  of  Bishop  Warbur- 
ton, Essays,  ed.  NetUeship,  vol.  u,  pp. 
160,  175. 

Bishop  Warburton  wrote  '*  Remarks  on 
Hume's  'Natural  History  of  Religion.' " 
They  are  not  of  much  value ;  in  fact,  this 
is  one  of  Warburton's  poorest  perform- 
ances. His  words  were  many  and  strong, 
his  arguments  few  and  feeble.  Warbur- 
ton defended  Christianity  by  throwing 
mud  at  its  opponents. — Hunt,  John, 
1869,  David  Hume,  Contemporary  Review, 
vol.  11,  p.  95. 

Warburton  was  a  fortunate  author. 
Though  he  published  a  host  of  paradox- 
ical notions,  his  opponents,  if  we  are  to 
trust  his  repeated  assertions,  were  always 
fools  and  knaves.— Elwin,  Whit  well, 
1871,  ed..  The  Works  qf  Alexander  Pope, 
vd.  1,  p.  xiv,  note. 
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In  Warbnrton  force  predominated  very 
much  over  judgment.  He  delighted  in 
upholding  paradoxes  and  hopeless  causes 
— arguing  with  great  ingenuity,  eking  out 
his  argument  with  plentiful  abuse,  and, 
when  violently  excited,  even  going  the 
length  of  threatening  his  opponent  with 
the  cudgel.  His  command  of  language, 
if  used  with  greater  discretion,  would 
have  given  him  one  of  the  highest  places 
in  literature.  His  style  is  simple,  em- 
phatic, and  racy;  diversified  with  clever 
quotations  and  pungent  sarcasm  (often 
taking  the  form  of  irony). — Minto,  Wil- 
liam, 1872-80,  Manual  of  English  Prose 
Literature,  p.  427. 

He  cultivated  the  majestic  air  of  a 
tyrant  in  literature;  he  argued,  he  de- 
nounced, he  patronised  the  orthodox,  and 
he  bellowed  like  a  bull  at  the  recalcitrant. 
He  was  so  completely  certain  of  his  own 
intellectual  supremacy,  that  the  modem 
reader  feels  almost  guilty  in  being  able 
to  feel  but  scant  interest  in  him  and  in 
his  writings.  •  .  •  Warburton  was 
very  learned,  but  so  headstrong,  arro- 
gant, and  boisterous,  that  he  stuns  the 
reader,  and  those  who  now  examine  the 
vast  pile  of  his  writings  are  not  likely  to 
be  gratified.  What  he  might  gain  by  his 
vigour  he  more  than  loses  by  his  coarse- 
ness, and  the  student  sickens  of  his  osten- 
tation and  his  paradox. — GossE,  Edmund, 
1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century 
Literature,  p.  281. 

Is  as  tricky  as  Pope  himself  when  it 

suits  his  purpose  to  be  so 

Warburton's  stupendous  self-assertion 
concealed  to  some  extent  his  heavy  style 
and  poverty  of  thought.  His  aim  was  to 
startle  by  paradoxes,  since  he  could  not 
convince  by  argument.  No  one  could 
call  an  opponent  names  in  the  Billingsgate 
style  more  effectively,  and  every  man  who 
ventured  to  differ  from  him  was  either  a 
knave  or  a  fool.  *  *  Warburton's  stock  argu- 
ment," it  has  been  said,  '*is  a  threat  to 
cudgel  anyone  who  disputes  his  opinion." 
He  was  a  laborious  student,  and  the  mass 
of  work  he  accomplished  exhibits  his 
robust  energy,  but  he  has  left  nothing 
which  lives  in  literature  or  in  theology. 
He  was,  however,  a  man  of  various  acqui- 
sitions, and  won,  for  that  reason,  the 
praise  of  Dr.  Johnson. — Dennis,  John, 
1894,  The  Age  of  Pope,  pp.  56,  240. 

Is  the  typical  controversialist  of  his 


age;  strong,  uncompromising,  vigorous 
with  something  of  the  sinewy  force  of  the 
athlete,  direct  and  even  brutal  in  manner, 
swollen  with  the  self-satisfied  pride  of  the 
combatant,  and  without  anything  of  sen- 
timent or  feeling.— Craik,  Henry,  1895, 
ed,,  Ehiglish  Prose  Jntroduction,  vol.  iv,  p.  3. 

To  take  by  storm  the  Temple  of  Fame 
seems  to  have  been  the  valiant  resolve  of 
the  once-renowned  author  of  "The  Divine 
Legation  of  Moses.''  He  flung  its  ward- 
ers a  loud  defiant  summons  to  surrender, 
and  thundered  at  its  doors.  Had  violence 
sufficed  for  the  achievement,  so  fierce  and 
arrogant  a  knight  of  the  pen  would  assur- 
edly have  added  enduring  reputation  to 
his  wordly  success ;  but  though  he  proved 
himself  an  effective  soldier  in  the  contro- 
versial campaigns  of  his  own  day,  it  was 
inevitable  that  the  judgment  of  time 
should  go  in  his  disfavour.  The  sword 
and  lance  of  Warburton's  mental  equip- 
ment, however  fitted  to  put  an  adversary 
to  silence,  were  powerless  to  overawe 
"the  incorruptible  Areopagus  of  poster- 
ity." Churchman  as  he  was,  and  in  the 
end  prelate,  the  weapons  of  his  warfare 
were  not  spiritual,  nor  the  virtues  of 
his  character  and  temper  the  distinctive 
Christian  graces.— Dixon,  W.  Macneile, 
1895,  English  Prose,  ed,  Craik,  vol.  iv,  p. 93. 

Who  would  care  a  picayune  in  these 
degenerate  days  what  I^.  Warburton  said 
pro  or  con  a  book?  It  was  Warburton 
(then  Bishop  of  Gloucester)  who  remarked 
of  Granger's  "Biographical  History  of 
England"  that  it  was  ''an  odd  one." 
This  was  as  high  a  compliment  as  he  ever 
paid  a  book ;  those  which  he  did  not  like 
he  called  sad  books,  and  those  which  he 
fancied  he  called  odd  ones. — Field,  Eu- 
gene, 1896,  The  Love  Affairs  of  a  BiUio- 
maniac,  p.  184. 

William  Warburton  was  a. rather  typical 
divine  of  the  age,  who,  after  perhaps 
occupying  too  high  a  position  in  it,  has 
been  unduly  depreciated  in  this.  •  .  . 
Warburton  just  came  short  of  being  a 
great  theologian  and  a  great  man  of  let- 
ters. His  controversial  manners  cannot 
be  defended,  but  we  should  probably  have 
heard  a  good  deal  less  of  them  if  he  had 
been  on  the  unorthodox  side.— Saints- 
bury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  History  cf 
English  Literature,  p.  632. 

To  his  admirers  he  represented  the  last 
worthy  successor  of  the  learned  divines  of 
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the  proceeding  century.  His  wide  read- 
ing and  rough  intellectual  vigour  are  un- 
deniable. Unfortunately  he  was  neither  a 
scholar  nor  a  philosopher.  Though  he 
wrote  upon  the  Old  Testament,  his  knowl- 
edge of  Hebrew  was,  as  Lowth  told  him, 
quite  superficial;  and  his  blunders  in 
Latin  proved  that  he  was  no  Bentley. 
His  philosophical  weakness  appears  not 
only  in  his  metaphysical  disquisitions,  but 
in  the  whole  conception  of  his  book.  The 
theological  system  presupposed  in  the 
''Divine  Legation"  is  grotesque,  and  is 
the  most  curious  example  of  the  results 
of  applying  purely  legal  conceptions  to 
such  problems.  Warburton,  as  Lowth 
pointed  out,  retained  the  habits  of  thought 
of   a   sharp   attorney,    and    constantly 


mistakes  wrangling  for  reasoning.  He  was 
ingenious  enough  to  persuade  himself  that 
he  had  proved  his  point  when  he  had  upset 
an  antagonist  by  accepting  the  most  par- 
adoxical conclusions.  Freethinkers  such 
as  Walpole  and  Voltaire  thought  him  a 
hypocritical  ally ;  and  no  one,  except  such 
personal  friends  as  Hurd  and  Towne,  has 
ever  seriously  accepted  his  position.  He 
flourished  in  a  period  in  which  divines, 
with  the  exception  of  Butler,  were  becom- 
ing indifferent  to  philosophical  specula- 
tion. For  that  reason  he  found  no  com- 
petent opponent,  though  his  pugnacity 
and  personal  force  made  many  enemies 
and  conquered  a  few  humble  followers. — 
Spephen,  Lesue,  1899,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  ux,  p.  309. 


id  G-arrick 

1717-1779 

Bom.  in  Hereford,  19  Feb.  1717.  Educated  at  Lichfield  Grammar  School,  1727. 
At  Lisbon  for  a  short  time  to  learn  wine  trade,  1727.  Pupil  of  Samuel  Johnson,  at 
Edial,  1736.  To  London  with  Johnson,  March  1737.  Entered  at  Lincoln's  Inn,  9 
March  1737.  Set  up  wine  business  with  his  brother,  1738.  .  Play  ''Lethe"  produced 
at  Drury  Lane,  April  1740.  Became  an  actor,  1741.  Wrote  plays,  1741-75.  Played 
at  Goodman's  Fields  Theatre,  1741^2 ;  in  Dublin,  1742 ;  at  Drury  Lane,  1742-45 ; 
in  Dublin  in  1745  and  1746 ;  at  Covent  Garden,  1745-47.  Joint  manager  of  Drury 
Lane  with  Lacy,  1747.  Played  at  Drury  Lane,  1747-63,  1765-76.  Married  Eva 
Marie  Violetti,  22  June  1749.  Visited  Paris,  1752.  Tour  in  France  and  Italy, 
1763-65.  Retired  from  stage,  1776.  Buried  in  Westminster  Abbey.  Works :  '  *  The 
Lying  Valet,"  1741;  •* Lethe,"  1741;  ''Lilliput"  (anon.),  1747;  "Miss  in  her 
Teens,"  (anon.),  1747;  "To  Mr.  Gray  on  his  Odes"  (anon.),  [1757?1;  "The  Guard- 
ian" (anon.),  1759;  "The  Enchanter"  (anon.),  1760;  "The  Fribbleraid"  (anon.), 
1761;  "The  Farmer's  Return  from  London"  (anon.),  1762;  "The  Sick  Monkey" 
(anon.)  1765;  "The  Clandestine  Marriage"  (with  G.  Colman),  1766;  "Neck  or  Noth- 
ing"  (anon.),  1766;  "Cymon"  (anon.),  1767;  "A  Peep  behind  the  Curtain"  (anon.), 
1767;  "Ode  upon  dedicating  a  Building  ...  to  Shakespeare"  (anon.),  1769; 
"The  Theatres"  (anon.),  1772;  "Love  in  the  Suds"  (anon.),  1772;  "The  Irish 
Widow"  (anon.),  1772;  "Albumazar"  (anon.),  1773;  "A  Christmas  Tale"  (anon.), 
1774;  "The  Theatrical  Candidates"  (anon.),  1775;  "May  Day"  (anon.),  1775; 
"Bon  Ton"  (anon.),  1775;  "The  Fairies,"  1775.  He  adapted  plays  by  Shakespeare, 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Wycherley,  Jonson,  Fagan,  Southern,  etc.  Collected  Works: 
"Poetical  Works"  (2vols.),  1785;  "Dramatic  Works"  (3  vols.),  1798;  "Private  Cor- 
respondence"  (2  vols.),  1831-32.  Ltfe:  by  T.  Davies,  1780;  by  Murphy,  1801;  by 
P.  Fitzgerald,  1868 ;  by  Jos.  Knight,  1894.— Sharp,  R.  Farquhabson,  1897,  A  Die- 
tionary  of  English  Authors,  p,  108. 


PERSONAL 

There  is  a  little  simple  farce  at  Drury 
Lane,  called  "Miss  Lucy  in  Town,"  in 
which  Mrs.  Clive  mimics  the  Muscovita 
admirably,  and  Beard  Amorevoli  tolerably. 
But  all  the  run  is  now  after  Garrick,  a 
wine-merchant,  who  is  turned  player  at 
Goodman's-Fields.  He  plays  all  parts, 
and  is  a  very  good  mimic.     His  acting  I 


have  seen,  and  may  say  to  you,  who  will 
not  tell  it  again  here,  I  see  nothing  wonder- 
ful in  it — but  it  is  heresy  to  say  so; 
the  Duke  of  Argyll  says  he  is  superior  to 
Betterton.  —Walpole,  Horace,  1742, 
Letter  to  Sir  Horace  Mann,  May  26 ;  Let- 
ters, ed.  Cunningham,  vol.  I,  p.  168. 

I  am  as  much  an  admirer  of  Mr.  Gar- 
rick, and  his  excellences,  as  I  ought  to 
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be :  and  I  envy  him  no  part  of  his  good 
fortune.  But  then,  though  I  am  free  to 
acknowledge  he  was  made  for  the  stage, 
I  cannot  he  brought  to  think  the  stage 
was  made  only  for  him;  or  that  the 
fate  of  every  dramatic  writer  ought  either 
to  be  at  his  mercy,  or  that  of  any  other 
manager  whatever;  and  the  single  con- 
sideration that  there  is  no  alternative  but 
to  fly  from  him,  in  case  of  any  neglect  or 
contempt,  to  Mr.  Rich,  is  enough  to  de- 
ter any  man  in  his  senses  from  embark- 
ing a  second  time  on  such  a  hopeless 
voyage. — ^Ralph,  J.,  1758,  Case  rf  An- 
thors  by  Profession. 

The  favor  I  meet  with  from  y°  Greatest 
men,  has  made  me  far  from  repenting  of 
my  choice.  I  am  very  intimate  with  Mr. 
Glover,  who  will  bring  out  a  Tragedy  next 
winter  upon  my  acc^  Twice  I  have  sup'd 
w***  y*  Great  Mr.  Murray,  Conseir,  and 
shall  w^  Mr.  Pope,  by  his  Introduction. 
I  sup'd  with  y*  Mr.  Littleton  y  Prince's 
Favourite,  last  Thursday  night,  and  that 
with  y*  highest  Civility  and  complaisance. 
He  told  me  he  never  knew  what  Acting 
was  till  I  appeared,  and  said  I  was  only 
born  to  act  w*  Shakespear  writ.  These, 
things  daily  occurring  give  me  Great 
Pleasure.  I  din'd  with  L'^  Hallifax  and 
L**  Sandwich,  two  very  ingenious  Noble- 
men, yesterday,  and  am  to  dine  at  L*^  | 
Hallifax's  next  Sunday  with  L"*  Chester- 
field. I  have  the  Pleasure  of  being  very 
intimate,  too,  with  Mr.  Hawkins  Browne 
of  Burton.  In  short,  I  believe  nobody 
an  Actor)  was  ever  more  caress'd,  and 
Character  as  a  private  Man  makes  'em 
more  desirous  of  my  Company.  (All  this 
erdre  nouSy  as  one  Broth'  to  another).  I 
am  not  fix'd  for  next  year,  but  shall  cer- 
tainly be  at  y'  Other  End  of  y"  Town. 
I  am  offered  500  guineas  and  a  Clear  Ben- 
efit, or  part  of  y*  Management. — Gar- 
rick,  David,  1759,  Letber  to  Peter  Gar- 
rick,  Apr.  19. 

I  have  known  one  little  man  support  .the 
theatrical  world  like  a  David  Atlas  upon 
his  shoulders,  but  Pr§ville  can't  do  half 
as  much  here,  though  Mad.  Clairon 
stands  by  him  and  sets  her  back  to  his.  .  .  . 
You  are  much  talked  of  here,  and  much 
expected,  as  soon  as  the  peace  will  let 
you.  These  two  last  days  you  have  hap- 
pened to  engross  the  whole  conversation 
at  the  great  houses  where  I  was  at  dinner. 
'Tis  the  greatest  problem  in  nature  in 


wne 
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this  meridian  that  one  and  the  same  man 
should  possess  such  tragic  and  comic  pow- 
ers, and  in  such  an  equilibrio  as  to  divide 
the  world  from  which  of  the  two  Nature 
intended  him. — Sterne,  Laurence,  1762, 
Letter  to  David  Garriekfrom  Paris. 

If  manly  sense ;  if  Nature  link'd  with  Art; 
If  thorough  knowledge  of  the  human  heart; 
If  powers  of  acting  vast  and  nnconfin'd; 
If  fewest  faults  with  greatest  beauties  join'd ; 
If  strong  expression,  and   strange  powers 

which  lie 
Within  the  magic  circle  of  the  eye ; 
If  feelings  which  few  hearts  like  his  can 

know. 
And  which  no  face  so  well  as  his  can  show, 
Deserve  the  preference:  Garrick!  take  the 

chair; 
Nor  quit  it  till  thou  place  an  equal  there. 

— <3hurchill,  Charles,  1763,  TTie  Ros- 
dad,  V,  1081-1090. 

Wilkes. — ''Garrick  would  have  made 
the  small-beer  still  smaller.  He  is  now 
leaving  the  stage ;  but  he  will  play  Scrub 
all  his  life. ' '  I  knew  that  Johnson  would 
let  nobody  attack  Garrick  but  himself,  as 
Garrick  once  said  to  me,  and  I  had  heard 
him  praise  his  liberality ;  so  to  bring  out 
his  commendation  of  his  celebrated  pupil, 
I  said,  loudly,  "I  have  heard  Garrick  is 
liberal. ' '  Johnson.  — '  *  Yes,  Sir,  I  know 
that  Garrick  has  given  away  more  money 
than  any  man  in  England  that  I  am 
acquainted  with,  and  that  not  from  osten- 
tatious views.  Garrick  was  very  poor 
when  he  began  life ;  so  when  he  came  to 
have  money,  he  probably  was  very  unskil- 
ful in  giving  away,  and  saved  when  he 
should  not.  But  Garrick  began  to  be  lib- 
eral as  soon  as  he  could;  and  I  am  of 
opinion,  the  reputation  of  avarice  which  he 
has  had,  has  been  very  lucky  for  him,  and 
prevented  his  having  many  enemies.  You 
despise  a  man  for  avarice  but  do  not  hate 
him.  Garrick  might  have  been  much  bet- 
ter attacked  for  living  with  more  splendour 
than  is  suitable  to  a  player :  if  they  had 
had  the  wit  to  have  assaulted  him  in  that 
quarter,  they  might  have  galled  him  more. 
But  they  have  kept  clamouring  about  his 
avarice,  which  has  rescued  him  from 
much  obloquy  and  envy.** — Johnson,  Sam- 
uel, 1776,  Life  by  BosweU,  ed.  Hill,  vol. 
HI,  p.  80. 

Here  lies  David  Qarrick,  describe  me  who 

can, 
An  abridgment  of  all  that  was  pleasant  in 

man;  • 
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As  an  actor,  oonfessM  without  riyal  to  shine : 
As  a  wit,  if  not  first,  in  the  very  first  line : 
Tet,  with  talents  like  these,  and  an  excellent 

heart. 
The  man  had  his  fallings,  a  dupe  to  his  art. 
Like  an  ill- judging  heaa'ty,  his  colours  he 

spread, 
And  beplaster'd  with  rouge  his  own  natural 

red. 
On  the  stage  he  was  natural,  simple,  affect- 
ing; 
'Twas  only  that  when  he  was  off  he  was 

acting. 
With  no  reason  on  earth  to  go  out  of  his  way, 
He  tum*dand  he  varied  full  ten  times  a  day : 
Though  secure  of  our  hearts,  yet  confound- 
edly sick. 
If  they  were  not  his  own  by  finessing  and 

trick: 
He  cast  off  his  friends,  as  a  huntsman  his 

pack. 
For  he  knew  when  he  pleas'd  he  could  whis- 
tle them  back 
Of  praise  a  mere  glutton,  he  swallowed  what 

cajne, 
And  the  puff  of  a  dunce,  he  mistook  it  for 

fame; 
Till  his  relish  grown   callous,  almost  to 

disease. 
Who  pepper'd  the  highest  was  surest  to 

please. 
But  let  us  be  candid,  and  speak  out  our  mind, 
If  dunces  applauded,  he  paid  them  in  kind. 
Te  Kenricks,  ye  Kellys,  and  Woodfalls  so 

grave. 
What  a  commerce  was  yours,  while  yon  got 

and  you  gave  I 
How  did  Grub-street  re-echo  the  shouts  that 

you  rais*d. 
While  he  was  be-Roscius'd,  and  you  were 

be-prai8*d! 
But  peace  to  his  spirit,  wherever  it  flies. 
To  act  as  an  angel,  and  mix  with  the  skies: 
Those  poets,  who  owe  their  best  fame  to  his 

skill, 
Shall  still  be  his  flatterers,  go  where  he  will, 
Old  Shakespeare,  receive  him,  with  praise 

and  with  love. 
And  Beaumonts  and  Bens  be  his  Kellys 

above! 

—Goldsmith,  Ouver,  1774,  The  Retal- 
toHan, 

Splitt  me  if  Fd  not  a  hundred  times 
rather  be  spoken  to  by  Garrick  in  public 
than  His  majesty,  G — d  bless  him! — 
BuRNEY,  Charlotte  Ann,  1777,  Journal, 
ed.  Mis,  p.  277. 

Nature  had  done  so  much  for  him,  that 
he  could  not  help  being  an  actor ;  she  gave 
him  a  frame  of  so  manageable  a  propor- 
tion, and  from  its  flexibility  so  perfectly 
under  command,  that,  by  its  aptitude  and 


elasticity,  he  could  draw  it  out  to  fit  any 
sisses  of  character  that  tragedy  could  offer 
to  him,  and  contract  it  to  any  scale  of 
ridiculous  diminution,  that  his  Able  Drug- 
ger,  Scrubb,  or  Fribble,  could  require  of 
him  to  sink  it  to.  His  eye,  in  the  mean- 
time, was  so  penetrating,  so  speaking; 
his  brow  so  moveable,  and  all  his  features 
so  plastic,  and  so  accommodating,  that 
wherever  his  mind  impelled  them,  they 
would  go;  and  before  his  tongue  could 
give  the  text,  his  countenance  would 
express  the  spirit  and  the  passion  of  the 
part  he  was  encharged  with. — Cumber- 
land, Richard,  1806,  Memoirs,  Written 
by  Himself y  p.  245. 

Garrick's  appearance  forms  an  epoch  in 
the  history  of  the  English  theatre,  as  he 
chiefly  dedicated  his  talents  to  the  great 
characters  of  Shakspeare,  and  built  his 
own  fame  on  the  growing  admiration  of 
the  poet.  Before  his  time,  Shakspeare 
had  only  been  brought  on  the  stage  in 
mutilated  and  disfigured  alterations. 
Garrick  returned  on  the  whole  to  the  true 
originals,  though  he  still  allowed  himself 
to  make  some  very  unfortunate  changes. 
It  appears  to  me  that  the  only  excusable 
alteration  of  Shakspeare  is,  to  leave  out 
a  few  things  not  in  conformity  to  the 
taste  of  the  time.  Garrick  was  undoubt- 
edly a  great  actor.  Whether  he  always 
conceived  the  parts  of  Shakspeare  in  the 
sense  of  the  poet,  I  from  the  very  circum- 
stances stated  in  the  eulogies  on  his  act- 
ing should  be  inclined  to  doubt.  He 
excited,  however,  a  noble  emulation  to 
represent  worthily  the  great  national 
poet ;  this  has  ever  since  been  the  highest 
aim  of  actors,  and  even  at  present  the 
stage  can  boast  of  men  whose  histrionic 
talents  are  deservedly  famous. — Schle- 
GEL,  Augustus  William,  1809,  Dramatic 
Art  and  Literature,  eh.  xiii. 

Goldsmith,  who  played  to  please  the  boy, 
whereas  Garrick  always  seemed  playing 
to  please  himself,  as  he  did  in  a  theatre. 
.  .  .  He  diverted  and  dazzled  me,  but 
never  made  me  love  him ;  and  I  had  always 
this  feeling  for  him,  though  I  was  too 
young  to  define  it. — Colman,  George, 
1830,  Random  Records,  vol.  i,  pp.  117,118. 

Garrick,  too,  was  a  frequent  visitor  in 
Poland  Street  and  St.  Martin's  Lane. 
That  wonderful  actor  loved  the  society  of 
children,  partly  from  good  nature,  and 
partly  from   vanity.    The   ecstasies    of 
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mirth  and  terror  which  his  gestures  and 
play  of  countenance  never  failed  to  pro- 
duce in  a  nursery,  flattered  him  quite  as 
much  as  the  applause  of  mature  critics, 
lie  often  exhibited  all  his  powers  of  mim- 
icry for  the  amusement  of  the  little  Bur- 
neys,  awed  them  by  shuddering  and 
crouching,  as  if  he  saw  a  ghost,  scared 
them  by  raving  like  a  maniac  in  St. 
Luke's,  and  then  at  once  became  an  auc- 
tioneer, a  chimney  sweeper,  or  an  old 
woman,  and  made  them  laugh  till  the  tears 
ran  down  their  cheeks.  —  Macaulay, 
Thomas  Babington,  1842,  Madame  UAr- 
May,  Edinburgh  Review;  Critical  and 
AlisceUaneous  Essays. 

He  was  a  sprightly  dramatist,  a  man 
of  wit,  and  no  doubt  a  generous  man, 
though  the  endless  matters  of  business  in 
which  he  was  concerned,  and  the  refusals 
of  all  kinds  which  he  must  have  been  often 
forced  into,  got  him,  with  many,  a  char- 
acter for  the  reverse.  Johnson,  who  did  not 
spare  him,  pronounced  him  generous.  Fine 
as  his  tragedy  must  have  been,  we  suspect 
his  comedy  must  have  been  finer;  because/ 
his  own  nature  was  one  of  greater  spright-|| 
liness  than  sentiment.  We  hear  nothing  I 
serious  of  him  throughout  his  life;  and 
his  face,  with  a  great  deal  of  acuteness, 
has  nothing  in  it  profound  or  romantic. — 
Hunt,  Leigh,  1848,  The  Tovm,  p.  294 

But  David — I  fear  me — was  a  sad  little 
sneak.  He  was  grossly  penurious,  and 
consequently  left  behind  him  a  hundred 
thousand  pounds.  He  was  an  autocrat 
in  the  theatre;  jealous  of  the  applause 
that  even  the  women  obtained,  when  he 
was  on  the  stage  with  them ;  submissive 
in  the  presence  of  a  peer,  a  poet,  or  a 
news-writer ;  equally  fearing  to  elbow  the 
position  of  the  one  or  to  cross  the  power 
or  caprice  of  the  other.  I  have  seen  MS. 
letters  of  Garrick's  manoeuvring  for  puffs 
and  laudatory  notices  that  have  given  me 
the  lowest  opinion  of  his  mental  dignity. 
—Clarke,  Charles  Cowden,  1872,  On 
the  Comic  Writers  of  England,  GenJUeman^s 
Magazine,  N,  S.  vol.  8,  p.  317. 

As  a  man,  the  detraction  of  his  age  has 
branded  him  with  defects,  of  which  it  is 
sufficient  to  say  that  they  are  now  known 
to  have  been  greatly  exaggerated.  It  is 
possible  that  he  was  not  exempt  from 
vanity ;  and  it  would  have  been  strange  if, 
in  the  almost  unique  eminence  he  enjoyed, 
he  had  wholly  escaped  it.     If,  as  alleged, 


early  poverty  had  left  him  over  mindful 
of  small  things,  let  it  also  be  remembered 
that  he  was  capable  of  the  most  splendid 
generosity,  and  that,  too,  in  cases  where 
his  kindness  must  have  been  coals  of  fire. 
As  to  his  reported  jealousy  and  envy,  as 
many  tales  are  told  on  one  side  as  on  the 
other.  But  if  the  worst  be  admitted,  it 
can  hardly  be  denied  that  he  brought  to 
the  uneasy  throne  of  theatrical  manage- 
ment administrative  talents  of  the  rarest 
kind.  He  gathered  round  him  a  magnifi- 
cent constellation  of  dramatic  talent,  to 
which  he  himself  was  sun  and  centre. 
When  Pope  said  of  him  at  Goodman's 
Fields  that  ''he  never  had  an  equal,  and 
would  never  have  a  rival,''  the  epigram 
was  a  prophecy ;  and  Quin  uttered  a  truer 
thing  than  he  knew  when  he  named  him 
the  ** Whitfield  of  the  stage."— Dobson, 
Austin,  1886,  Actors  and  Actresses  of 
Great  Britain  and  the  United  States,  ed. 
Matthews  and  HtUton,  vol.  I,  p.  66. 

He  had  no  enduring  hostility,  however, 
his  temper  generally  being  devoid  of  gall. 
He  carried  caution  to  an  excess.  Davies 
says  that  he  acquired  through  this  a  hesi- 
tation in  speech  which  did  not  originally 
characterise  him.  As  a  rule  he  was  fairly 
accessible  to  authors,  and  if  he  produced 
few  masterpieces,  the  fault  was  in  the 
writers.  In  dramatists  generally  he  dis- 
played genuine  interest,  and  after  his 
retirement  he  took  great  pains  to  advance 
the  fortunes  of  Hannah  More.  In  his 
disputes  the  impression  conveyed  is  gen- 
erally that  he  was  in  the  right.  He  gen- 
erally treated  the  ebullitions  of  mortified 
vanity  on  the  part  of  authors  with  tender- 
ness. He  kept  the  masculine  portion  of 
his  company  in  fair  order,  though  the 
feminine  portion  was  generally  mutinous. 
He  made  many  important  reforms,  some 
of  them  learned  during  his  journeys 
abroad,  in  discipline,  in  stage  arrangement, 
and  in  matters  of  costume,  in  which  he 
effected  some  improvement,  pleading  as  a 
not  very  convincing  reason  for  going  no 
further  that  the  public  would  not  stand  it 
In  many  cases  of  difficulty  he  showed  mag- 
nanimity, which  his  enemies  sought  vainly 
to  stamp  as  prudence.  Fortune  fluctuated 
during  his  managerial  career,  but  the 
result  was  that  the  property  he  conducted 
increased  steadily  in  value  during  his  man- 
agement, that  he  retired  with  a  kurgtf 
fortune  than  any  English  actor  except 
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Alleyn  had  made  in  a  similar  enterprise, 
and  with  the  respect  and  friendship  of  all 
the  best  men  of  his  epoch. — Knight, 
Joseph,  1890,  Dictionary  of  National 
Biographyy  vol.  xxi,  p,  25. 

GENERAL 

Garrick's  portentous  **Ode,"  as  you 
truly  call  it,  has  but  one  line  of  truth  in 
it,  which  is  where  he  calls  Shakespeare 
the  God  of  our  Idolatry :  for  sense  I  will 
not  allow  it ;  for  that  which  is  so  highly 
satirical,  he  makes  the  topic  of  his  hero's 
encomium.  The  *  *  Ode* '  itself  is  below  any 
of  Gibber's.  Gibber's  nonsense  was  some- 
thing like  sense;  but  this  man's  sense, 
whenever  he  deviates  into  it,  is  much 
more  like  nonsense. — Warburton,  Wil- 
UAM,  1769,  Letter  to  Hurd,  Sept  23 

As  a  writer,  we  can  hardly  tell  what  to 
say  of  his  powers :  we  do  not  know,  touch- 
ing either  character,  thought,  or  expres- 
sion, how  much  was  really  in  his  the  plays 
of  others.  The  two-act  comedy,  at  least, 
was  his  own.  Prologue  was  his  chief 
province,  and  his  fertility  in  such  compo- 
sitions, was  inexhaustible.  Epigram  he 
made  vigorous  court  to ;  and  epitaph^  in 
some  instances,  owned  no  superior.  In 
the  light  measures  of  Prior  he  frolics  like 
that  poet  himself,  or  Voltaire,  or  Gresset 


in  the  enchanting   Ver-Vert. —  Boaden, 
James,  1831,  Private   Correspondence  of 
David  Garrick^  Memoir,  p.  Ixiv. 

It  is  as  an  actor  that  Garrick  appeals 
to  us,  and  not  as  a  dramatist.  A  list  of 
the  plays,  which  were  assigned  him,  or 
the  authorship  of  which  he  claimed,  may 
be  seen  in  the  ''Biographia  Dramatica" 
of  Baker,  Reed  and  Jones,  to  which  list 
of  39  pieces  must  be  added  an  alteration 
of  ''Mahomet"  and  some  similar  experi- 
ments. A  few  of  Garrick's  plays  have, 
as  has  been  said,  ingenuity  of  construc- 
tion and  vivacity.  On  the  whole,  like 
that  of  Christian  in  the  "Pilgrim's  Prog- 
ress," his  march  towards  immortality  will 
be  the  speedier  and  the  more  comfortable 
when  the  burden  of  his  general  dramas 
falls  from  him.  His  occasional  verses 
are  sometimes  happy.  What  Johnson 
said  of  his  talk  is  almost  true  of  his 
verses — "Garrick's  conversation  is  gay 
and  grotesque.  It  is  a  dish  of  all  sorts, 
but  all  good  things.  There  is  no  solid 
meat  in  it :  there  is  a  want  of  sentiment 
in  it. "  A  curiously  complex,  interesting, 
and  diversified  character  is  that  of  Gar- 
rick. Fully  to  bring  it  before  the  world 
might  have  taxed  his  own  powers  of  expo- 
sition.—Knight,  Joseph,  1894,  David 
Garridc^  p.  335. 


John  Armstrong 

1709-1779 

John  Armstrong,  physician  and  poet,  was  bom  about  1709  in  Castleton  manse,  Lid- 
desdale,  Roxburgshire.  He  took  the  Edinburgh  M.  D.,  in  1732,  and  soon  after  com- 
menced practice  in  London.  In  1736  he  published  a  nauseous  poem,  ''The  (Economy 
of  Love;"  in  1744  his  principal  work,  "The  Art  of  Preserving  Health,"  a  didactic 
poem  in  four  books.  In  1746  he  was  appointed  physician  to  the  London  Soldiers' 
Hospital,  in  1760  physician  to  the  forces  in  Germany,  whence  he  returned  on  half-pay 
in  1763,  to  resume  practice.  With  Fuseli,  the  painter,  he  made  a  continental  tour 
(1771) ;  and  he  died  in  London  from  a  fall,  7th  September  1779.  •  The  friend  of 
Thomson,  Mallet,  Wilkes,  &c.  Armstrong  seems  to  have  been  a  reserved,  indolent, 
and  splenetic  man,  ''who  quite  detested  talk;"  kind-hearted  withal,  and  frugal. — 
Patrick  and  Groome,  ecb.,  1897,  Chambert^s  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  42. 

PERSONAL  The  glittering  star  of  eve— ''Thank  Heaven  I 

With  him  was  sometimes  joined  in  silent  the  day  is  done." 


walk 
(Profoundly  silent,  for  they  never  spoke), 
One  shyer  still,  who  quite  detested  talk: 
Oft  stnng  by  spleen,  at  once  away  he  broke, 
To  g^yes  of  pine  and  broad  overshadowing 

oak; 
There,  inly  thrilled,  he  wandered  all  alone, 
And  on  himself  his  pensive  fury  wroke ; 
He   ever    uttered   word,   save,  when   first 

shone 


— THOBisON,  James,  1744,  The  Castle  of 
Indolence. 

Armstrong,  another  poet  and  physician 
and  not  unworthy  of  either  class,  for  gen- 
ius and  goodness  of  heart,  though  he  had 
the  weakness  of  affecting  a  bluntness  of 
manners,  and  of  swearing,  drew  his  last 
breath  in  this  street.  He  is  well  known 
as  the  author  of  the  most  elegant  didactic 
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poem  in  the  language, — the  "Art  of  Pre- 
serving Health."  The  affectations  of 
men  of  genius  are  sometimes  in  direct 
contradiction  to  their  best  qualities,  and 
assumed  to  avoid  a  show  of  pretending 
what  they  feel.  Armstrong,  who  had  bad 
health,  and  was  afraid  perhaps  of  being 
thought  effeminate,  affected  the  bully  in 
his  prose  writings ;  and  he  was  such  a 
swearer,  that  the  late  Mr.  Fuseli's  indul- 
gence in  that  infirmity  has  been  attributed 
to  his  keeping  company  with  the  Doctor 
when  a  youth.— Hunt,  Leigh,  1848,  The 
Town,  p.  320. 

ART  OF  PRESERVING  HEALTH 

1744 

To  describe  so  difficult  a  thing,  grace- 
fully and  poetically,  as  the  effects  of  dis- 
temper on  a  human  body,  was  reserved  for 
Dr.  Armstrong,  who  accordingly  hath 
executed  it  at  the  end  of  his  third  book 
of  his  **  Art  of  Preserving  Health, "  where 
he  hath  given  us  that  pathetick  account 
of  the  sweating  sickness.  There  is  a  clas  - 
steal  correctness  and  closeness  of  style  in 
this  poem,  that  are  truly  admirable,  and 
the  subject  is  raised  and  adorned  by 
numberless  poetical  images. — Warton, 
Joseph,  1753-78,  Rqfleetions  <nu  Didactic 
Poetry. 

Dr.  Armstrong,  in  his  **Art  of  Preserv- 
ing Health,"  has  not  aimed  at  so  high  a 
strain  as  the  other  [Akenside].  But  he 
is  more  equal ;  and  maintains  throughout  a 
chaste  and  correct  elegance. — Blair, 
Hugh,  1783,  Lectures  on  Rhetoric  and 
BeUeS'Lettres,  ed.  Mills,  Lecture  xl. 

His  **Art  of  Preserving  Health"  is  the 
most  successful  attempt,  in  our  language, 
to  incorporate  material  science  with 
poetry.  Its  subject  had  the  advantage  of 
being  generally  interesting ;  for  there  are 
few  things  that  we  shall  be  more  willing 
to  learn,  either  in  prose  or  verse,  than 
the  means  of  preserving  the  outward  bul- 
wark of  all  other  blessings.  At  the  same 
time,  the  difficulty  of  poetically  treating 
a  subject,  which  presented  disease  in  all 
its  associations,  is  one  of  the  most  just 
and  ordinary  topics  of  his  praise.  Of  the 
triumphs  of  poetry  over  such  difficulty,  he 
had  no  doubt  high  precedents,  to  show 
that  strong  and  true  delineations  of  phys- 
ical evil  are  not  without  an  attraction  of 
fearful  interest  and  curiosity  to  the 
human  mind;  and  that  the  enjoyment. 


which  the  fancy  derives  from  conceptions 
of  the  bloom  and  beauty  of  heidthful 
nature,  may  be  heightened,  by  contrast- 
ing them  with  the  opposite  pictures  of 
her  mortality  and  decay.  Milton  had 
turned  disease  itself  into  a  subject  of 
sublimity,  in  the  vision  of  Adam,  with 
that  intensity  of  the  fire  of  genius,  which 
converts  whatever  materials  it  meets  with 
into  its  ailment :  and  Armstrong,  though 
his  powers  were  not  Miltonic,  had  the 
courage  to  attempt  what  would  have  re- 
pelled a  more  timid  taste.  His  Muse 
might  be  said  to  show  a  professional  in- 
trepidity in  choosing  the  subject;  and, 
like  the  physician  who  braves  contagion 
(if  allowed  to  prolong  the  simile),  we  may 
add,  that  she  escaped,  on  the  whole,  with 
little  injury  from  the  trial.  By  the  title 
of  the  poem,  the  author  judiciously  gave 
his  theme  a  moral  as  well  as  a  medical  in- 
terest. He  makes  the  influence  of  the 
passions  an  entire  part  of  it.  By  profess- 
ing to  describe  only  how  health  is  to  be 
preserved,  and  not  how  it  is  to  be  re- 
stored, he  avoids  the  unmanageable  hor- 
rors of  clinical  detail;  and  though  he 
paints  the  disease  wisely  spares  us  its 
pharmaceutical  treatment.  His  course 
through  the  poem  is  sustained  with  lucid 
management  and  propriety. — Campbell, 
Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  qf  the  British 
Poets. 

His  sentences  are  generally  short  and 
easy,  his  sense  clear  and  obvious.  The 
full  extent  of  his  conceptions  is  taken  at 
the  first  glance;  and  there  are  no  lofty 
mysteries  to  be  unravelled  by  repeated 
perusal.  What  keeps  his  language  from 
being  prosaic,  is  the  vigour  of  his  senti- 
ments. He  thinks  boldly,  feels  strongly, 
and  therefore  expresses  himself  poetically. 
Where  the  subject  sinks,  his  style  sinks 
with  it;  but  he  has  for  the  most  part 
excluded  topics  incapable  either  of  vivid 
description,  or  of  the  oratory  of  senti- 
ment. He  had  from  nature  a  musical  ear, 
whence  his  lines  are  scarcely  ever  harsh, 
and  are  usually  melodious,  though  appar- 
ently without  much  study  to  render  them 
so.  Perhaps  he  has  not  been  careful 
enough  to  avoid  the  monotony  of  making 
several  successive  lines  close  with  a  rest 
or  pause  in  the  sense.  On  the  whole,  it 
may  not  be  too  much  to  assert,  that  no 
writer  in  blank  verse  can  be  found  more 
free  from  stiffness  and  affectation,  more 
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energetic  without  harshness,  and  more 
dignified  without  formality. — Aikin,  John, 
1820,  An  Essay  on  Dr.  Armstrong's  Poem 
on  the  Art  of  Preserving  Health. 

Has  the  rare  merit  of  an  original  and 
characteristic  style,  distinguished  by  raci- 
ness  and  manly  grace. — Craik,  George 
L.,  1861,  A  Compendious  History  qf  Eng- 
lish Literature  and  qf  the  English  Lan" 
gtuige,  vol.  n,  p.  287. 

Warton  has  praised  the  **Art  of  Pre- 
serving Health"  for  its  classical  correct- 
ness and  closeness  of  style,  and  its 
numberless  poetical  images.  In  general, 
however,  it  is  stiff  and  laboured,  with 
occasional  passages  of  tumid  extrava- 
gance; and  the  images  are  not  unfre- 
quently  echoes  of  those  of  Thomson  and 
other  poets.  The  subject  required  the 
aid  of  ornament,  for  scientific  rules  are 
in  general  bad  themes  for  poetry,  and  few 
men  are  ignorant  of  the  true  philosophy  of 
life,  however  they  may  deviate  from  it  in 
practice.  —  Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
Cy(iop<Edia  qf  English  Literature^  ed.  Car- 
ruthers. 

On  the  whole  however  the  merits  of 
"The  Art  of  Preserving  Health"  far  out- 
weigh its  defects.  It  may  indeed  be 
urged  by  a  devil's  advocate  that  it  is  but 
a  left-handed  compliment  to  say  that  a 
man  has  done  better  than  could  be  ex- 
pected a  task  which,  as  sense  and  taste 
should  have  shown  him,  ought  not  to  have 
been  attempted  at  all.  But  Armstrong 
must  always  have,  with  competent  judges, 
the  praise  which  belongs  to  an  author 
who  has  a  distinct  and  peculiar  grasp 
of  a  great  poetical  form. — Saintsbury, 
George,  1880,  The  English  Poets,  ed. 
Ward,  vol  m,  p.  184. 

In  the  class  of  poetry  to  which  it  be- 
longs, the  "Art  of  Preserving  Health" 
holds  a  distinguished  place.  No  writer 
of  the  eighteenth  century  had  so  master- 
ful a  grasp  of  blank  verse  as  is  shown  in 
parts  of  this  poem.  The  powerful  passage 
descriptive  of  the  plague  (book  iii.)  has 
been  highly  praised.  As  in  all  didactic 
poetry,  the  practical  directions  are  of  lit- 
tle interest ;  but  those  who  value  austere 
imagination  and  weighty  diction  cannot 
afford  to  neglect  Armstrong's  masterpiece. 
— BuLLEN,  A.  H.,  1885,  Dictionary  qf 
National  Biography,  vol.  n,  p.  95. 

A  poem  containing  some  powerful  pas- 
sages, and  many  which  are  better  fitted 


for  a  medical  treatise  than  for  poetry. — 
Dennis,  John,  1894,  The  Age  qf  Pope, 
p.  242. 

GENERAL 

Let  them  with  Armstrong,  taking  leave  of 

sense, 
Bead  mnsty  lectures  on  Benevolence, 
Or  con  the  pages  of  his  giving  Day, 
Where  all  his  former  fame  was  thrown  away, 
Where  all  but  barren  labour  was  forgot, 
And  the  vain  stiffness  of  a  lettered  Scot ; 
Let  them  with  Armstrong  pass  the  term  of 

light. 
But  not  one  hour  of  darkness. 

— Churchill,  Charles,  1764  ?  The  Jour- 
ney, Poems,  ed.  Tooke,  vol.  ii,  p.  296. 

On  the  whole,  he  is  likely  to  be  remem- 
bered as  a  poet  of  judicious  thoughts  and 
correct  expression;  and,  as  far  as  the 
rarely  successful  application  of  verse  to 
subjects  of  science  can  be  admired,  an 
additional  merit  must  be  ascribed  to  the 
hand  which  has  reared  poetical  flowers  on 
the  dry  and  difficult  ^ound  of  philosophy. 
— Campbell,  Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  of 
the  British  Poets. 

The  "(Economy  of  Love,"  1736,  8vo, 
was  published  anonymously ;  and  it  is  in- 
deed a  production  which  not  many  men 
would  care  to  claim.  A  more  nauseous 
piece  of  work  could  not  easily  be  found. 
When  the  author  reissued  the  poem  in 
1768,  he  had  the  good  sense  to  cancel 
some  of  the  worst  passages. — Bullex, 
A.  H.,  1885,  Dictionary  of  National  Biog- 
raphy, vol.  II,  p.  94. 

Armstrong*s  diction  was  absurdly 
tumid;  he  calls  a  wild  briar -rose  ''a 
cynorrhodon, "  and  a  cold  bath  ''a  gelid 
cistern."  But  his  merits  of  dignity  and 
melody  are  at  present  underrated.  The 
structure  of  Armstrong's  blank  verse  is 
excellent,  and  though  founded  upon  Thom- 
son's, has  a  certain  independent  stateli- 
ness.— GossE,  Edmund,  1888,  A  History 
qf  Eighteenth  Century  Literature,  p.  227. 

Armstrong's  early  imitation  of  Shake- 
speare and  his  critical  panegyrics  on  the 
great  dramatists  reveal  his  true  leanings. 
He  was  indeed  indebted  to  Thomson,  but 
only  in  a  sli£:ht  degree ;  and  the  influence 
of  his  country  is  rather  seen  in  the  inde- 
pendence of  the  fashionable  mode  which 
it  helped  him  to  maintain,  than  in  positive 
features  of  his  style.  He  was  one  of  the 
earliest  students  of  the  Elizabethans  who 
went  so  far  as  to  make  them  his  models, 
and  acknowledge  them  as  supreme  masters 
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of  poetic  art.  He  owes  to  the  school 
in  which  he  studied  the  daring  of  his  som- 
bre imagination,  the  manliness  of  his 
style,  and  the  strength  of  his  verse. — 
Walker,  Hugh,  1893,  Three  Centuries 
of  Scottish  Literature^  vol.  ii,  p.  90. 


No  one  now  would  write  on  Armstrong's 
subjects  in  Armstrong's  manner,  but  his 
grasp  of  the  peculiar  Thomsonian  diction 
and  versification  was  extraordinary.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  His- 
tory of  English  Literature^  p.  579. 


John  Langhome 

1735-1779 

An  English  divine,  poet,  and  historian,  was  bom  at  Kirkby  Stephen,  in  Westmoreland, 
in  1735.  He  published  several  popular  pieces,  particularly  a  poem,  entitled  ''Genius 
and  Valor,"  and  having  therein  defended  Scotland  from  the  scurrility  thrown  out  by 
Churchill  in  his  ' 'Prophecy  of  Famine,"  he  was  complimented  with  the  degree  of 
D.  D.  by  the  university  of  Edinburgh.  In  1770  in  conjunction  with  his  brother,  he 
published  a  translation  of  Plutarch,  which  is  still  a  very  popular  work :  in  1777  he 
was  presented  to  a  prebendal  stall  in  the  cathedral  of  Wells,  and  died  in  1779. — God- 
win, Parke,  1852,  Hand-Book  of  Universal  Biography^  p.  567. 


PERSONAL 

He  died  in  the  flower  of  his  prime, 
when  the  promises  of  his  youth  were  on 
the  verge  of  their  full  accomplishment. 
That  such  a  man  should  take  pains  to  put 
out  the  lamp  that  lights  up  the  chamber 
of  speculation  and  thought  within  him,  is 
as  lamentable  as  it  is  censurable;  and 
little  more  can  be  said  for  him  but  that 
his  guilt  and  folly  appear  harmless  in 
comparison  with  the  malignity  of  those 
of  our  day  who  abuse  the  arts  of  com- 
position and  the  power  of  song,  to  spread 
a  moral  blight  around  them. — Roberts, 
William,  1834,  Memoirs  of  the  Life  and 
Correspondence  of  Hannah  More,  pt,  i. 

GENERAL 

It  is  but  a  cheerless  task  of  criticism, 
to  pass  with  a  cold  look  and  irreverent 
step,  over  the  literary  memories  of  men, 
who,  though  they  may  rank  low  in  the 
roll  of  absolute  genius,  have  yet  possessed 
refinement,  information,  and  powers  of 
amusement,  above  the  level  of  their  spe- 
cies, and  such  as  would  interest  and 
attach  us  in  private  life.  Of  this  descrip- 
tion was  Langhorne ;  an  elegant  scholar, 
and  an  amiable  man.  He  gave  delight  to 
thousands,  from  the  press  and  the  pulpit ; 
and  had  sufiicient  attraction,  in  his  day, 
to  sustain  his  spirit  and  credit  as  a  writer, 
in  the  face  of  even  Churchill's  envenomed 
satire.  Yet,  as  a  prose  writer,  it  is  im- 
possible to  deny  that  his  rapidity  was  the 
effect  of  lightness  more  than  vigour ;  and, 
as  a  poet,  there  is  no  ascribing  to  him 
either  fervour  or  simplicity.  His  Muse 
is  elegantly  languid.     She  is  a  fine  lady, 


whose  complexion  is  rather  indebted  to 
art  than  to  the  healthful  bloom  of  nature. 
It  would  be  unfair  not  to  except  from  this 
observation  several  plain  and  manly  senti- 
ments, which  are  expressed  in  his  poem 
'*0n  the  Enlargement  of  the  Mind,"  and 
some  passages  in  his  '* Country  Justice," 
which  are  written  with  genuine  feeling.— 
Campbell,  Thobias,  1819,  ^cimens  cf 
the  British  Poets. 

There  is  a  period  in  youth  when  the 
mere  power  of  numbers  has  a  more  strong 
effect  on  ear  and  imagination  than  in 
afterlife.  At  this  season  of  immature 
taste,  the  author  was  greatly  delighted 
with  the  poems  of  Mickle  and  Langhorne. 
—Scott,  Sir  Walter,  1821,  Kenilwarth, 
Prrface. 

His  [Scott's]  youthful  admiration  of 
Langhorne  has  been  rendered  memorable 
by  his  own  record  of  his  first  and  only  in- 
terview with  his  great  predecessor,  Rob- 
ert Bums. — LocKHART,  John  Gibson, 
1836,  Life  qfSir  Walter  Scott,  eh.  v. 

For  Langhorne,  Reverend  let  him  still  oon- 

tinne, 
Although  his  mind  had  very  little  sinew. 
'Twas  his  to  ape  our  reverend  ancient  lays 
With  mincing  prettiness  of  modem  phrase, 
As  some  fine  ladies  mimic  in  their  dress 
The  simple  finery  of  a  shepherdess ; 
And  shape  their  silks  and  moslins  to  the  cat 
That  decks  the  dwellers  of  the  mod-hnilt  hut. 

—Coleridge,  Hartley,  1849,  Sketches 
qf  English  Poets,  Poems,  vol.  n,  p.  309. 

Langhorne,  an  amiable  man,  and  highly 
popular  as  well  as  warmly  beloved  in  hb 
day,  survives   now   in   memory   ehie^f 


LANGHORNE-KENRICK 


roi 


igh  his  Plutarch's  Lives,  and  through 
N  lines  in  his  "Country  Justice," 
1  are  immortalised  by  the  well-known 
of  Scott's  interview  with  Burns. 
»bell  puts  in  a  plea  besides  for  his 
3n  of  Carron,"  but  the  plea,  being 
led  on  early  reading,  is  partial,  and 
lot  been  responded  to  by  the  public. 
j^iLLAN,  George,  1860,  Specimens 
Memoirs  of  Less-Known  British  Poets, 

e  only  poem  of  Langhorne's  which 
cast  of  originality  is  his  ''Country 
ce."  Here  he  seems  to  have  antici- 
[  Crabbe  in  painting  the  rural  life  of 
ind  in  true  colours.  His  picture  of 
Tipsies,  and  his  sketches  uf  venal 
s  and  rapacious  overseers,  are  gen- 
likenesses.  He  has  not  the  raciness 
le  distinctness  of  Crabbe,  but  is 
ly  faithful,  and  as  sincerely  a  friend 
manity.  He  pleads  warmly  for  the 
vagrant  tribe.— Chambers,  Robert, 
,  Cyelop(Bdia  qf  English  Literature^ 
arruthers. 

nghome  was  a  popular  writer  in  his 
but  his  sentimental  tales  and  his 
y  verses  have  long  ceased  to  please, 
he  is  now  best  remembered  as  the 
translator  of  "Plutarch's  Lives." — 


Barker,  G.  F.  Russell,  1892,  Dictionary 
<f  National  Biography ,  vol.  xxxii,  p.  101. 

That  he  had  a  tender  feeling  towards 
animals  is  shown  by  his  poems  on  birds 
and  by  his  protest  against  the  cruelty  of 
confining  birds  in  cages.  The  most  strik- 
ing characteristic  of  Langhorne's  poems 
is  his  direct  expression  of  the  excellence 
of  the  gift  that  nature's  hand  bestows. 
.  .  Langhorne's  perception  of  the 
power  of  nature  over  man,  and  his  pas- 
sionate sense  of  personal  indebtedness  to 
nature  are  the  keynotes  of  his  work.  In 
a  narrow  way  and  with  feeble  speech  he 
shows  a  mental  and  spiritual  experience 
of  the  same  type  as  that  which  Words- 
worth records  of  his  own  youth.  His 
motive  in  writing  "an  unaffected  wish  to 
promote  the  love  of  nature  and  the  inter- 
ests of  humanity,"  is  likewise  Words- 
worthian. — Reynolds,  Myra,  1896,  The 
Treatment  of  Nature  in  English  Poetry, 
Between  Pope  and  Wordsworth,  pp.  132, 
133. 

Langhome  at  least  sometimes  has  a 
melancholy  clangour  of  verse  too  rare  in 
his  century. —Saintsbury,  George,  1898, 
A  Short  History  qf  English  Literature^  p. 
587. 


Eenrick 

17257-1779 

3ritic  of  equal  ability,  impudence,  and  literary  ferocity,  was  for  a  long  time — 
in  the  Monthly  and  subsequently  in  the  London  Review — the  terror  of  the  new 
es,  and  the  object  of  disgust  to  the  old  authors,  of  his  own  day.  Goldsmith, 
side,  Johnson,  Colman,  Boswell,  Garrick,  and  a  host  of  others,  were  in  turn 

to  suffer  for  having  gained  that  popularity  or  notoriety  which  the  public  denied 
m.  We  have  already  had  something  to  say  of  this  "Literary  Ishmaelite"  in  our 
of  Goldsmith  and  Dr.  Johnson,  and  have  little  to  add  in  this  place.  His  produc- 
e-consisting of  poems,  poetical  epistles,  philosophical  and  philological  specula- 
,  comedies,  letters, &c.,  pub.  from  1751  to  1773 — are  now  forgotten,  save  in  con- 
•n  with  the  better  men  whom  he  attacked ;  nor  would  the  world  be  much  benefited 

revival  of  this  lost  knowledge.  But  those  who  desire  to  explore  further  may 
lit  the  Monthly  Review  (Kenrick's  own  child)  the  London  Review ;  Gent,  Mag.; 
ners's  Biog.  Diet.;  Boswell's  "Life  of  Johnson,"  and  other  literary  records  of 
ay,  and  the  "Encyc.  Brit."  His  most  ambitious  publication  was  "A  NewDiction- 
)f  the  Elnglish  Language:  to  which  is  prefixed  a  Rhetorical  Grammar,"  Lon., 
,  4to.  "The  Rhetorical  Grammar"  was  also  pub.  separately  in  1784,  8vo. — 
I.IBONE,  S.  Austin,  1854-58,  A  Critical  Dictionary  qf  English  Literature,  vol.  i, 

22. 

From  others'  brows  that  wreath  he  must  not 


PERSONAL 
ning  of  genius  which  he  never  bad, 
wit,  half  fool,  half  critic,  and  half 
lad; 

ig  like  Shirley  on  the  poet's  lyre, 
all  the  rage,  but  not  one  spark  of  fire; 
:  for  slaughter  and  resolved  to  tear 


wear, 
Next  Kenrick  oame ;  all  furious  and  replete 
With  brandy,  malice,  pertness,  and  conceit. 
Unskilled  in  classic  lore,  through  envy  blind 
To  all  that's  beauteous,  learned,  or  refined; 
For  fknlts  alone  behold  the  savage  prowl, 
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With  Reason's  ofSaX  glut  his  rayening  soul; 
Pieas'd  with  his  prey,  its  inmost  blcod  he 

drinkS) 
And  mnmbles,  paws,  and  tarns  it — ^till  it 

stinks. 

—Shaw,  Cuthbert,  1766,  The  Race. 

He  was  brought  up  as  a  scale-maker,  or 
in  some  such  employment,  but  early 
became  a  hack  writer.  He  had  a  strong 
love  of  notoriety,  a  jealous  and  perverse 
temper,  and  was  often  drunk  and  violent. 
He  became  the  enemy  of  every  decent  and 
successful  person,  and  so  notorious  as  a 
libeller  that  few  condescended  to  answer 
him.  His  vanity  led  him  to  fancy  himself 
equal  to  any  task  with  serious  study. 
.  .  .  In  his  later  years  Kenrick  sel- 
dom wrote  without  a  bottle  of  brandy  at 
his  elbow.  Though  a  superlative  scoun- 
del,  he  was  clever,  and  especially  proud 
of  the  rapidity  of  his  writing ,  even  his 
more  serious  works. — Goodwin,  Gordon, 
1892,  Dictionary  <f  National  Biography^ 
vol.  XXXI,  pp.  16,  19. 

GENERAL 

Though  he  certainly  was  not  without 
considerable  merit,  he  wrote  with  so  lit- 
tle regard  to  decency  and  principles,  and 
decorum,  and  in  so  hasty  a  manner,  that 
his  reputation  was  neither  extensive  nor 
lasting.     I  remember  one  evening,  when 


some  of  his  works  were  mentioDed,  Dr. 
Goldsmith  said,  he  had  never  heard  of 
them ;  upon  which  Dr.  Johnson  observed, 
''Sir,  he  is  one  of  the  many  who  have 
made  themselves  pyblick^  without  making 
themselves  known.^* — Boswell,  James, 
1791-93,  L^e  cf  Johnson^  ed.  Hill^  vol.  i, 
p.  576. 

The  turn  of  his  criticism,  the  airiness 
or  the  asperity  of  his  sarcasm,  the  arro- 
gance with  which  he  treated  some  of  our 
great  authors,  would  prove  very  amusing, 
and  serve  to  display  a  certain  talent  of  crit- 
icism. ...  He  was  a  man  of  talents,  who 
ran  a  race  with  the  press ;  could  criticise 
all  the  genius  of  the  age  faster  than  it 
could  be  produced ;  could  make  his  own 
malignity  look  like  wit,  and  turn  the  wit  of 
others  into  absurdity  by  placing  it  topsy- 
turvy,—Disraeli,  Isaac,  1812-13,  Calami- 
ties (fAidhors. 

It  may  be  well,  however,  in  passing,  to 
bestow  our  mite  of  notoriety  upon  the  mis- 
creant who  launched  the  slander.  [On 
Goldsmith]  He  deserves  it  for  a  long 
course  of  dastardly  and  venomous  attacks, 
not  merely  upon  Goldsmith,  but  upon  most 
of  the  successful  authors  of  the  day.— 
Irving,  Washington,  1849,  Life  (f  GM- 
smith,  p.  135. 


Sir  William  Blackstone 

1723-1780 

Bom  at  London,  July  10,  1723 :  died  at  London,  Feb.  14,  1780.  A  celebrated  Eng- 
lish jurist,  appointed  Vinerian  professor  of  common  law  at  Oxford  in  1758,  and  Justice 
in  the  Court  of  Common  Pleas  in  1770.  His  chief  work  is  ""  Commentaries  on  the 
Laws  of  England''  (1765-68).  Eight  editions  appeared  in  the  author's  lifetime,  and 
for  sixty  years  after  his  death  they  followed  in  quick  succession.  These  editions  were 
edited  and  annotated  by  Coleridge,  Chitty,  Christian,  and  others.  An  American  edi- 
tion was  printed  in  1884,  but  the  text  has  not  been  reprinted  in  England  since  1844. 
There  are  various  adaptations  of  it  for  modern  use.— Smith,  Benjabiin  E.,  ed.,  1894- 
97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  qf  Names,  p.  160. 


PERSONAL 

If  I  were  personally  your  enemy,  I 
should  dwell  with  a  malignant  pleasure 
upon  those  great  and  useful  qualities  you 
certainly  possess,  and  by  which  you  once 
acquired,  though  they  could  not  preserve 
to  you,  the  respect  and  esteem  of  your 
country.  I  should  enumerate  the  honours 
you  have  lost,  and  the  virtues  you  have 
disgraced ;  but,  having  no  private  resent- 
ments to  gratify,  I  think  it  sufficient  to 
have  given  my  opinion  of  your  public  con- 
duct, leaving  the  punishment  it  deserves 


to  your  closet  and  to  yourself. — ^JuNa'S, 
1769-72,  Letter  xviii. 

He  was  a  believer  in  the  great  truths 
of  Christianity,  from  a  thorough  investi- 
gation of  its  evidence:  attached  to  the 
church  of  England  from  conviction  of  its 
excellence,  his  principles  were  those  of 
its  genuine  members,  enlarged  and  toler- 
ant. His  religion  was  pure  and  unaf- 
fected, and  his  attendance  on  its  public 
duties  regular,  and  those  duties  always  per- 
formed with  seriousness  and  devotion.— 
CuTHEROW,  J.,  1781,  ed.,  Reports,  Memoir. 


SIB  WILLIAM  BLACKSTONE 
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Sir  William  Blackstone,  as  Sir.  Wm. 
Scott  of  the  Commons  observed  to  me  a 
few  days  a^o,  was  extremely  irritable. 
He  was  the  only  man,  my  informant  said, 
he  had  ever  known  who  acknowledged  and 
lamented  his  bad  temper.  He  was  an 
accomplished  man  in  very  various  depart- 
ments of  science,  with  a  store  of  general 
knowledge.  He  was  particularly  fond  of 
architecture,  and  had  written  upon  that 
subject.  The  notes  which  he  gave  me  on 
Shakspeare  show  him  to  have  been  a  man 
of  excellent  taste  and  accuracy,  and  a 
good  critick.  The  total  sum  which  he 
made  by  his  ''Commentaries,"  including 
the  profits  of  his  lectures,  the  sale  of  the 
books  while  he  kept  the  copyright  in  his 
own  hands,  and  the  final  sale  of  the  pro- 
prietorship to  Mr.  Cadell,  amounted  to 
fourteen  thousand  pounds.  Probably  the 
bookseller  in  twenty  years  from  the  time 
of  that  sale  will  clear  ten  thousand  pounds 
by  his  bargain,  and  the  book  proved  to  be 
an  estate  to  his  heirs. — Malone,  Ed- 
MOND,  1791,  Mahnianaf  ed.  Prior^  p.  431. 

Judge  Blackstone  composed  his  ''Com- 
mentaries" (he  was  a  poet  too  in  his 
youth)  with  a  bottle  of  port  before  him. 
— Byron,  Lord,  1821,  On  BowUffs  Strie- 
lures  on  Pope. 

The  private  character  of  Sir  William 
Blackstone  is  represented  in  very  favour- 
able colours  by  his  biographer,  but  seems 
to  have  been  misunderstood  by  those  who 
did  not  enjoy  an  intimate  acquaintance 
with  him.  His  appearance  was  not  pre- 
possessing. The  heaviness  of  his  fea- 
tures and  figure,  and  the  contraction  of 
his  brow,  gave  a  character  of  moroseness 
to  his  countenance  which  did  not  exist 
in  fact.  He  was  not,  however,  free  from 
occasional  irritation  of  temper,  which  was 
increased  by  the  nervous  complaints  to 
which  he  was  subject.  In  his  own  family 
he  was  cheerful,  agreeable,  and  even  face- 
tious, and  a  diligent  observer  of  those 
economical  arrangements  upon  which  so 
much  of  the  respectability  and  comfort  of 
life  depends.  The  disposal  of  his  time 
was  so  skilfully  managed,  that,  though 
he  was  a  laborious  student,  he  freely 
mingled  in  the  amusements  and  relaxations 
of  society.  This  he  effected  by  his  rigid 
punctuality.— RoscoE,  Henry,  1830,  Live* 
<f  Eminent  British  Lawyer s,  p.  256. 

A  formal,  precise,  and  affected  lecturer 
^ust  what  you  would  expect  from  the 


character  of  his  writings ;  cold,  reserved, 
and  wary — exhibiting  a  frigid  pride. — 
BowRiNG,  Sir  John,  1838,  Works  qf 
Jeremy  Bentham^  vol.  x,  p.  45. 

The  politician  and  the  judge  are  for- 
gotten now,  and  only  the  commentator 
remains.  But  his  life  was  consistent 
throughout.  He  had  a  reverence  for  au- 
thority and  a  respect  for  formalities ;  his 
mind  turned  more  readily  to  apology  than 
to  criticism;  and  destitute  of  ideals  he 
lived  in  a  narrow  groove,  contented  with 
himself  and  the  world.  When  he  and 
Serjeant  Nares  were  calling  for  the  expul- 
sion of  Wilkes  because  he  was  a  blas- 
phemer, Burke  described  their  arguments 
as  "solid,  substantial,  roast-beef  reason- 
ing." The  phrase  paints  to  the  life  the 
worshipper  of  the  constitution,  who  staked 
the  fate  of  England  upon  trial  by  jury. — 
Macdonell,  G.  p.,  1885,  Blackstone,  Mac- 
millan's  Magazine^  vol.  51,  p.  360. 

COMMENTARIES  ON  THE  LAWS  OF 

ENGLAND 
1765-68 

Correct,  elegant,  unembarrassed,  orna- 
mented, the  style  is  such  as  could  scarce 
fail  to  ][ecommend  a  work  still  more 
vitious  in  point  of  matter  to  the  multitude 
of  readers.  He  it  is,  in  short,  who,  first 
of  all  institutional  writers,  has  taught 
jurisprudence  to  speak  the  language  of 
the  scholar  and  the  gentleman;  put 
a  polish  upon  that  rugged  science; 
cleimsed  her  from  the  dust  and  cobwebs 
of  the  office :  and  if  he  has  not  enriched  her 
with  that  precision  which  is  drawn  only 
from  the  sterling  treasury  of  the  sciences, 
has  decked  her  out,  however,  to  advan- 
tage, from  the  toilet  of  classical  erudi- 
tion; enlivened  her  with  metaphors  and 
allusions;  and  sent  her  abroad  in  some 
measure  to  instruct,  and  in  still  greater 
measure  to  entertain,  the  most  miscel- 
laneous, and  even  the  most  fastidious, 
societies.  The  merit  to  which,  as  much 
perhaps  as  to  any,  the  work  stands 
indebted  for  its  reputation,  is  the  enchant- 
ing harmony  of  its  numbers;  a  kind  of 
merit  that  of  itself  is  sufficient  to  give  a 
certain  degree  of  celebrity  to  a  work 
devoid  of  every  other.  So  much  is  man 
governed  by  the  ear.— Bentham,  Jeremy, 
1776,  A  Fragment  on  Government;  being 
an  Examination  af  what  is  Delivered  on 
the  Subject  in  Blackstone's  Commentaries^ 
Preface. 
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I  recommend  the  ''CJommentaries"  of 
Blackstone  as  a  general  book.  The  inten- 
tion of  that  ingenious  writer  was  to  give 
a  comprehensive  outline;  and  when  we 
consider  the  multiplicity  of  doctrine  which 
he  embraced,  the  civil,  the  criminal,  the 
theoretical  and  practical  branches  of  the 
law,  we  must  confess  the  hand  of  a  mas- 
ter. But  in  the  minutiae  he  is  frequently, 
very  frequently,  inaccurate.  He  should, 
therefore,  be  read  with  caution.  The 
student,  in  reading  him,  will  often  require 
explanation  from  him  whose  duty  it  is  to 
instruct.  —  Watkins,  Charles,  1800, 
Principles  of  Conveyancing. 

I  suppose  you  will  now  go  in  earnest  to 
law.  I  do  not  know  much  of  the  matter, 
but  I  suspect  that  a  regular  attendance 
(and  with  attention)  to  the  courts,  is  still 
more  important  than  any  reading  what- 
ever; you,  of  course,  read  Blackstone 
over  and  over  again ;  and  if  so,  pray  tell 
me  whether  you  agree  with  me  in  thinking 
his  style  of  English  the  very  best  among 
our  modem  writers ;  always  easy  and  in- 
telligible; far  more  correct  than  Hume, 
and  less  studied  and  made  up  than  Robert- 
son.—Fox,  Charles  James,  1802,  Letter 
to  John  Bernard  Trotter,  Oct.  28,  Memoirs, 
ed.  Trotter,  p.  318. 

Of  Blackstone's  Commentaries  it  would 
be  presumptuous  in  us  to  attempt  an  eulo- 
gium,  after  Sir  William  Jones  has  pro- 
nounced it  to  be  the  most  beautiful  oidline 
that  was  ever  given  of  any  science. 
Nothing  can  excecMd  the  luminous  arrange- 
ment, the  vast  comprehension,  and,  we  may 
venture  to  add  from  the  best  authorities, 
the  legal  accuracy  of  this  wonderful 
performance,  which,  in  style  and  composi- 
tion, is  distinguished  by  an  imaffected 
grace,  a  majestic  simplicity,  which  can 
only  be  ecclipsed  by  the  splendour  of  its 
higher  qualities. — Hall,  Robert,  1808, 
Miscellaneous  Works,  ed,  Gregory y  p.  449. 

Perhaps  no  professional  writer  has  suf- 
fered more  from  the  zeal  of  injudicious 
admirers  than  Blackstone  in  his  celebrated 
** Commentaries."  They  were  not  de- 
signed for  students  at  law,  but  for  stu- 
dents at  the  University;  they  were  not 
addressed  to  professional,  but  to  unpro- 
fessional, readers.  He  was  not  a  lecturer 
of  an  Inn  of  Court,  but  a  University  pro- 
fessor— not  to  inform  lawyers,  but  to 
render  the  law  intelligible  to  the  unin- 
formed minds  of  beginners.    Addressing 


himself  to  persons  of  this  description, 
like  an  experienced  actor,  he  accommo- 
dated himself  to  the  temper  and  charac- 
ter of  his  audience,  rather  for  effect  than 
with  a  view  to  demonstrate.  Like  the 
gnomon  upon  the  sun-dial,  he  takes  no 
account  of  any  hours  but  the  serene.  A 
man  may  read  Blackstone's  '"Commen- 
taries" from  one  end  to  the  other,  and 
yet  have  no  notion  that  a  proposition  in 
law  is  as  capable  of  being  resolved  and 
demonstrated  as  a  proposition  in  matihe- 
matics.  In  the  rank  of  elementary  com- 
position they  might  forever  have  reposed 
beneath  undisturbed  laurels :  but  he  who 
would  make  them  the  institute  of  his  pro- 
fessional education  imprudently  forces 
them  into  an  element  which  is  not  their 
own,  and  lays  the  foundation  for  those 
perilous  misunderstandings — that  unlaw- 
yer-like,  jejune  smattering,  which  in- 
forms without  enlightening,  and  leaves  its 
deluded  votary  at  once  profoundly  igno- 
rant and  contented. — Rirso,  Frederick, 
1815,  Introduction  to  the  Science  (f  the 
Law. 

Blackstone — a  great  master  of  classical 
and  harmonious  composition,  but  a  feeble 
reasoner,  and  a  confused  thinker. — Mack- 
intosh, Sir  James,  1830,  Dissertatum  on 
the  Progress  of  Ethical  Philosophy. 

Good  authority.  The  *  *  Commentaries' ' 
are  still  quoted,  and  as  frequently  as 
ever  in  the  Courts  of  Law  and  Equity ;  if 
possible,  with  increased  respect  for  the 
value  of  Blackstone's  opinions,  and  of  the 
evidence  which  his  pages  afford,  of  the 
former  state  of  the  law. — Warren,  Sam- 
uel, 1835,  Popular  and  Practical  Intro- 
duction to  Law  Studies. 

When  we  reflect  upon  the  vastness  and 
complication  of  our  legislative  and  execu- 
tive system,  and  the  thousand  elements, 
Roman,  mediaeval,  municipal,  feudal,  and 
parliamentary,  which  combine  to  form 
that  wonderful  compound,  the  British 
constitution,  it  is  impossible  to  express 
too  warmly  the  gratitude  which  not  only 
every  Englishman,  but  every  civilized 
man,  should  feel  towards  Blackstone  for 
having  placed,  in  an  intelligible  and  acces- 
sible form,  the  history  of  what  can  never 
be  devoid  either  of  philosophical  interest, 
or  influence  upon  the  destinies  of  human 
liberty.— Shaw,  Thomas  B..  1847,  Out- 
lines  of  English  Literature,  p.  410. 

I  have  followed  your  advice,  and  I  have 
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read,  or  rather  re-read,  Blackstone.  I 
studied  him  twenty  years  ago.  Each  time 
he  has  made  apon  me  the  same  impres- 
sion. Now,  as  then,  I  have  ventured  to 
consider  him  (if  one  may  say  so  without 
blasphemy)  an  inferior  writer,  without 
liberality  of  mind  or  depth  of  judgment ; 
in  short,  a  commentator  and  a  lawyer, 
not  what  we  understand  by  the  words  jur- 
isconsvUe  and  publiciste.  He  has,  too,  in 
a  degree  which  is  sometimes  amusing, 
a  mania  for  admiring  all  that  was  done  in 
ancient  times,  and  for  attributing  to  them 
all  that  is  good  in  his  own.  I  am  inclined 
to  think  that,  if  he  had  had  to  write,  not 
on  the  institutions,  but  on  the  products 
of  England,  he  would  have  discovered  that 
beer  was  first  made  from  grapes,  and  that 
the  hop  is  the  fruit  of  the  vine — rather  a 
degenerate  product,  it  is  true,  of  the  wis- 
dom of  our  ancestors,  but  as  such  worthy 
of  respect.  It  is  impossible  to  imagine 
an  excess  more  opposite  to  that  of  his 
contemporaries  in  France,  for  whom  it 
was  enough  that  a  thing  was  old  for  it  to 
be  bad. — Tocqueville,  Alexis  de,  1853, 
Correspondence  with  Nassau  William 
Senior^  ed.  Simpson,  vol.  n,  p.  44. 

There  are  men  in  the  prime  of  life  who 
fancy  that  Sir  William  Blackstone  must 
have  been  the  intensest  of  the  Old-World 
**fogie8,"  in  a  state  of  preternatural 
dryness,  and  that  he  was  always  to  be 
found  in  the  same  place,  writing  heavy 
treatises  on  Law,  and  making  intermina- 
ble extracts  from  musty  authors,  dryer, 
if  possible,  than  himself ;  that  he  was  in 
short  a  machine,  which  when  he  died  had 
only  run  down,  and  could  have  been  made 
to  go  for  ever  with  an  occasional  winding. 
This  is  the  absurdest  idea  of  all.  There 
are  men — I  do  not  fear  to  say  it — who 
have  read  every  page  of  Blackstone's 
** Commentaries,"  and  are  now  living. 
They  never  speak  of  the  feat  as  a  thing 
extraordinary,  and  seem  even  to  have 
formed  something  of  an  attachment  for 
their  author,  and  profess  to  admire  his 
style.  These  men  have  never  been 
charged  with  insanity,  and  with  moderate 
care  will  be  certain  to  escape  the  horrors 
of  the  strait-jacket.— Maurice,  Jacques, 
1856,  Blackstone,  Knickerbocker  Magazine, 
vol.  47,  p.  288. 

What  Lyttleton  and  his  crabbed  exposi- 
tor were  to  our  legal  ancestors,  Black- 
stone is  to  modem  students :  and  though 
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some  of  the  more  earnest  or  more  ambi- 
tious of  them  may  seek  honours  by 
endeavouring  to  fathom  the  mysteries  of 
the  "Tenures,"  the  ol  woXXoC  of  the  pro- 
fession are  content  to  earn  an  easy  degree 
by  mastering  the  more  attractive  lessons 
conveyed  in  the  "Commentaries."  So 
popular  have  they  become,  that,  where 
the  study  was  confined  in  former  times  to 
those  who  pursued  it  as  an  avocation,  few 
men  of  rank  or  fortune  now  consider  their 
education  complete  without  gaining  an 
insight  into  the  constitution  of  the  coun- 
try through  Blackstone's  easy  and  perspic- 
uous pages;  and  abridgments  are  even 
introduced  into  schools  for  the  instruction 
of  the  young. — Foss,  Edward,  1864, 
The  Judges  of  England,  vol.  viii,  p.  243. 

He  never  knew  the  civil  law  otherwise 
than  superficially,  and  frequently  states 
it  inaccurately ;  and  even  in  English  law 
his  work  is  not  more  remarkable  for  orig- 
inal research  than  for  the  singular  skill 
which  it  shows  in  making  a  happy  use  of 
the  labours  of  previous  text-writers. — 
Macdonell,  G.  p.,  1886,  Dictionary  of 
National  Biography,  vol.  v,  p.  137. 

1  have  not  hesitated  to  speak  plainly 
of  the  defects  and  limitations  of  Black- 
stone's  works.  ...  I  have  dwelt,  at  what 
may  be  thought  needless  length,  upon  the 
mistake  in  his  definition  of  law,  and  on 
the  relation  between  law  and  rights,  be- 
cause the  most  important  change  in  our 
science  within  the  last  century  seems  to 
me  to  be  that  by  which  we  have  got  rid  of 
the  notion  of  law  as  essentially  a  com- 
mand, obedience  or  disobedience  to  which 
makes  rights  and  wrongs,  and  substituted 
for  it  the  conception  of  human  rights,  and 
duties.  .  .  .  Much  of  the  work  done 
by  the  so-called  school  of  analytical 
jurists  in  England,  I  believe  to  have  been 
in  the  wrong  direction,  leading  farther 
away  from  the  true  sense  of  law,  as  we 
now  understand  it,  than  Blackstone's  own 
view. — Hammond,  Wiluam  G.,  1890,  ed. 
Blackstone's  Commentaries,  Preface,  p.  xix. 

Nowhere,  it  is  said,  has  the  chief  work 
of  Sir  William  Blackstone  been  more 
widely  read  than  in  America.  .  .  . 
Blackstone  was  not  without  his  critics, 
who  remarked  upon  some  disproportion 
in  the  parts  of  his  great  work,  which 
closes  with  a  chapter  on  the  rise,  prog- 
ress and  gradual  improvements  of  the 
laws  of  England,  suggesting  to  Reeves 
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the  utility  of  a  history  of  English  law, 
filled  up  with  some  minuteness  upon  the 
outline  thus  drawn.  Thomas  Jefferson 
questioned  the  wisdom  of  Blackstone's 
plan  of  smoothing  the  path  of  the  student 
of  law.  He  was  also  opposed  to  citing 
English  authorities  after  the  declaration 
of  independence,  and  is  reported  to  have 
said  that  to  exclude  them  would  be  ''to 
uncanonize  Blackstone,  whose  book, 
although  the  most  eloquent  and  best 
digest^  of  our  law  catalogues,  has  been 
perverted  more  than  all  others  to  the  de- 
generacy of  legal  science ;  a  student  finds 
there  is  a  smattering  of  everything,  and 
his  indolence  easily  persuades  him  that  if 
he  understands  that  book  he  is  master  of 
the  whole  body  of  the  law."— Singleton, 
Roy,  1890,  Sir  William  BlacksUme  and 
His  Works,  Magazine  of  American  His- 
toryy  vol.  2Ay  p.  31. 

GENERAL 

An  early  taste  for  literature  has  too 
often  misled  the  student  from  the  ruder 
and  more  rugged  paths  of  his  profession ; 
but  the  taste  and  genius  of  Blackstone 
rendered  his  literary  acquirements  sub- 
servient to  his  professional  success.  .  .  . 
The  acquirements  of  Sir  William  Black- 
stone  as  a  scholar  were,  doubtless,  very 
considerable.  He  had  always  been  in 
the  habit  of  employing  much  of  his  time 
in  reading,  and,  possessing  a  powerful 


memory,  with  a  mind  very  capable  of  ar- 
ranging its  stores,  he  was  remarkable  for 
the  variety  and  extent  of  his  information. 
It  is  to  be  regretted  that  he  never  applied 
himself  to  any  undertaking  of  a  purely 
liierary  nature,  in  which  there  can  be  lit- 
tle doubt  that  he  would  have  been  emi- 
nently successful. — RoscoE,  Henry,  1830, 
Lives  (f  Eminent  British  Lawyer s^  pp.  243, 
256. 

Of  his  "History  of  the  Charters"  it  is 
in  vain  to  attempt  any  abridgment;  for 
such  is  the  precision  of  his  taste,  and 
such  the  importance  of  the  subject,  that 
there  is  not  a  sentence  in  the  composition 
that  is  not  necessary  to  the  whole,  and 
that  should  not  be  perused.  Whatever 
other  works  may  be  read  slightly,  or  omit- 
ted, this  is  one  the  entire  meditation 
of  which  can  in  no  respect  be  dispensed 
with.  The  claims  which  it  has  on  our 
attention  are  of  no  common  nature.  The 
labour  which  this  eminent  lawyer  has 
bestowed  on  the  subject  is  sufficiently 
evident.— Smyth,  William,  1840,  Let- 
lures  on  Modem  History. 

His  copy  of  octosyllabics,  entitled ''The 
Lawyer's  Farewell  to  his  Muse,"  is  one 
of  the  best  minor  poems  of  the  time,  and 
suggests  that  so  skilful  a  versifier  might 
have  taken  his  place  with  the  professional 
lyrists.— GossE,  Edmund,  1888.  A  History 
rf  Eighteenth  Cemtury  Literature^  p.  307. 


Thomas  Hutchinson 

1711-1780 

The  last  royal  governor  of  Massachusetts.  An  historian  of  great  ability  but  whose 
merits  as  such  were  not  recognized  by  his  contemporaries.  His  ''History  of  the  Col- 
ony of  Massachusetts  Bay,"  the  third  and  last  volume  which  was  not  published  till 
nearly  fifty  years  after  his  death,  begins  with  the  year  1628,  and  closes  with  the  year 
1774.  He  published  also  a  ''Collection  of  Original  Papers"  relating  to  the  same  sub- 
ject.— Adams,  Oscar  Fay,  1897,  A  Dictionary  (f  American  Authors,  p.  202. 


PERSONAL 

Fled,  in  his  old  age,  from  the  detestation 
of  a  country,  where  he  had  been  beloved, 
esteemed,  and  admired,  and  applauded 
with  exaggeration — in  short,  where  he 
had  been  everything  from  his  infancy 
— to  a  countiy  where  he  was  noth- 
ing ;  pinched  by  a  pension,  which,  though 
ample  in  Boston,  would  barely  keep  a 
house  in  London ;  throwing  round  his  bale- 
ful eyes  on  the  exiled  companions  of  his 
folly;  hearing  daily  of  the  slaughter  of 
his  countrymen  and  conflagration  of  their 


cities ;  abhorred  by  the  greatest  men  and 
soundest  part  of  the  nation,  and  neglected, 
if  not  despised  by  the  rest,  hardened  as 
had  been  my  heart  against  him,  I  assure 
you  I  was  melted  at  the  accounts  I  heard 
of  his  condition.  Lord  Townsend  told  me 
that  he  put  an  end  to  his  own  life. 
Though  I  did  not  believe  this,  I  know  he 
was  ridiculed  by  the  courtiers.  They 
laughed  at  his  manners  at  the  levee,  at 
his  perpetual  quotation  of  his  brother 
Foster,  searching  his  pockets  for  letters 
to  read  to  the  king,  and  the  king  taming 
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away  from  him  with  his  head  up,  etc. — 
Adams,  John,  1817,  Letter  to  William 
Tudor f  Works,  vol.  x,  p.  261. 

Few  who  sat  upon  the  bench  in  the 
last  century  were  more  deserving  of  com- 
mendation than  Judge  Hutchinson.  His 
character  in  this  capacity  was  irreproach- 
able. His  learning,  even  in  the  science  of 
the  law,  was  highly  respectable,  and, 
when  we  consider  his  early  education,  was 
indeed  remarkable.  He  possessed  great 
clearness  of  thought,  and  excelled  in  that 
most  difficult  property  of  a  good  judge,  a 
clear  and  intelligible  statement  of  the 
case  upon  which  he  was  to  pass.  It  is  a 
traditionary  anecdote  that,  after  listening 
to  the  charges  given  his  associates,  juries 
were  in  the  habit  of  remarking  when 
Hutchinson  rose  to  address  them,  ''Now 
we  shall  have  something  which  we  can 
understand."  ....  In  his  official  char- 
acter he  had  great  readiness  and  capacity 
for  business,  and  was  faithful  and  labo- 
rious in  the  performance  of  his  duties.  He 
was  a  fluent  and  graceful  speaker,  a  vigor- 
ous writer,  and  a  respectable  scholar.  .  .  . 
Had  he  lived  at  almost  any  other  period  of 
our  history,  with  the  same  industry  and 
application  of  his  powers,  his  fame  would 
have  survived  as  that  of  an  useful,  honor- 
able, and  honored  man. — Washburn, 
Emory,  18^,  Sketches  <f  Jvdidal  History 
of  Massaehusdts,  pp.  304,  305. 

No  servant  of  the  Crown  ever  received 
more  slander,  personal  abuse,  and  misrep- 
resentation, than  Thomas  Hutchinson  in 
Massachusetts,  and  yet  his  descendants  have 
allowed  a  whole  century  to  elapse  without 
making  an  effort  to  defend  his  character. 
Time  will  show  that  it  did  not  need  defend- 
ing, and  the  delay  is  an  advantage  to  all 
parties,  for  we  can  now  examine  the  situ- 
ation calmly  and  dispassionately,  which  it 
was  impossible  to  do  during  the  prevalence 
of  political  excitement.  We  would  wish, 
therefore,  to  speak  without  offence,  and 
endeavour  to  re-unite  in  the  bonds  of 
friendship  those  ties  which  were  unfor- 
tunately loosened  at  the  time  of  the  dis- 
pute. —  Hutchinson,  Peter  Orlando, 
1883,  ed..  The  Diary  and  Letters  (f  Thomas 
Hutchinson,  Prrface,  p.  iii. 

Few  Americans  of  the  Revolutionary 
period  have  had  a  more  lasting  renown 
than  Thomas  Hutchinson,  and  few  have  been 
more  leniently  judged  on  a  second  hear- 
ing.    Abused  for  his  virtues,  condenmed 


in  his  absence,  feared,  hated,  and  ma- 
ligned to  a  degree  which  now  seems 
absurd,  the  lapse  of  a  century  has  left  his 
fellow  Bostonians  ready  to  see  and  acknowl- 
edge the  really  attractive  side  of  his  charac- 
ter. .  .  One  can  almost  affirm  that  he 
was  a  loyalist  by  stress  of  reason  rather 
than  by  conviction  or  sympathy.  His  soul 
yearned  for  his  native  land,  his  best 
wishes  were  for  his  countrymen,  he  felt 
himself  an  alien  in  the  England  which 
swallowed  him.  But  the  conviction  of  the 
absolute  correctness  of  his  position  in 
regard  to  the  logical  supremacy  of  Par- 
liament paralyzed  every  movement  of  his 
heart  or  of  his  intellect. — ^Whitmore,  W. 
H.,  1884,  TTiomas  Hutchinson,  The  Nation, 
vol.  38,  pp.  298-299. 

Hutchinson's  good  breeding  and  high 
character  made  him  popular  in  society, 
where  he  made  the  acquaintance  of  Gibbon 
and  General  Paoli,  and  he  paid  frequent 
visits  to  court ;  but  as  a  consistent  Calvin- 
ist,  he  regarded  Garrick  and  playgoing 
with  only  qualified  approval.  He  was  also 
engaged  in  writing  the  third  volume  of 
his  ** History,"  covering  the  period  "from 
1749  to  1774,  and  comprising  a  detailed 
narrative  of  the  origin  and  early  stages  of 
the  American  revolution" ;  but  it  was  not 
published  until  1828,  when  his  grandson, 
the  Rev.  John  Hutchinson,  edited  it. 
He  was  created  D.  C.  L.  at  Oxford,  in 
1776.  During  the  last  years  of  his  life  he 
bore  with  fortitude  the  loss  of  his  property 
and  the  ingratitude  of  his  countrymen; 
but  the  death  of  his  daughter  Peggy, 
followed  by  that  of  his  son  Billy,  broke 
him  down,  and  he  died  on  3  June,  1780. 
He  was  buried  at  Croydon. —  Sanders, 
Lloyd  C,  1891,  Dictumary  of  National 
Biography,  vol.  xxvni,  p.  345. 

He  was  buried  at  Croydon  on  the  9th  of 
June.  It  would  scarcely  be  possible  for  a 
human  life  to  close  among  circumstances 
of  deeper  gloom.  He  and  his  children, 
to  be  sure,  were  not  in  want ;  his  balance 
at  his  banker's  was  £6387  15s  3d.  In 
every  other  way  utter  wreck  had  over- 
taken his  family  and  himself.  His  daugh- 
ters and  his  youngest  son,  dispirited, 
dropped  prematurely  at  the  same  time 
with  him  into  the  grave.  The  prospects 
of  the  elder  sons  seemed  quite  blasted. 
In  daily  contact  with  him,  a  company  of 
Loyalist  exiles,  once  men  of  position  and 
substance,  now  discredited  and  disheartened. 
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were  in  danger  of  starvation.  The  country 
he  had  loved  had  nothing  for  him  but 
contumely.  To  a  man  like  Hutchinson 
public  calamity  would  cause  a  deeper  pang 
than  private  sorrows.  No  more  threaten- 
ing hour  for  England  has  probably  ever 
struck  than  the  hour  when  the  soul  of  this 
man  passed.  It  was  becoming  apparent 
that  America  was  lost,  a  rending  which 
easily  might  be  fatal  to  the  empire,  and 
which  her  hereditary  enemies  were  hasten- 
ing to  make  the  most  of.  To  America 
herself  the  rending  seemed  to  many  cer- 
tain to  be  fatal.  While  the  members 
were  thus  being  torn  away,  destruction 
seemed  to  impend  at  the  heart.  At  the 
moment  of  the  death,  London  was  at  the 
mercy  of  the  mob  in  the  Gordon  riots. 
The  city  was  on  fire  in  many  places;  a 
drunken  multitude  murdered  right  and 
left,  laying  hands  even  upon  the  noblest  of 
the  land.  Mansfield,  because  he  had  rec- 
ommended to  the  mercy  of  a  jury  a  priest 
arrested  for  celebrating  mass,  saved  his 
life  with  difficulty,  his  house  with  all  his 
possessions  going  up  in  conflagration.  The 
exile's  funeral  passed  on  its  way  through 
smoke  and  uproar  that  might  easily  have 
been  regarded  as  the  final  crash  of  the 
social  structure.  No  one  foresaw  then 
what  was  immediately  to  come;  that 
England  was  to  make  good  her  loss  twice 
over;  that  America  was  to  become  the 
moBt  powerful  of  nations ;  that  the  London 
disorders  were  on  the  surface  merely  and 
only  transient.  In  Hutchinson's  latest 
consciousness,  every  person,  every  spot, 
every  institution  dear  to  his  heart,  must 
have  seemed  to  be  overwhelmed  in  catas- 
trophe. Such  was  the  end  of  a  life 
thoroughly  dutiful  and  honorable! — Hos- 
MER,  James  K.,  1896,  The  Life  qf  Thomas 
HiUchinsoTiy  p.  348. 

GENERAL 

Hutchinson,  whose  writing  is  more 
worthy  of  the  dignified  title  of  history 
than  any  other  American  composition  dur- 
ing our  colonial  state. — Savage,  Richard, 
1816,  HubbarcTs  History  qf  New  England^ 
North  American  Review^  vol.  2,  p.  223. 

The  only  monument  of  his  mind  is  his 
** History  of  Massachusetts,"  written  with 
lively  inquisitiveness  and  a  lawyer-like 
criticism ;  though  without  a  glimpse  of  the 
great  truths  which  were  the  mighty  causes 
of  the  revolutions  he  describes.  He  was 
philosophic,  if  to  know  somewhat  of  the 


selfish  principles  in  man  be  philosophy; 
otherwise  he  was  blind,  except  to  facts.  — 
Bancroft,  George,  1838,  Documentary 
History  rfthe  Revolviion,  North  American 
Review,  vd.  46,  p.  477. 

His  "History  of  the  Province  of  Mas- 
sachusetts Bay,"  which,  in  its  completed 
form,  brings  the  story  down  to  the  very 
year  of  the  author's  exit  from  the  colony, 
may  fairly  be  called  a  praiseworthy  pro- 
duction, even  from  the  literary  standpoint. 
One  old  book  may  be  valuable  as  an  origi- 
nal authority,  another  may  be  prized  for 
its  quaintness  of  autobiographical  detail 
or  social  chronicle.  Hutchinson's  work 
offers  something  more  than  this,  and 
deserves  some  credit  for  its  literary  style. 
Notwithstanding  the  marked  political 
opinions  of  the  author,  one  feels  a  confi- 
dence in  his  statements 'greater  than  that 
reposed  in  the  writings  of  the  professional 
moralist  Cotton  Matl^r.  Naturally,  Hutch- 
inson never  attained  a  tithe  of  the  pop- 
ularity enjoyed  by  Increase  and  Cotton 
Mather  in  their  capacity  of  historians; 
politics  had  crowded  literature  to  the  wall, 
and  Hutchinson  was  not  the  man  to  get  an 
impartial  hearing  in  his  lifetime.  But  it 
is  now  apparent  that  he  possessed  an 
ability  shared  but  never  fully  displayed  by 
Thomas  Prince:  that  of  accumulating, 
studying,  and  assimilating  historical  ma- 
terials, and  placing  them  ^f  ore  the  reader 
in  an  orderly  and  intelligible  form.  It  is 
this  ability  that  makes  the  historian ;  and 
in  the  maturity  and  thoroughness  of 
Hutchinson's  work  we  find  the  beginning 
of  the  second  and  principal  period  of  his- 
torical literature  in  America.  More  than 
this  one  cannot  claim;  to  say  less  than 
this  would  be  injustice.  In  Hutchinson's 
diary  and  miscellaneous  papers  are  some- 
times to  be  found  a  loftiness  of  thought 
and  a  transparency  of  diction  which  are 
similar  to  the  good  literary  qualities  of 
the  "History." — Richardson,  Carles 
F.,  1887,  Amjerican  Literature,  1607- 
1885,  vd.  I,  p.  448. 

Governor  Hutchinson  was  fortunate  in 
respect  to  materials  for  his  work,  having 
access  to  many  documents  and  sources  of 
information  long  since  lost  From  the^ 
he  compiled,  with  excellent  judgment  and 
rare  scholarship,  a  work  which  will  always 
be  regarded  as  the  highest  authority.-- 
Pattee,  Fred  Lewis,  1896,  A  History  cf 
American  Literature,  p.  52. 
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That  in  these  volumes  Hutchinson  has 
illustrated  the  fundamental  virtues  of  an 
historian,  and  that  he  deserves  to  be 
ranked  as,  upon  the  whole,  the  ablest  his- 
torical writer  produced  in  America  prior 
to  the  nineteenth  century,  are  conclusions 
as  to  which  there  is  now  substantial  agree- 
ment among  scholars.  ...  A  great 
historian,  Hutchinson  certainly  was  not, 
and,  under  the  most  favorable  outward  con- 
ditions, could  not  have  been.  He  had  the 
fundamental  virtues  of  a  great  historian — 
love  of  truth,  love  of  justice,  diligence, 
the  ability  to  master  details  and  to  narrate 
them  with  accuracy.  Even  in  the  exer- 
cise of  those  fund^ental  virtues,  how- 
ever, no  historian  in  Hutchinson's  circum- 
stances could  fail  to  be  hampered  by  the 
enormous  preoccupations  of  official  busi- 
ness, or  to  have  his  judgment  warped  and 
colored  by  the  pre-possessions  of  his  own 
political  career.  While  Hutchinson  was, 
indeed,  a  miracle  of  industry,  it  was  only  a 
small  part  of  his  industry  that  he  was  free 
to  devote  to  historical  research.  How- 
ever sincere  may  have  been  his  purpose  to 


tell  the  truth  and  to  be  fair  to  all,  the 
literary  product  of  such  research  was  in- 
evitably weakened,  as  can  now  be  abun- 
dantly shewn,  by  many  serious  oversights 
and  by  many  glaring  misrepreseptations, 
apparently  through  his  failure  to  make  a 
thorough  use  of  the  important  sources  of 
information  then  accessible  to  him,  such 
as  colonial  pamphlets,  colonial  newspapers, 
the  manuscripts  of  his  own  ancestors  and 
of  the  Mathers,  and  especially  the  general 
court  records  of  the  province  in  which  he 
played  so  great  a  part.  As  to  the  rarer 
intellectual  and  spiritual  endowments  of  a 
great  historian,  — breadth  of  vision,  breadth 
of  sympathy,  the  historic  imagination,  and 
the  power  of  style, — these  Hutchinson 
almost  entirely  lacked.  That  he  had  not 
the  gift  of  historical  divination,  the  vis- 
ion and  the  faculty  divine  to  see  the  in- 
ward meaning  of  men  and  of  events,  and 
to  express  the  meaning  in  gracious,  noble, 
and  fascinating  speech — Hutchinson  was 
himself  partly  conscious. — ^Tyler,  Moses 
CoiT,  1897,  The  Literary  History  (f  the 
American  RevohUion,  1763-1783,  vol,  ii. 


James  Harris 

1709-1780 

Bom  at  Salisbury,  studied  at  Wadham,  Oxford,  and  Lincoln's  Inn.  On  his  father's 
death  (1733)  left  master  of  an  ample  fortune,  he  devoted  himself  to  the  classics,  but 
in  1761  entered  parliament,  and  in  1763  became  a  Lord  of  the  Admiralty  and  of  the 
Treasury,  in  1764  secretary  and  comptroller  to  Queen  Charlotte.  In  1774  he  published 
**Art  and  Happiness;"  in  1751  ** Hermes,"  an  inquiry  into  universal  grammar.  See 
his  works  edited  in  1801-3  with  a  Memoir  by  his  son,  the  diplomatist,  James,  first 
Earl  of  Malmesbury  (1746-1820).— Patrick  and  Groome,  eda.,  1897,  CMwber^B 
Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  465. 


GENERAL 

His  profound  knowledge  of  Greek,  which 
he  applied  more  successfully,  perhaps, 
than  any  modem  writer  has  done,  to  the 
study  and  explanation  of  ancient  philoso- 
phy, arose  from  an  early  and  intimate 
acquaintance  with  the  excellent  poets  and 
historians  in  that  language.  .  .  •  The 
deep  sense  of  moral  and  religious  obliga- 
tion which  was  habitual  to  him,  and  those 
benevolent  feelings  which  were  so  great  a 
happiness  to  his  family  and  friends,  had 
the  same  powerful  influence  over  his  public 
as  his  private  life. — Malmesbury,  Earl, 
1801,  ed.  Works,  Memoirs  qf  the  Life  and 
Character  of  the  Avthor,  vol.  i,  pp.  xxix, 

XXXV. 

We  ought  not  either  to  admit  the  men- 
tion of  Mr.  James  Harris,  the  learned  and 


accomplished  author  of  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  specimens  of  metaphysical  analy- 
sis of  the  theory  of  Language,  which  exist 
in  our  language — I  mean  the  work  entitled 
•'Hermes.'*— MORELL,  J.  D.,  1846-47,  An 
Historical  and  Critical  View  (f  Speculative 
Philosophy  qf  Europe  in  the  Nineteenth 
Century,  p.  144. 

Mr.  Harris  had  long  left  the  University 
of  Oxford  before  he  began  even  to  read 
Aristotle,  or  to  inquire  into  the  Greek 
philosophy ;  and  he  was  led  to  the  consid- 
eration  of  anivei^  grammar  by  no  book 
of  the  academical  cycle,  either  then  or 
since,  but  by  the  "Minerva"  of  Sanctius. 
That  Mr.  Harris  was  a  tardy  student  of 
philosophy,  is  shown,  perhaps,  in  his  want 
of  self-reliance,  in  his  prejudice  in  favor 
of  authority — at  least  of  ancient  authority. 
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But  traih  is  not  the  property  of  the  old  or 
of  the  new;  "nondum  occupata,"  it  fre- 
quently belongs  to  neither. — Hamilton, 
Sir  William,  1853,  Chford  as  it  Might  Be, 
Discussions  on  Philosophy  and  Literature. 
The  definitions  of  Harris  are  considered 
arbitrary,  and  often  unnecessary,  and  his 
rules  are  complicated;  but  his  profound 
acquaintance  with  Greek  literature,  and 
his  general  learning,  supplying  numerous 
illustrations,  enabled  him  to  produce  a 
curious  and  valuable  publication.     Every 


writer  on  the  history  and  philosophy  of 
grammar  must  consult  ''Hermes."  Un- 
fortunately the  study  of  the  ancient  dia- 
lects of  the  northern  nations  was  little 
prevalent  at  the  time  of  Mr.  Harris^  and 
to  this  cause — as  was  the  case  also  with 
many  of  the  etymological  distinctions  in 
Johnson's  Dictionary — must  be  attributed 
some  of  his  errors  and  the  imperfection  of 
his  plan.  —  Chambers,  Robert,  1876, 
Oydopoedia  qf  English  Literature^  ed.  Car- 
ruthers. 


mchaxd  Challoner 

1691-1781 

Bom  at  Lewes,  Sussex,  Sept.  29,  1691 :  died  at  London,  Jan.  12,  1781.  An  Eng- 
lish Roman  Catholic  Divine,  made  bishop  of  Debra  in  1740,  and  vicar  apostolic  of  Lon- 
don in  1758.  He  was  educated  at  the  English  College  at  Douai,  and  was  professor  of 
philosophy  there  1713-20,  and  vice-president  and  professor  of  divinity  1720-30,  re- 
turning to  London  in  the  latter  year.  He  published  a  large  number  of  polemical  and 
theological  works,  including  ''The  Rheims  New  Testament  and  the  Douay  Bible, 
with  Annotations''  (1749-50).  His  version  of  the  Douay  Bible  is  substantially  that 
since  used  by  English-speaking  Catholics.— Smith,  Benjamin  E.,  ed.,  1894-97,  TTie  Cen- 
tury Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  232. 


GENERAL 

Challoner  published  an  English  bible, 
being  in  some  sense  a  new  version,  and 
differing  considerably  in  its  diction  from 
that  of  the  Rheims-Douay.  Dr.  Chal- 
loner's  version  has  been  followed  more 
than  others  by  English-speaking  Catholics 
since  his  day,  and  his  influence  upon  the 
language  of  religion  and  devotion  among 
Catholics  has  been  accordingly  very  great. 
His  influence  in  this  respect  has  been  still 
further  increased  by  the  great  and  contin- 
ued popularity  of  his  books  on  practical 
religion,  such  as  ''The  Catholic  Christian 
Instructed,"  '* Meditations,"  and  other 
devotional  works,  some  of  which  have 
been  circulated  by  millions.  So  familiar, 
indeed,  is  the  language  of  Challoner  to 
Catholic  Christians  generally,  that  when- 
ever, in  any  diocese,  the  question  arises 
as  to  which  English  version  of  the  Vulgate 
shall  be  authorized  for  use  in  that  diocese, 
the  preference  is  given  to  Challoner's, 
rather  than  to  the  Rheims-Douay,  notwith- 
standing the  traditional  veneration  to 
which  the  latter  is  held.  This  was  the 
decision  of  the  late  Cardinal  Wiseman, 
and  has  been  that  of  most  English-speak- 
ing Bishops  of  the  Catholic  Church  for 
the  last  hundred  years.  ...  Dr. 
Challoner  writes  with  great  vigor  and 


freshness  of  thought,  and  in  a  style  re- 
markable for  its  sparkling  clearness  and 
the  purity  of  his  English.  — Hart,  John 
S.,  1872,  A  Manual  ^English  Literature, 
pp.  322,  323. 

In  history,  we  are  indebted  to  Dr.  Chal- 
loner for  the  valuable  '"Memoirs  of  Mis- 
sionary Priests  and  other  Catholics  that 
have  Suffered  Death  in  England  on  Reli- 
gious Accounts,  from  the  Year  1577  to 
1684."  He  gives  us  an  account  of  180 
martyrs  who  suffered  during  the  reign  of 
Elizabeth  alone.  The  '"Memoirs"  are  a 
monument  of  the  accuracy,  research,  and 
moderation  of  their  author.  The  style, 
suited  to  this  kind  of  narrative,  is  simple 
and  concise.  Another  important  work  of 
Dr.  Challoner  is  his  revision  of  the 
Rheims-Douay  Bible,  in  which  he  substi- 
tuted modern  for  antiquated  terms.  His 
revision  is  generally  used  by  Catholics, 
but  the  admirers  of  the  old  Anglo-Saxon 
would  willingly  return  to  the  earlier  ver- 
sion.—Jenkins,  0.  L.,  1876,  The  Student t 
Handbook  cf  British  and  American  LUer- 
ature,  p,  273. 

One  of  the  most  learned  and  best  known 
English  Catholic  writers  of  the  eighteenth 
century.— Murray,  John  O'Kane,  1877- 
84,  Lessons  in  English  Literature^  p.  217. 

Challoner  inaugurated  a  new  era  in 
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English  catholic  literature,  and  many  of  his 
publications  are  to  this  day  regarded  by 
his  co-religionists  as  standard  works  of 


doctrine  or  devotion. — Cooper,  Thomp- 
son, 1887,  Dictionary  of  NatiaruU  Biog- 
raphy^  vol.  IX,  p,  442. 


Henry  Home 

Lord  Karnes 

1696-1782 

Scottish  philosopher,  born  at  Karnes  in  Berwickshire,  was  called  to  the  bar  in  1723, 
and  raised  to  the  bench  as  Lord  Karnes  in  1752.  Besides  books  on  Scots  law,  he  pub- 
lished **Essays  on  Morality"  (1751),  **  An  Introduction  to  the  Art  of  Thinking"  (1761), 
**  Elements  of  Criticism"  (his  best-known  work,  1762),  and  **  Sketches  of  the  History 
of  Man"  (1774). — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.^  1897,  Chamber s^b  Biographical  Diction' 
ary^  p.  546. 


PERSONAL 

Lord  Karnes  and  Mrs.  Drummond,  his 
wife,  came  from  Edinburgh,  which  is  an 
hundred  miles  from  Denton,  on  purpose 
to  spend  a  few  days  with  me.  His  lord- 
ship is  a  prodigy.  At  eighty-three  he  is 
as  gay  and  as  nimble  as  he  was  at  twenty- 
five.  His  sight,  hearing,  and  memory 
perfect.  He  has  a  great  deal  of  knowl- 
edge and  a  lively  imagination,  and  is  a 
most  entertaining  companion.  I  have 
promised  to  return  his  visit  two  years 
hence.  1  think  as  he  has  not  grown  old 
in  the  space  of  eighty-three  years,  two 
years  more  cannot  have  much  effect.  If 
it  should  abate  a  little  of  his  vivacity,  he 
would  still  have  enough  left. — ^Montagu, 
Elizabeth,  1778,  A  Lady  cf  the  Last 
Century^  ed.  Doran,  p.  246. 

He  received  from  nature  an  extraor- 
dinary activity  of  mind,  to  which  his  mul- 
tiplied occupations  allowed  no  remission, 
even  in  his  advanced  age ;  we  find  him  as 
indefatigable  in  his  eightieth  year,  as  in 
the  most  vigorous  and  ambitious  season  of 
his  life.  The  versatility  of  his  talents 
were  accompanied  by  a  strength  and  acute- 
ness,  which  penetrated  to  the  essence  of 
the  subjects  to  which  they  were  applied. 
The  intentions  with  which  he  prosecuted 
such  a  wide  diversity  of  studies,  appear 
often  excellent ;  very  few  men  so  ingen- 
ious, so  speculative,  so  systematic,  and 
occasionally  so  fanciful,  have  kept  prac- 
tical utility  so  generally  in  view.  The 
great  influence  which  he  exerted  over  some 
of  the  younger  philosophers  of  the  time, 
several  of  the  most  distinguished  of  whom 
were  proud  to  acknowledge  themselves  his 
pupils,  was  employed  to  determine  their 
speculations  to  useful  purposes.  His  con- 
duct in  the  office  of  jddge  appears  to 
have  impressed  every  impartial  man  that 


witnessed  it,  with  an  invariable  opinion  of 
his  talents  and  integrity.  As  a  domestic 
and  social  man,  his  character  was  that  of 
frankness,  good  humour,  and  extreme 
vivacity.  His  prompt  intelligence  contin- 
ually played  around  him,  and  threw  its 
rays  on  every  subject  that  even  casualty 
could  introduce  into  conversation. — Fos- 
ter, John,  1807,  On  Memoir- Writing, 
Critical  Essays,  ed.  Ryland,  vol,  I,  p.  64. 

Lord  Kames  was  in  his  person  extremely 
tall,  and  of  a  thin  and  slender  make.  In 
his  latter  years,  he  had  a  considerable 
stoop  in  his  gait ;  but  when  in  the  vigour 
of  life,  and  particularly  when  in  his  dress 
of  a  barrister,  his  appearance  is  said  to 
have  been  uncommonly  becoming.  His 
countenance,  though  not  handsome,  was 
animated  and  intelligent,  and  was  strongly 
marked  by  that  benignity  of  disposition 
which  was  a  prominent  feature  of  his  mind. 
In  ordinary  discourse,  his  accent  and  pro- 
nunciation were  like  those  of  the  better 
educated  of  his  countrymen  of  the  last  age. 
The  tone  was  not  displeasing  from  its  vul- 
garity; and  though  the  idiom,  and  fre- 
quently the  phrases,  were  peculiar  to  the 
Scottish  dialect,  his  language  was  univer- 
sally intelligible.  ...  A  strong  fea- 
ture of  Lord  Karnes's  disposition,  was  an 
artless  simplicity  and  ingenuity,  which  led 
him  at  all  times  to  express  without  reserve 
both  his  feelings  and  his  opinions.  This 
propensity  gave  frequently  an  appearance 
of  bluntness  of  manner,  which  was  apt  to 
impress  a  stranger  unfavourably,  as  erring 
against  those  lesser  proprieties  of  behav- 
iour, so  necessary  in  the  commerce  of  the 
world.  But  this  impression  was  momen- 
tary ;  the  same  frankness  of  nature  dis- 
played at  once  both  the  defect  and  its 
cause:  it  laid  open  the  integrity  of  his 
character,  and  that  perfect  candour,  which 
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judging  always  most  favourably  of  others, 
was  unconscious  of  harbouring  a  thought 
which  required  concealment  or  disguise. 
— ^Tytler,  Alexander  Fraser,  1814, 
Memoirs  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  Henry 
Home  if  Karnes,  vol.  II,  pp.  329,  331. 

Sceptical  as  we  may  well  be  of  any  high 
estimate  of  his  mental  calibre,  he  was  a 
characteristic  figure  in  his  day,  and  accen- 
tuates many  of  its  traits  by  exaggera- 
tion and  by  travesty.  He  represented  all 
the  indomitable  energy  of  the  race,  and 
its  persevering  struggle  against  odds. 
When  he  attained  to  the  dignity  of  the 
Bench,  the  long  tension  brought  a  reac- 
tion, and  he  turned  with  zest  to  the  pur- 
suits of  what  he  deemed  elegant  literature 
and  lofty  speculation,  undeterred  by  any 
consciousness  of  the  limitations  of  his  early 
training.  ...  As  was  often  the  case 
with  his  countrymen,  he  relieved  the  long 
restraint  of  toil  by  indulgence  in  antics 
that  frequently  fell  to  the  ridiculous,  and 
cultivated  with  assiduity  the  reputation 
of  a  wit,  which  degenerated  not  rarely 
into  the  indecency  of  the  buffoon,  and 
suffered  the  restraints  neither  of  dignity 
nor  of  good  taste.  ...  He  was  not  a 
great  lawyer ;  he  was  in  no  sense  a  philos- 
opher ;  his  literary  taste  was  frequently 
perverse;  his  political  speculations  were 
whimsical  and  often  absurd ;  his  wit  had 
often  much  of  boyish  mischief,  asserting 
itself  against  the  restraints  of  authority, 
and  never  rose  to  the  serenity  of  humour. 
But  in  his  indomitable  energy,  in  his  in- 
dustry, in  his  freedom  from  timidity  or 
any  bashfulness  bred  of  his  own  defects, 
he  was  characteristic  of  his  age. — Craik, 
Sir  Henry,  1901,  A  Century  of  Scottish 
History,  vol.  n,  pp.  195,  196. 

GENERAL 

In  my  passage  to  America,  I  read  your 
excellent  work,  the  **  Elements  of  Criti- 
cism," in  which  I  found  great  entertain- 
ment: much  to  admire,  and  nothing  to 
reprove.  I  only  wish  you  had  examined 
more  fully  the  subject  of  Music,  and 
demonstrated,  that  the  pleasure  which 
artists  feel  in  hearing  much  of  that  com- 
posed in  the  modern  taste,  is  not  the 
natural  pleasure  arising  from  melody  or 
harmony  of  sounds,  but  of  the  same  kind 
with  the  pleasure  we  feel  on  seeing  the 
surprising  feats  of  tumblers  and  rope-dan- 
cers, who  execute  difficult  things. — Frank- 
lin, P>enjamin,  1765,  Letter  to  Lord  Karnes. 


Among  Mr.  Hume's  numerous  disciples, 
I  do  not  know  one  who  ever  read  his 
' '  Treatise  on  Human  Nature. ' '  In  order, 
therefore,  to  be  read,  you  must  not  be 
satisfied  with  reasoning  with  justness  and 
perspicuity ;  you  must  write  with  pathos, 
with  elegance,  with  spirit,  and  endeavour 
to  warm  the  imagination,  and  touch  the 
heart  of  those  who  are  deaf  to  the  voice 
of  reason.  .  .  .  What  has  made  Lord 
E^ames's  ^'Elements  of  Criticism"  so  popu- 
lar in  England,  is  his  numerous  illustra- 
tions and  quotations  from  Shakespeare. 
If  his  book  had  wanted  these  illustrations, 
or  if  they  had  been  taken  from  ancient  or 
foreign  authors,  it  would  not  have  been  so 
generally  read  in  England. — Gregory, 
John,  1768,  Letter  to  Dr.  Beaitie,  Beatti^s 
Life  by  Forbes,  vol.  i,  p.  141. 

He  had  too  much  liberality  of  mind  not 
to  allow  to  others  the  same  liberty  in  judg- 
ing which  he  claimed  to  himself.  It  is 
difficult  to  say,  whether  that  worthy  man 
was  more  eminent  in  active  life  or  in  spec- 
ulation. Very  rare  surely  have  been  the 
instances  where  the  talents  for  both  were 
united  in  so  eminent  a  degree.  His  gen- 
ius and  industry,  in  many  different 
branches  of  literature,  will,  by  his  works, 
be  known  to  posterity.  His  private  vir- 
tues and  public  spirit,  his  assiduity 
through  a  long  and  laborious  life  in  many 
honourable  public  offices  with  which  he 
was  entrusted,  and  his  zeal  to  encourage 
and  promote  every  thing  that  tended  to 
the  improvement  of  his  country,  in  laws, 
literature,  commerce,  manufactures,  and 
agriculture,  are  best  known  to  his  friends 
and  contemporaries.  —  Reid,  Thomas, 
1785,  Essays  on  the  Intelleetual  Powers 
qfMan,  Dedication. 

The  '*  Historical  Law  Tracts"  of  Lord 
Kames  are  conducted  upon  a  very  judicious 
system  of  investigating  the  natural  prin- 
ciples of  some  of  the  most  important 
objects  of  judicial  science,  and  tracing 
the  application  of  them  in  the  Laws  of 
Rome,  of  Scotland,  and  of  England;  but 
a  comparison  between  the  Laws  of  Scot- 
land and  England,  conducted,  I  think,  with 
great  fairness,  is  apparently  the  leading 
object  of  the  undertaking. — Evans,  Wil- 
liam David,  1806,  PoSiier  on  Law  <f 
Obligations,  Introductum. 

The  "Elements  of  Criticism,"  consid- 
ered as  the  first  systematical  attempt  to 
investigate  the  metaphysical  principles'of 
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the  fine  arts,  possesses,  in  spite  of  its 
numerous  defects  both  in  point  of  taste 
and  philosophy,  infinite  merits,  and  will 
ever  be  regarded  as  a  literary  wonder  by 
those  who  know  how  small  a  portion  of 
his  time  it  was  possible  for  the  author  to 
allot  to  the  composition  of  it,  amidst  the 
imperious  and  multifarious  duties  of  a 
most  active  and  useful  life. — Stewart, 
DuGALD,  1815-21,  First  Preliminary 
Dissertation  to  Eneyelopcedia  Britannica, 

His  works  are  generally  all  an  awkward 
compound  of  ingenuity  and  absurdity,  and 
in  this  volume  ['' Essays  on  the  Principles 
of  Morality"]  the  latter  quality,  it 
appears  to  me,  considerably  preponder- 
ates. It  is  metaphysical — upon  Belief, 
Identity,  Necessity,  etc.  I  devoutly  wish 
that  no  friend  of  mine  may  ever  come  to 
study  it,  unless  he  wish  to  learn, 
"To  weave  fine  oobwebs,  fit  for  skoll 
That's  empty,  when  the  moon  is  fnlL" 

— Carlyle,  Thomas,  1815,  Letter,  Aug. 
22 ;  Life  by  Conway,  p,  162. 

His  diction  is  tolerably  copious,  and  his 
turns  of  expression  often  have  something 
of  the  crisp  ingenuity  of  Hume's,  but  his 
sentences  are  not  very  skilfully  put  to- 
gether; his  style  wants  flow.  Curiously 
enough,  his  analysis  of  the  mechanical 
artifices  of  sentence-making  is  one  of  the 
most  substantial  parts  of  his  "Elements;" 


it  supplied  both  Campbell  and  Blair  with 
all  that  they  have  to  say  on  sentence- 
mechanism,  and  contains  some  ingenuities 
that  they  did  not  see  fit  to  adopt. — 
MiNTO,  William,  1872-80,  Manual  of 
English  Prose  Literature,  p.  475. 

In  the  present  day,  if  Lord  Kames  is 
read  at  all,  it  is  for  his  ingenious  and 
acute  speculation  into  the  sources  of 
SBsthetic  pleasure.  — GossE,  Edmund,  1888, 
A  History  rf  EighUerdk  Century  LUera- 
tare,  p.  281. 

Kames  was  an  ingenious  and  voluminous 
writer,  with  a  considerable  knowledge  of 
law  and  a  great  taste  for  metaphysics. 
His  style,  however,  is  crabbed  and  want- 
ing in  variety,  while  his  learning  is  fre- 
quently superficial  and  inaccurate. — 
Barker,  G.  F.  Russell,  1891,  Diction- 
ary of  National  Biography,  vol,  xxvii, 
p.  232. 

Lord  Kames  was  a  man  whose  words 
have  been  voiceless  to  any  generation  be- 
yond his  own.  Even  by  his  own  friends 
his  speculations  can  hardly  have  carried 
real  weight,  however  indulgently  they 
were  treated  as  the  efforts — earnest 
enough  in  their  way — of  an  acute  and  in- 
genious, but  ill-trained  and  ill-balanced 
intellect.— Craik,  Sir  Henry,  1901,  A 
Century  of  Scottish  History,  vol,  u,  p,  194. 


Henry  Brooke 

17037-1783 

Henry  Brooke,  dramatist  and  novelist,  was  born  in  1708,  at  Rantavan,  County 
Cavan,  the  son  of  a  wealthy  clergyman.  In  1720  he  entered  Trinity  College,  Dublin ; 
in  1724  went  to  study  law  in  London,  where  he  became  the  chosen  friend  of  Pope  and 
Lyttelton ;  in  1728  married  his  cousin  and  ward,  a  girl  of  fifteen ;  in  1740  returned  in 
ill  health  to  Rantavan,  and  in  1745  was  made  barrackmaster  of  MuUingar,  a  post  worth 
£400  a  year.  He  died  in  Dublin,  10  October,  1783.  His  poem,  ** Universal  Beauty'' 
(1735),  is  supposed  to  have  suggested  Erasmus  Darwin's  "Botanic  Garden."  **Gus- 
tavusVasa"  (1739),  the  acting  of  which  was  prohibited  at  Drury  Lane,  was  after- 
wards produced  in  Dublin  as  the  '^Patriot.**  The  sonorous  eloquence  of  his  plays  has 
not  saved  them  from  oblivion ;  and  his  novel,  "The  Fool  of  Quality"  (5  vols.  1766), 
is  the  sole  survivor  of  his  numerous  works. — Patrick  and  Groome,  eds.,  1897, 
Chambers's  Biographical  Dictionary,  p.  136. 


PERSONAL  by  his 

The  accounts  of  his  private  circum-  wife, 

stances,  in  that  kingdom,  are  given  rather  death 

confusedly  by   his   biographers;    but   it  other 

appears,  upon  the  whole,  that  they  were  lect. 

unfortunate.     He     supported    an     only  some 

brother   in  his  house,  with  a  family  as  tions 

numerous  as  his  own ;  and  ruined  himself  1819, 


generosity.  At  last  the  loss  of  his 
after  a  union  of  fifty  years,  the 
of  many  of  his  children,  and  his 
misfortunes,  overwhelmed  his  intel- 
Of  this  imbecility  there  were  indeed 
manifestations  in  the  latest  produc- 
of  his  pen.— Campbell,  Thomas, 
Specimens  of  the  British  Poets, 
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The  pupil  of  Swift  and  Pope ;  the  friend 
of  Lyttelton  and  Chatham ;  the  darling  of 
the  Prince  of  Wales;  beau,  swordsman, 
wit,  poet,  courtier,  the  minion  once  of 
fortune,  yet  unspoilt  by  all  her  caresses, 
he  had  long  been  known  to  Irishmen  only 
as  the  saintly  recluse  of  Longfield. — 
KiNGSLEY,  Charles,  1859,  The  Fool  qf 
Quality^  Preface. 

A  pure  and  noble-minded  Christian  gen- 
tleman, he  lived  in  the  world  but  not  of 
it.  Surrounded  by  its  attractions,  versed 
in  its  accomplishments,  his  heart  was  ever 
most  faithful  to  his  divine  Master.  It  is 
almost  hard  to  realise,  knowing  what  court 
and  city  manners  were  in  the  reigns  of  the 
first  two  Georges,  that  he  could  have  pre- 
served his  life  so  untainted  and  true. — 
Abbey,  Charles  J.,  1887,  The  English 
Church  and  Its  Bishops,  1700-1800,  vd. 
I,  p.  299. 

A  visitor  to  Brooke  in  1775  described 
him  as ''dressed  in  a  long  blue  cloak,  with 
a  wig  that  fell  down  his  shoulders.  He 
was  a  little  man,  neat  as  wax-work,  with 
an  oval  face,  ruddy  complexion,  and  large 
eyes  full  of  fire."  Brooke  sank  into  a 
state  of  mental  depression  on  the  deaths 
of  his  wife  and  of  his  children,  of  whom 
the  sole  survivor  (out  of  a  family  of 
twenty-two)  was  his  daughter  Charlotte, 
who  devoted  herself  entirely  to  him. 
Disease  and  grief  rendered  him  at  times 
incapable  of  mental  or  physical  exertion. 
— Gilbert,  J.  T.,  1886,  Dictionary  <f 
National  Biography,  vol.  vi,  p.  426. 

UNIVERSAL  BEAUTY 
1735 

Having  paid  another  visit  to  London, 
he  renewed  his  acquaintance  with  Pope ; 
and,with  his  encouragement,  published  his 
poem,  entitled,  ** Universal  Beauty." 
This  poem  forms  a  curious,  but  unacknowl- 
edged prototype  of  Darwin's  "Botanic 
Garden."  It  has  a  resemblance  to  that 
work,  in  manner,  in  scientific  spirit,  and  in 
volant  geographical  allusion,  too  striking 
to  be  supposed  accidental ;  although  Dar- 
win has  gone  beyond  his  original,  in  prom- 
inent and  ostentatious  imagery. — Camp- 
bell, Thomas,  1819,  Specimens  qf  the 
British  Poets. 

A  brilliant  but  obscure  metaphysical 
and  scientific  poem,  entitled  "Universal 
Beauty,"  was  published  in  no  less  than 
six  anonymous  folio  instalments  in  the 
course  of  1735,  and  is  now  very  rarely 


met  with  complete.  It  was  from  the  pen 
of  an  Irish  squire,  Henry  Brooke  (1703- 
1783),  long  afterwards  author  of  an  unim- 
portant sentimental  novel,  "The  Fool  of 
Quality."  His  poem  deserves  attention. 
It  is  written  in  very  musical  couplets, 
with,  however,  too  frequent  indulgence  in 
the  alexandrine.  It  is  manifestly  inspired 
by  the  optimistic  philosophy  of  Shaf  tsbury. 
.  .  .  Brooke  never  fulfilled  the  promise 
of  this  remarkable  first  poem.—  GossE, 
Edmund,  1888,  A  Huiory  qf  EighteerUk 
Century  Literature,  pp.  218,  219. 

Worth  notice,  though  it  has  been  too 
highly  praised.— Saintsbury,  George, 
1898,  A  Short  History  qf  English  LUera- 
ture,  p.  610. 

THE  FOOL  OF  QUALITY 
1766 

But  the  greatest  excellence  of  all  is 
that  it  continually  strikes  at  the  heart 
It  perpetually  aims  at  inspiring  and  in- 
creasing every  right  affection;  at  the 
instilling  gratitude  to  God  and  benevolence 
to  man.  And  it  does  this  not  by  dull, 
dry,  tedious  precepts,  but  by  the  liveliest 
examples  that  can  be  imagined;  by  set- 
ting before  your  eyes  one  of  the  most 
beautiful  pictures  that  ever  was  drawn  in 
the  world.  The  strokes  of  this  are  so  del- 
icately fine,  the  touches  so  easy,  natural 
and  affecting,  that  I  know  not  who  could 
survey  it  with  tearless  eyes,  unless  he  had 
a  heart  of  stone.  I  recommend  it, 
therefore,  to  all  those  who  are  already, 
or  desire  to  be,  lovers  of  God  and  man.— 
Wesley,  John,  1780,  ed..  History  qf  Earl 
qfMoreland,  Preface. 

That  best  of  religious  romances,  the 
Fool  of  Quality."  The  piety  there  is 
at  once  most  deep  and  most  benign. 
There  is  much,  indeed  of  elegant  mysti- 
cism, but  all  evidently  most  heartfelt  and 
sincere.  The  yearnings  of  the  soul  after 
universal  good  and  intimate  communion 
with  the  divine  nature  were  never  more 
nobly  shown.  The  author  is  most  prodigal 
of  his  intellectual  wealth,  ''his  bounty  is 
as  boundless  as  the  sea,  his  love  as  deep." 
He  gives  to  his  chief  characters  riches 
endless  as  the  spiritual  stores  of  his  own 
heart.  It  is,  indeed,  only  the  last  which 
gives  value  to  the  first  in  his  writings. 
It  is  easy  to  endow  men  with  millions 
on  paper,  and  to  make  them  willing  to 
scatter  them  among  the  wretched ;  but  it  is 
the  corresponding  bounty  and  exuberance 
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of  the  author's  soul,  which  here  makes 
the  money  sterling,  and  the  charity  divine. 
The  hero  of  this  romance  always  appears 
to  our  imagination  like  a  radiant  vision 
encircled  with  celestial  glories.  The 
stories  introduced  in  it  are  delightful  ex- 
ceptions to  the  usual  rule  by  which  such 
incidental  tales  are  properly  regarded 
as  impertinent  intrusions. — Talfourd, 
Thomas  Noon,  1842,  On  British  Novels 
and  Romances,  Critical  and  Miscellaneous 
Writings^  p.  16. 

There  is  full  and  conscious  consistency 
in  Mr.  Brooke's  method,  whether  or  not 
there  be  dramatic  unity  in  his  plot.  By 
that  time  also  one  may  hope  the  earnest 
reader  will  have  begun  to  guess  at  the 
causes  which  have  made  this  book  forgot- 
ten for  a  while ;  and  perhaps  to  find  them 
not  in  its  defects  but  in  its  excellencies ; 
in  its  deep  and  grand  ethics,  in  its  broad 
and  genial  humanity,  in  the  divine  value 
which  it  attaches  to  the  relations  of  hus- 
band and  wife,  father  and  child ;  and  to 
the  utter  absence  both  of  that  sentimen- 
talism  and  that  superstition  which  have 
been  alternately  debauching  of  late  years 
the  minds  of  the  young.  And  if  he  shall 
have  arrived  at  this  discovery,  he  will  be 
able  possibly  to  regard  at  least  with 
patience  those  who  are  rash  enough  to 
afSrm  that  they  have  learnt  from  this 
book  more  which  is  pure,  sacred,  and 
eternal,  than  from  any  which  has  been 
published  since  Spenser's  "Fairy  Queen." 
— KiNGSLEY,  Charles,  1859,  ed.  The  Fool 
of  Quality f  Prrface. 

A  book  I  remember  as  among  my 
father's  loves — one  of  the  few  novels  in 
our  old  library  at  Stockbridge.  How  well 
do  I  remember  the  five  duodecimo  vol- 
umes, in  their  dark  leather  bindings. 
The  favourite  books  of  that  time  stand 
around  the  chambers  of  memory,  each  a 
shrine.  In  this  there  is  much  wit  and 
pathos,  nature  and  wisdom  (nature  is  wis- 
dom when  it  is  evolved  from  the  human 
heart  and  from  life).  The  style  seems  to 
me  admirable — something  in  the  fashion 
of  the  quaint  old  coats  of  our  grand- 
fathers, fashioned  for  ease  and  use,  and 
of  the  best  broadcloth  garnished  with  vel- 
vet. It  seems  to  me  an  admirable  book 
might  be  made  out  of  it  for  children,  and 
I  have  a  great  mind  to  try  my  hand  at  it. 
It  might,  perhaps,  flatter  a  little  too  much 
the  dynasties  of   the  present  day,  the 


young  usurpers  of  their  father's  thrones. 
—Sedgwick,  Catharine  M.,  1860,  Life 
and  Letters,  p,  379. 

A  more  horribly  dull  and  tedious  book 
it  was  never  my  misfortune  to  read ;  and 
as  a  fiction,  or  a  story,  or  a  work  of  art, 
it  is  beneath  criticism.  ...  I  wil- 
lingly rank  myself  among  the  average 
readers  as  regards  my  estimate  of  the 
book,  and  can  only  wonder  at  Mr.  Kings- 
ley  having  taken  the  trouble  to  republish 
it,  and  still  more  at  the  praise  which  he 
lavishes  upon  it.  It  is  made  up  of  dull 
sermons  and  dull  disquisitions  on  morality 
and  the  British  Constitution,  with  an  absurd 
attempt  at  a  story,  in  which  it  is  impossi- 
ble to  take  interest,  running  through  it. 
—Forsyth,  William,  1871,  The  Novels 
and  Novelists  of  the  Eighteenth  Century, 
pp.  168,  169. 

Brooke's  intellectual  genealogy  seems 
to  be  traceable  to  Behmen  on  the  one 
hand  and  to  Rousseau  on  the  other ;  whilst 
a  curious  strain  of  Irish  eccentricity  runs 
through  the  whole,  tempered  by  touches 
of  the  grace  and  tenderness  of  his  greater 
countryman  Goldsmith.  The  book  resem- 
bles in  some  respects  the  friend  of  our 
infancy,  ''Sanford  and  Merton,"  though 
in  that  excellent  performance  the  Rous- 
seau element  is  not  tempered  by  any  theo- 
logical admixture.  Such  performances 
indicate  a  current  of  vague  feeling  in 
search  of  some  mode  of  utterance  less 
constrained  than  that  sanctioned  by  the 
practice  of  the  Pope  school,  but  equally 
ready  to  flow  along  the  channels  marked 
by  Wesley  or  by  Rousseau. — Stephen, 
Leslie,  1876,  History  of  English  Thought 
in  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol,  li,  p.  439. 

His  ''Earl  of  Moreland,"  or  "Fool  of 
Quality,"  in  five  volumes,  is  over-long  and 
over-exuberant,  not  in  length  only,  but  in 
fancy  and  expression.  But  it  is  full  of 
noble  thoughts — for  which  the  education 
of  an  ideal  nobleman  gives  ample  scope — 
in  morals,  politics,  and  theology. — Abbey, 
Charles  J.,  1887,  The  English  Church 
and  Its  Bishops,  1700-1800,  vol  i,  p.  300. 

The  author  has  so  many  interests,  such 
width  of  mind,  so  keen  a  desire  to  further 
a  vast  variety  of  political  and  social  re- 
forms, that  his  story  is  completely  over- 
laid by  moral  digressions ;  he  is  so  occu- 
pied in  works  of  public  benevolence  that 
he  starves  his  child.— Raleigh,  Walter, 
1894,  The  English  Novel,  p.  213. 
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James  Otis 

1725-1783 

The  Patrick  Henry  of  New  England,  was  one  of  the  earliest,  boldest,  and  most 
eloquent  advocates  of  the  rights  of  the  Colonies,  in  the  dispute  with  the  mother  coun- 
try. Otis  was  a  native  of  West  Barnstable,  Massachusetts,  and  a  graduate  of  Harvard, 
of  the  class  of  1743.  He  was  a  fine  classical  scholar,  and  among  other  things,  pub- 
lished a  work  on  Latin  Prosody,  and  a  dissertation  on  "The  Power  of  Harmony  in 
Prosaic  Composition."  His  chief  publications,  however,  were  of  a  political  character, 
namely,  ""A  Vindication  of  the  Conduct  of  the  House  of  Representatives  of  Massa- 
chusetts Bay ;"  **The  Rights  of  the  British  Colonies  Asserted  and  Proved ;"  ''Considera- 
tions on  Behalf  of  the  Colonists;"  **A  Vindication  of  the  British  Colonies." — Hart, 
John  S.,  1872,  A  Manual  qf  American  IMeraJturej  p.  62. 


PERSONAL 

The  Honorable  James  Otis  having  by 
advise  of  his  physician,  retired  into  the 
country  for  the  recovery  of  his  health; 
Voted,  That  the  thanks  of  the  town  be 
given  to  the  Honorable  James  Otis  for  the 
great  and  important  services,  which,  as  a 
representative  in  the  General  Assembly 
through  a  course  of  years,  he  has  rendered 
to  this  town  and  province ;  particularly  for 
his  undaunted  exertions  in  the  common 
cause  of  the  colonies,  from  the  beginning 
of  the  present  glorious  struggle  for  the 
rights  of  the  British  constitution.  At  the 
same  time,  the  town  cannot  but  express 
their  ardent  wishes  for  the  recovery  of  his 
health,  and  the  continuance  of  those  public 
services,  that  must  long  be  remembered 
with  gratitude,  and  distinguish  his  name 
among  the  patriots  of  America. — Resdvr 
tions  at  Tovm  Meeting,  Boston,  1770,  May  8. 

Otis  was  a  flame  of  fire! — with  a 
promptitude  of  classical  allusion,  a  depth 
of  research,  a  rapid  summary  of  historical 
events  and  dates,  a  profusion  of  legal 
authorities,  a  prophetic  glance  of  his  eye 
into  futurity,  and  a  torrent  of  impetuous 
eloquence,  he  hurried  away  every  thing 
before  him.  American  independence  was 
then  and  there  [1761]  bom.  .  .  .  Every 
man  of  a  crowded  audience  appeared  to  me 
to  go  away,  an  1  did,  ready  to  take  of  arms 
against  writs  of  assistance.  .  .  .  Mr.  Otis 
.  .  .  breathed  into  this  nation  the  breath 
of  life. — Adams,  John,  1817,  Letters. 

Six  weeks  exactly  after  his  return,  on 
Friday  afternoon  the  23d  day  of  May  1783, 
a  heavy  cloud  suddenly  arose,  and  a  greater 
part  of  the  family  were  collected  in  one  of 
the  rooms  to  wait  till  the  shower  should 
have  past.  Otis,  with  his  cane  in  one  hand, 
stood  against  the  post  of  the  door  which 
opened  from  this  apartment  into  the  front 
entry.     He  was  in  the  act  of  telling  the 


assembled  group  a  story,  when  an  explo- 
sion took  place  which  seemed  to  shake  the 
solid  earth,  and  he  fell  without  a  struggle, 
or  a  word,  instantaneously  dead,  into  the 
arms  of  Mr.  Osgood,  who,  seeing  him  fall- 
.  ing,  sprang  forward  to  receive  him.  This 
flash  of  lightning  was  the  first  that  came 
from  the  cloud,  and  was  not  followed  by 
any  others  that  were  remarkable.  There 
were  seven  or  eight  persons  in  the  room, 
but  no  other  was  injured.  No  mark 
of  any  kind  could  be  found  on  Otis, 
nor  was  there  the  slightest  change  or 
convulsion  in  his  features.  It  is  a  singular 
coincidence,  that  he  often  expressed  a  wish 
for  such  a  fate.  He  told  his  sister,  Mrs. 
Warren,  after  his  reason  was  impaired, 
' '  my  dear  sister,  I  hope  when  God  Almighty 
in  his  righteous  providence  shall  take  me 
out  of  time  into  eternity,  that  it  will  be 
by  a  flash  of  lightning,"  and  this  idea  he 
often  repeated. — Tudor,  Wiluam,  1823, 
The  Life  of  James  Otis,  p.  485. 

All  through  the  great  struggle  for  inde- 
pendence, to  which  his  eloquence  had 
excited  his  countrymen,  James  Otis  was 
like  a  blasted  pine  on  the  mountains — like 
a  stranded  wreck  in  the  midst  of  the  bil- 
lows. It  was  just  as  the  sunlight  of  peace 
burst  upon  his  disenthralled  country,  that 
his  spirit  departed  for  the  realm  of  un- 
clouded intelligence.  —  Lc^sing,  Benson 
J.,  1855-86,  Eminent  Americans,  p.  163. 

He  was  like  the  huge  cannon  on  the 
man-of-war,  in  Victor  Hugo's  story,  that 
had  broken  from  its  moorings  in  the 
storm,  and  became  a  terror  to  those 
whom  it  formerly  defended.  —  Hosueb, 
James  Kendall,  1885,  Life  of  Samvel 
Aduvis,  p.  355. 

In  his  prime  he  was  esteemed  the  chief 
orator  of  the  Revolutionary  movement. 
His  fat  figure  was  not  ungraceful;  his 
voice  was  strong  and  well  m^ulated;  his 
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plump  face  was  courtly  and  handsome ;  his 
eye  was  piercing ;  and  he  was  likened  by 
the  elder  President  Adams  to  a  ''flame  of 
fire."  .  .  .  He  was  neither  consistent 
nor  discreet,  but  the  public,  often  incon- 
sistent and  indiscreet,  is  apt  to  favor  a 
spokesman  of  similar  temper.  Like 
Charles  Sumner,  the  great  Boston  orator 
of  the  later  century,  he  was  dictatorial 
and  vain,  and  like  Sumner,  he  was  made 
more  popular  by  an  unjust  personal  assault 
which  he  suffered.  His  eccentricities  and 
misfortunes  actually  increased  his  tempo- 
rary influence,  and  the  public  reluctantly 
gave  up  his  leadership,  even  when  his 
insanity  was  manifest.  —  Richardson, 
Charles  F.,  1887,  American  Literature, 
1607-1885,  vol.  I,  pp.  182,  183. 

His  five-hour  speech  against  taxation 
without  representation,  delivered  in  the 
council  chamber  of  the  old  town  hall  in 
Boston,  was  a  masterly  performance,  mak- 
ing him  famous  as  the  bold  and  brilliant 
advocate  of  colonial  rights.  No  sum- 
mary or  abstract  of  this  speech  can  do 
justice  to  the  whole,  which  can  be  esti- 
mated only  by  reading  in  its  integrity. 
Even  then  how  much  is  lost,  as  in  the  case 
of  so  many  other  great  orators,  in  the  lack 
of  their  presence  and  of  the  occasion 
which  inspired  them,  and  which  they  in 
turn  made  memorable. — Sears,  Lorenzo, 
1895,  The  History  of  Oratory,  p.  310. 

His  eloquence  was  bold,  witty,  pungent, 
and  practical.  He  communed  with  other 
minds,  but  more  with  his  own.  He  was 
learned,  and  yet  original,  courteous  in 
debate,  and  always  treating  the  opinions 
of  his  adversaries  with  the  respect  they 
deserved ;  but  he  was  bold  and  daring  in 
his  own  investigations.  He  always  list- 
ened to  appeals  which  were  conciliating, 
and  motives  that  were  just.  In  the  pres- 
ence, however,  of  arrogance  and  oppres- 
sion, he  was  as  firm  as  a  rock.  .  .  . 
Mr.  Otis  always  forgot  himself  in  the  sub- 
ject  he  discussed.  He  explored  all  the 
resources  at  his  command,  and  was  tire- 
less in  preparation.  He  appeared  to  be 
completely  absorbed  by  his  theme  while 
speaking,  and  thought  as  little  of  the  skill 
he  should  display  as  an  orator,  as  one 
fighting  for  his  life  thinks  of  the  grace  he 
shall  exhibit  in  the  fiourish  of  his  weap- 
ons. He  was  enthusiastic,  sincere,  forceful, 
natural,  and  spoke  the  language  of  a  pow- 
erful mind  under  high  but  well-regulated 


excitement.— Hard wiCKE,  Henry,  1896, 
History  qf  Oratory  and  Orators,  pp,  336, 
337. 

GENERAL 

Otis  was  not  content  with  employing  his 
eloquence  alone,  but  he  took  up  his  pen 
also  in  defence  of  our  rights ;  and  if  his 
pen  was  not  equal  to  his  tongue,  it  was 
sufSciently  pointed  and  powerful  to  arouse 
his  countrymen,  and  to  excite  the  ven- 
geance of  those  he  called  our  oppressors. 
Otis  affixed  his  name  boldly  to  whatever 
he  wrote ;  before  this  time,  most  political 
writings  had  come  to  the  world  anony- 
mously. Others  followed  the  example 
which  Otis  had  set  them,  and  wrote  over 
their  own  names,  when  it  was  thought 
they  could  do  more  good  by  this  course, 
than  by  taking  an  assumed  name.  He 
was  not  only  a  patriot,  but,  what  is  more 
to  my  immediate  purpose,  he  was  a  splen- 
did scholar,  and  wrote  several  elementary 
works,  and  works  of  taste.  —  Knapp, 
Samuel  L.,  1829,  Lectures  on  American 
Literature,  p.  90. 

His  abilities,  perhaps,  were  overrated  in 
the  admiring  judgment  of  his  contempo- 
raries. His  style  as  a  writer  was  copious 
and  energetic ;  but  it  was  careless,  incor- 
rect, and  defective  in  taste  and  method. 
As  a  speaker,  he  was  fluent,  animated, 
coarse,  and  effective;  his  eloquence  was 
better  adapted  to  popular  assemblies  than 
to  the  graver  occasions  of  legislative 
debate ;  and,  in  the  halls  of  justice,  we  may 
suppose  that  it  produced  a  greater  effect 
on  the  jury  than  the  judge.  His  voice 
and  manner  were  very  impressive,  and 
seemed  to  force  conviction  upon  his 
hearers,  even  when  his  arguments  did  not 
reach  their  judgment.  The  few  fragments 
of  his  speeches,  that  were  report^  and 
are  now  extant,  give  no  idea  of  the  enthu- 
siasm that  was  created  by  their  delivery. 
The  elevation  of  his  mind,  and  the  kno\\7i 
integrity  of  his  purposes,  enabled  him  to 
spe^  with  decision  and  dignity,  and  com- 
manded the  respect  as  well  as  the  admira- 
tion of  his  audience.  His  arguments  were 
not  comprehensive  or  varied ;  they  related 
only  to  a  few  points  in  the  subject, 
which  they  placed  in  a  very  clear  and  con- 
vincing light;  but  he  had  not  the  wide 
grasp  of  mind  necessary  for  considering 
the  affair  as  a  whole,  and  examining  it  in 
all  its  aspects  and  relations.  His  elo* 
quence  showed  but  little  imagination,  yet. 
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it  was  instinct  with  the  fire  of  passion. 
His  learning  was  neither  extensive  nor 
profound;  but  his  writings  show  some- 
thing of  the  taste  of  a  scholar,  and  he  was 
tolerably  familiar  with  the  classics  and 
with  English  history.— Bo  WEN,  Francis, 
1844,  James  Otis,  Library  of  American 
Biography,  erf.  Sparks,  vol,  xii,  p.  197. 

Unfortunately,  few  of  his  rhetorical 
productions  are  now  extant.  A  sad  fatal- 
ity attended  all  his  manuscripts.  None  of 
his  speeches  were  fully  recorded,  and  he 
himself  being  cut  off  from  active  life  be- 
fore the  Revolution  actually  commenced, 
his  name  is  connected  with  none  of  the 
public  documents  of  the  nation.  His 
memorials  as  an  orator  are  rather  tradi- 
tionary than  actual ;  we  are  compelled  to 
estimate  his  merits  chiefly  through  the 
imperfect  description,  but  boundless  ad- 
miration, of  his  time.  But  the  mutilated 
fragments  that  yet  survive  are  colossal, 
and  with  these  for  our  guide  we  can,  in 
faint  idea  reconstruct  the  noble  propor- 
tions of  the  original  work,  as  Cuvier  built 
up  the  Mastedon  from  a  few  relics,  and 
Michael  Angelo,  with  the  Torso  of  the 
Vatican  before  him,  projected  anew  the 
masterpiece  of  Grecian  genius  on  a  scale  of 
artistic  grandeur  which  threw  into  insig- 
nificance all  the  conceptions  of  contem- 
porary minds. — Magoon,  E.  L.,  1848, 
Orators  cfthe  American  RevoltUiony  p.  80. 

His  pamphlet  on  ''The  Rights  of  the 
Colonies"  is  worthy  of  constant  study; 
his  speeches  were  eloquent  with  the  last- 
ing impulses  of  f re^om.  —  Lawrence, 
Eugene,  1880,  A  Primer  of  American 
Literature,  p.  41. 

He  can  hardly  be  termed  a  writer,  and 
we  know  his  speeches  by  the  effects  they 
produce  rather  than  in  themselves.  His 
pamphlet  on  the  "Rights  of  the  British 
Colonists"  is  probably  his  best  literary 
production. — Hawthorne,  Juuan  and 
Lemmon,  Leonard,  1891,  Americm  Lit- 
erature,  p.  35. 

He  was,  above  all  things,  an  orator; 


and  his  oratory  was  of  the  tempestuous 
kind— bold,  vehement,  irregular,  over- 
powering. When  he  took  pen  in  hand, 
he  was  an  orator  still ;  and  the  habit  of 
extemporaneous,  impetuous,  and  reckless 
expression  which  he  had  long  indulged  in 
at  the  bar,  controlled  him  at  his  desk.  In 
writing  upon  any  subject  of  controversy, 
he  seemed  to  storm  across  his  own  pages 
in  mighty  rage,  even  as  he  had  been  ac- 
customed to  pace  stormily  up  and  down 
before  a  jury ;  to  throw  to  the  winds  all 
the  classic  virtues  in  expression, — tem- 
perance, order,  lucidity ;  to  catch  at  bold 
allusions,  flaming  images,  grotesque  com- 
parisons ;  and  to  leave  unrevised  upon  the 
paper,  and  in  all  its  original  extravagance 
and  inaccuracy,  whatsoever  in  the  fury  of 
composition  he  had  once  flung  down  upon 
it.  He  seemed  even  to  despise  the  cor- 
rection of  his  own  work,  perhaps  to  be  in- 
capable of  it .  .  .  But  great  as  are  the  lit- 
erary blemishes  upon  Otis's  work,  that  work 
is  still  full  of  power.  .  .  .  His  learning  on 
many  subjects  was  considerable,  even  if 
disorderly ;  and  he  had  instant  command 
over  the  resources  of  his  own  memory. 
He  had,  moreover,  the  ability  to  grasp 
quickly  all  the  principles  and  facts  of  a 
given  case,  to  pierce  to  the  core  of  them, 
and  to  perceive  the  logic  which  controlled 
them ;  and  even  while  pressing  forward  in 
his  track  along  a  zigzag  path  of  his  own 
choosing,  and  with  many  a  wide  and  dan- 
gerous sweep  of  digression,  he  yet  never 
lost  sight  of  the  logical  goal  which  he  had 
set  out  to  reach.  In  his  pamphlets,  too, 
as  in  his  speeches,  he  gave  free  rein  to 
his  enjoyment  of  humor,  and  to  his  un- 
common faculty  of  sarcasm.  A  serious 
discomfiture  of  his  opponent  was  never 
quite  enough  to  appease  his  ambition  in 
debate :  he  must  also  cover  his  antagonist 
with  ridicule,  and  drive  him  from  the  field 
amid  shouts  of  derision. — Tyubr,  Moses 
CoiT,  1897,  The  Literary  HiUary  (f  the 
American  Revolution^  1763-1783,  vol.  i, 
pp.  38,  39. 


Alexander  Ross 

1699-1784 

Born  in  Aberdeenshire,  1699;  died  at  Lochlee,  Forfarshire,  May  20,  1784.  A 
Scottish  schoolmaster  and  poet.  He  wrote  "Helenore,  or  the  Fortunate  ShephwtlefiB" 
(1768 :  a  narrative  poem),  and  a  number  of  songs  ("Wooed  an'  Married  an'  a'.'^etc.)  and 
other  poetical  pieces,  in  the  rural  dialect  of  Aberdeenshire.— Smith,  Besjijds  E., 
ed.  1894-97,  The  Century  Cyclopedia  of  Names,  p.  868. 
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PERSONAL 

His  money  income,  from  all  sources, 
did  not  much  exceed  twenty  pounds  a- 
year,  besides  a  free  houae ;  yet,  consider- 
ing the  fewness  of  his  wants,  and  several 
perquisites  in  kind,  with  six  acres  of  graz- 
ing and  arable  land,  and  an  unlimited 
supply  of  peat  fuel,  his  circumstances 
present  nothing  to  excite  our  com- 
miseration. Indeed,  few  poets  have 
enjoyed  a  more  equable  share  of  happi- 
ness, and  endures  less  of  the  cankering 
cares  incident  to  the  battle  of  life. 
Nothing  that  he  has  written  bears  the 
slightest  trace  of  discontent. — Ross,  J., 
1884,  erf..  The  Book  of  Scottish  PoemSf 
p.  433. 

GENERAL 

The  poem  which  gives  its  name  to  this 
volume,  **Helenore,  or  the  Fortunate 
Shepherdess,"  seems  to  have  been  writ- 
ten before  1740,  in  direct  rivalry  with 
Allan  Ramsay.  It  is  in  some  respects 
unique  particularly  as  being  the  most  ambi- 
tious narrative  work  in  Scots  written, 
perhaps,  down  to  the  present  time ;  it  is 
composed  in  the  heroic  measure,  and  ex- 
tends to  more  than  four  thousand  verses. 
An  elaborate  story  of  homely  Scottish  life 
is  told  with  some  skill,  an  almost  Chaucer- 
ian simplicity,  and  much  occasional  pictur- 
esqueness,  disguised  by  the  rough  dialect. 
.  .  .  Alexander  Ross  eked  "Helenore" 
out  with  some  good  songs. — Gosse,  Ed- 
mund, 1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Cen- 
tury  Literature^  pp.  338,  339. 

The  meanness  which  is  visible  in  the 
denouement  of  the  story  is  indicative  of 
the  limitation  of  Ross's  poetical  faculty. 
There  is  little  in  him  of  the  consecration 
and  the  poet's  dream.''  His  is  a  matter- 
of-fact  mind :  he  tells  the  reader  plainly 
of  the  nausea  which  alBicts  both  his  prin- 
cipal female  characters  from  eating  ber- 
ries in  their  wanderings  among  the  hills. 
But  this,  which  is  his  weakness,  is  at  the 
same  time  his  strength.  He  is  always 
true.  Even  in  his  unfortunate  conclusion 
he  is  only  depicting,  perhaps  a  little  too 
faithfully,  the  ambitions  of  the  class  from 
which  his  characters  are  drawn — ambi- 
tions which  after  all  do  not  differ  in  kind 
from  those  cherished  in  higher  ranks  of 
life.  It  has  even  been  suggested  that 
the  story  of  **Helenore"  was  probably 
based  on  fact,  and  that  the  infidelity  may 
not  have  been  of  Ross's  invention.     At 


any  rate,  if  he  is  destitute  of  some  of  the 
virtues  which  are  always  expected  and 
generally  found  in  pastoral  poetry,  he  pos- 
sesses others  which  are  extremely  rare. 
His  narrative  is  vigorous,  the  interest 
well  sustained,  and  the  characters  of  the 
shepherd  people  not  ill-drawn.  In  these 
respects  Ross  followed,  and  followed  well, 
his  master  Ramsay.  He  added  however 
little  to  what  Ramsay  had  done.  His 
powers  were  in  the  main  similar,  and  they 
were  less  considerable. — Walker,  Hugh, 
1893,  Three  Centuries  cf  Scottish  Litera- 
ture, vol.  n,  p.  32. 

To  the  present  day  ''Helenore"  remains 
popular  in  the  north,  but  in  spite  of  its 
frequent  touches  of  nature  and  the  stamp 
of  truth  about  its  characters,  its  many 
incongruities  destroy  its  effect  as  a  work 
of  art.  The  poem  is  written  in  the 
Buchan  dialect,  and  possesses  some  inter- 
est on  that  account;  but  the  reader  is 
startled  to  find  a  Helenore  and  a  Rosalind 
(in  this  case  the  hero's  name)  among  the 
peasantry  of  Scotland,  and  still  more  so  to 
come  upon  these  high-sounding  titles  con- 
tracted with  easy  familiarity  into  **Nory" 
and  **Lindy."  The  pastoral,  however, 
has  not  been  without  an  influence  upon 
the  work  of  later  poets,  and  Bums  has 
acknowledged  that  Scota,  the  muse  to 
whom  Ross  addresses  his  invocation, 
afforded  the  suggestion  for  his  own  Coila. 
— Eyre-Todd,  George,  1896,  Scottish 
Poetry  of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  i. 

Bums  wrote,  **Our  tme  brother  Ross 
of  Lochlee  was  a  wild  warlock,"  one  of 
the  ''suns  of  the  morning;"  and  he  said 
that  he  would  not  for  anything  that  ''The 
Fortunate  Shepherdess"  should  be  lost. 
Dr.  Blacklock  and  John  Pinkerton  were 
loud  in  their  praise,  and  the  poem  was  for 
many  years,  and  indeed  is  still,  very  pop- 
ular in  the  north  of  Scotland.  The  Buchan 
dialect  in  which  it  is  written  will  repel 
readers  of  the  south ;  and  the  text  of  most 
editions,  including  that  edited  in  1812  by 
Ross's  grandson — the  Rev.  Alexander 
Thomson  of  Lenthrathan — is  very  corrupt. 
The  poem  abounds  in  weak  lines,  and  the 
plot  is  not  very  happy.  But  though  the 
whole  is  very  inferior  to  its  model — Allan 
Ramsay's  "Gentle  Shepherd" — it  contains 
pleasant  descriptions  of  country  life  and 
scenery. —  Aitken,  George  A.,  1897, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography^  vol. 
XLix,  p.  255. 
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Saxnnel  Johnson 

1709-1784 

1709,  Sep.  18,  Johnson  born  at  Lichfield.  1728,  goes  to  Oxford.  1735«  translates 
Lobo's  "Abyssinia;"  Marries.  1737,  goes  to  London  with  Garrick.  1738,  publishes 
** London."  1739,  publishes  two  political  pamphlets:  **The  Complete  Vindication 
and  Marmor  Norfolciense."  1740-3,  writes  Debates  in  Magna  Lilliputia  for  **  Gentle- 
man's Magazine."  1744,  **Life  of  Mr.  Richard  Savage."  1745,  ** Miscellaneous 
Observations  on  Macbeth."  1747,  **Plan  for  a  Dictionary  of  the  English  Language." 
1748,  writes  ''Vanity  of  Human  Wishes."  1749,  ''Vanity  of  Human  Wishes"  pub- 
lished, "Irene"  (written  1736)  acted.  1750-2,  "The  Rambler."  1752,  his  wife  dies. 
1752-3,  contributes  to  Hawkesworth's  "Adventurer."  1755,  publishes  "The  Diction- 
ary." 1756,  issues  "Proposals  for  an  Edition  of  Shakespeare."  1758-60,  writes 
"The  Idler"  for  the  "Universal  Chronicle."  1759,  his  mother  dies;  publishes  "The 
Prince  of  Abyssinia."  1762,  granted  a  pension.  1763,  meets  Boswell.  1764,  the 
Literary  club  is  founded;  Johnson  meets  the  Thrales.  1765,  "Edition  of  Shake- 
speare." 1770,  "The  False  Alarm."  1771,  "Thoughts  on  the  Late  Transactions 
respecting  the  Falkland  Islands."  1773,  tour  to  Scotland  and  the  Hebrides.  1774 
"The  Patriot;"  tour  to  North  Wales.  1775,  "Taxation  no  Tyranny;"  "Journey  to 
the  Western  Islands."  1776,  "Political  Tracts."  1777,  begins  "Lives  of  Poets." 
1779,  publishes  four  volumes  of  "Lives;"  1781,  last  six  volumes  of  "Lives;"  Thrale 
dies.  1784,  Mrs.  Thrale  becomes  Mrs.  Piozzi ;  Dec.  13,  Johnson  dies.  1785,  John- 
son's "Prayers  and  Meditations"  published;  Boswell  publishes  "Journal  of  a  Tour  to 
the  Hebrides;"  1788-9,  Johnson's  "Sermons."  1791,  BoswelPs  "Life  of  Johnson.'' 
1816,  Johnson's  "Diary  in  North  Wales."— Scott,  Fred  N.,  1891,  ed.  Raaselas,  />.25. 


PERSONAL 

He  and  another  neighbour  of  mine,  one 
Mr.  Johnson,  set  out  this  morning  for 
London  together:  Davy  Garrick  to  be 
with  you  early  the  next  week;  and  Mr. 
Johnson  to  try  his  fate  with  a  tragedy, 
and  to  see  to  get  himself  employed  in 
soma  translation,  either  from  the  Latin 
or  the  French.  Johnson  is  a  very  good 
scholar  and  poet,  and  I  have  great  hopes 
will  turn  out  a  fine  tragedy  writer. — 
Walmsley,  Gilbert,  1736-7,  Letter  to 
Rev,  Mr.  Cohort,  March  2. 

That  great  CHAM  of  literature. — 
Smollett,  Tobias  George,  1759,  Letter  to 
Wilkes,  March  16. 

I  hope  Johnson  is  a  writer  of  reputation, 
because,  as  a  writer,  he  has  just  got  a 
pension  of  300Z.  per  annum.  I  hope,  too, 
that  he  has  become  a  friend  to  this  con- 
stitution and  the  family  on  the  throne, 
now  he  is  thus  nobly  provided  for ;  but  I 
know  he  has  much  to  unwritey  more  to 
unsay,  before  he  will  be  forgiven  by  the 
true  friends  of  the  present  illustrious 
family  for  what  he  has  been  writing  and 
saying  for  many  years. — Wilkes,  John, 
1762,  TTie  North  Briton,  No.  11,  Aug.  14. 

The  day  after  I  wrote  my  last  letter  to 
you  I  was  introduced  to  Mr.  Johnson  by  a 
friend:   we  passed  through  three  very 


dirty  rooms  to  a  little  one  that  looked  like 
an  old  counting-house,  where  this  great 
man  was  sat  at  his  breakfast.     The  furni- 
ture of  this  room  was  a  very  large  deal 
writing-desk,  an  old  walnut-tree  table,  and 
five  ragged  chairs  of  four  different  sets. 
I  was  very  much  struck  with  Mr.  John- 
son's appearance,  and  could  hardly  help 
thinking  him  a  madman  for  some  time,  as 
he  sat  waving  over  his  breakfast  like  a 
lunatic.     He  is  a  very  large  man,  and  was 
dressed  in  a  dirty  brown  coat  and  waist- 
coat, with  breeches  that  were  brown  also 
(though  they  had  been  crimson),  and  an 
old  black  wig :  his  shirt  collar  and  sleeves 
were    unbuttoned;    his    stockings    were 
down  about  his  feet,  which  had  on  then, 
by  way  of  slippers,  an  old  pair  of  shoes. 
He  had  not  been  up  long  when  we  called 
on  him,  which  was  near  one  o'clock :  he 
seldom  goes  to  bed  till  near  two  in  the 
morning;  and  Mr.  Reynolds  tells  me  he 
generally  drinks  tea  about  an  hour  after 
he  has  supped.     We  had  been  some  time 
with  him  before  he  began  to  talk,  but  at 
length  he  began,  and,  faith,  to  some  par- 
pose  !  everything  he  says  is  as  correct  as 
a  second  edition:    'tid   almost    impossi- 
ble to  argue  with  him,  he  is  so  senten- 
tious and  so  knowing. — Humphry,  Ozl\s, 
1764,  Letter  to  Rev.  William  Humphry^ 
Sept  19. 
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Here  Johnson  comes — nnblest  with  outward 

grace, 
His  rigid  morals  stamped  upon  his  face ; 
While  strong  conceptions   struggle    in  his 

brain, 
(For  even  wit  is  brought  to  bed  with  pain). 
To  view  him  porters  with  their  loads  would 

rest. 
And  babes  cling,  frightened,  to  the  nurses' 

breast; 
With  looks  convulsed  he  roars  in  pompous 

strain, 
And  like  an  angry  lion  shakes  his  mane. 
Thy  Nine,  with  terror  struck,  who  ne'er  had 

seen 
Aught  human  with  so  terrible  a  mien, 
Debating,  whether  they  should  stay  or  run — 
Virtue  steps  forth  and  claims  him  for  her  son. 

— Shaw,  Cuthbert,  1766,  The  Race. 

Johnson,  you  are  the  very  man  Lord 
Chesterfield  describes: — a  Hottentot  in- 
deed, and  tho'  your  abilities  are  respecta- 
ble, you  never  can  be  respected  yourself. 
He  has  the  aspect  of  an  Idiot,  without  the 
faintest  ray  of  sense  gleaming  from  any 
one  feature — with  the  most  awkward 
garb,  and  unpowdered  grey  wig,  on  one 
side  only  of  his  head — he  is  for  ever  danc- 
ing the  devil's  jig,  and  sometimes  he 
makes  the  most  driveling  effort  to  whistle 
some  thought  in  his  absent  paroxysms. 
He  came  up  to  me  and  took  me  by  the 
hand,  then  sat  down  on  a  sofa,  and 
mumbled  out  that  he  had  heard  two  papers 
had  appeared  against  him  in  the  course 
of  this  week — one  of  which  was — that  he 
was  to  go  to  Ireland  next  summer  in  order 
to  abuse  the  hospitality  of  that  place  also. 
His  awkwardness  at  table  is  just  what 
Chesterfield  described,  and  his  roughness 
of  manners  kept  pace  with  that.  When 
Mrs.  Thrale  quoted  something  from  Fos- 
ter's Sermons,  he  flew  in  a  passion  and 
said  that  Foster  was  a  man  of  mean  abil- 
ity, and  of  no  original  thinking.  All  which 
tho'  I  took  to  be  most  true,  yet  I  held  it 
not  meet  to  have  it  so  set  down. — Camp- 
bell, Thomas,  1775,  A  Diary  of  a  Visit 
to  England  in  1775,  by  an  Irishman^ 
March  11. 

The  time  is  again  at  which,  since  the 
death  of  my  poor  dear  Tetty,  on  whom 
God  have  mercy,  I  have  annually  commem- 
orated the  mystery  of  Redemption,  and 
annually  purposed  to  amend  my  life.  My 
reigning  sin,  to  which  perhaps  many 
others  are  appendant,  is  waste  of  time,  and 
general  sluggishness,  to  which  I  was 
always  inclined,  and  in  part  of  my  life 

MB 


have  been  almost  compelled  by  morbid 
melancholy  and  disturbance  of  mind. 
Melancholy  has  had  in  me  its  paroxysms 
and  remissions,  but  I  have  not  improved 
the  intervals,  nor  sufiiciently  resisted  my 
natural  inclination,  or  sickly  habits.  I 
will  resolve  henceforth  to  rise  at  eight  in 
the  morning,  so  far  as  resolution  is  proper, 
and  will  pray  that  God  will  strengthen 
me.  I  have  begun  this  morning. — John- 
son, Samuel,  1776,  Prayers  and  Medita- 
tions, Apr.  7. 

He  is,  indeed,  very  ill-favoured ;  is  tall 
and  stout;  but  stoops  terribly;  he  is 
almost  bent  double.  His  mouth  is  almost 
[constantly  opening  and  shutting],  as  if 
he  was  chewing.  He  has  a  strange 
method  of  frequently  twirling  his  fingers, 
and  twisting  his  hands.  His  body  is  in 
continual  agitation,  sea-sawing  up  and 
down ;  his  feet  are  never  a  moment  quiet ; 
and,  in  short,  his  whole  person  is  in  perpet- 
ual motion.  His  dress,  too,  considering 
the  times,  and  that  he  had  meant  to  put 
on  his  best  becomes,  being  engaged  to  dine 
in  a  large  company,  was  as  much  out  of 
the  common  road  as  his  figure ;  he  had  a 
large  wig,  snuff-coloured  coat,  and  gold 
buttons;  but  no  ruflHes  to  his  [shirt] 
doughty  fists,  and  black  worsted  stockings. 
He  is  shockingly  near-sighted,  and  did 
not,  till  she  held  out  her  hand  to  him,  even 
know  Mrs.  Thrale.— Burney,  Frances, 
1777,  Letter  to  Mr.  Crisp,  March  28, 
Early  Diary,  erf.  Ellis,  vol.  ii,  p  154. 

Dr.  Johnson  is  as  correct  and  elegant 
in  his  common  conversation  as  in  his  writ- 
ings. He  never  seems  to  study  either  for 
thoughts  or  words;  and  is  on  all  occa- 
sions so  fluent,  so  well-informed,  so  accu- 
rate, and  even  eloquent,  that  I  never  left 
his  company  without  regret.  Sir  Josh. 
Reynolds  told  me  that  from  his  first  out- 
set in  life,  he  had  always  had  this  charac- 
ter ;  and  by  what  means  he  had  attained 
it.  He  told  him  he  had  early  laid  it  down, 
as  a  fixed  rule,  always  to  do  his  best,  on 
every  occasion  and  in  every  company,  to 
impart  whatever  he  new  in  the  best  lan- 
guage he  could  put  it  in;  and  that  by 
constant  practice,  and  never  suffering  any 
careless  expression  to  escape  him,  or  at- 
tempting to  deliver  his  thoughts  without 
arranging  them  in  the  clearest  manner  he 
could,  it  was  now  become  habitual  to  him. 
I  have  observed,  in  my  various  visits  to 
him,  that  he  never  relaxes  in  this  respect. 


722 


SAMUEL  JOHNSON 


When  first  introduced  I  was  very  young ; 
yet  he  was  as  accurate  in  his  conversation 
as  if  he  had  been  talking  with  the  first 
scholar  in  England.  I  have  always  found 
him  very  communicative;  ready  to  give 
his  opinion  on  any  subject  that  was  men- 
tioned. He  seldom  however  starts  a  sub- 
ject himself ;  but  it  is  very  easy  to  lead 
him  into  one.— Malone,  Edmond,  1783, 
Maloniana,  ed.  Prior,  March,  p.  92. 

I  have  lately  been  in  the  almost  daily 
habit  of  contemplating  a  very  melancholy 
spectacle.  The  great  Johnson  is  here, 
labouring  under  the  paroxysms  of  a  dis- 
ease which  must  speedily  be  fatal.  He 
shrinks  from  the  consciousness  with  the 
extremest  horror.  It  is  by  his  repeatedly 
expressed  desire  that  I  visit  him  often: 
yet  1  am  sure  he  neither  does,  nor  ever 
did,  feel  much  regard  for  me ;  but  he  would 
fain  escape,  for  a  time,  in  any  society, 
from  the  terrible  idea  of  his  approaching 
dissolution.  I  never  would  be  awed,  by  his 
sarcasm  or  his  frowns,  into  acquiescence 
with  his  general  injustice  to  the  merits  of 
other  writers,  with  his  national  or  party 
aversions ;  but  I  feel  the  truest  compas- 
sion for  his  present  sufferings,  and  fer- 
vently wish  I  had  power  to  relieve  them. 
.  .  .  His  memory  is  considerably  im- 
paired, but  his  eloquence  rolls  on  in  its 
customary  majestic  torrent,  when  he 
speaks  at  all.  My  heart  aches  to  see  him 
labour  for  his  breath,  which  he  draws 
with  great  effort.  It  is  not  improbable 
that  this  literary  comet  may  set  where 
it  rose,  and  Lichfield  receives  his  pale 
and  stern  remains. — Seward,  Anna,  1784, 
Letters,  Oct.  29. 

Poor  dear  Johnson !  he  is  past  all  hope. 
The  dropsy  has  brought  him  to  the  point 
of  death ;  his  legs  are  scarificed :  but  noth- 
ing will  do.  1  have,  however,  the  com- 
fort to  hear  that  his  dread  of  dying  is  in 
a  great  measure  subdued;  and  now  he 
says  **the  bitterness  of  death  is  past." 
He  sent  the  other  day  for  Sir  Joshua ;  and 
after  much  serious  conversation  told  him 
he  had  three  favours  to  beg  of  him,  and  he 
hoped  he  would  not  refuse  a  dying  frieni, 
be  they  what  they  would.  Sir  Joshua 
promised.  The  first  was  that  he  would 
never  paint  on  a  Sunday ;  the  second  that 
he  would  forgive  him  thirty  pounds  that 
he  had  lent  him,  as  he  wanted  to  leave 
them  to  a  distressed  family;  the  third 
was  that  he  would  read  the  bible  whenever 


he  had  an  opportunity ;  and  that  he  would 
never  omit  it  on  a  Sunday.  There  was 
no  diflSculty  but  upon  thejKr«^  point;  but 
at  length  Sir  Joshua  promised  to  gratify 
him  in  all.  How  delighted  should  I  be  to 
hear  the  dying  discourse  of  this  great  and 
good  man,  especially  now  that  faith  has 
subdued  his  fears.  I  wish  I  could  see 
him.— More,  Hannah,  1784,  Letter,  Mem- 
oirs, vol.  I,  p.  213. 

45  minutes  past  10  P.  M. — While  I  was 
writing  the  adjoining  articles  I  received 
the  fatal  account,  so  long  dreaded,  that 
Dr.  Johnson  was  no  more!  May  those 
prayers  which  he  incessantly  poured  from 
a  heart  fraught  with  the  deepest  devotion, 
find  that  acceptance  with  Him  to  whom 
they  were  addressed,  which  piety,  so 
humble  and  so  fervent,  may  seem  to  prom- 
ise!— Windham,  WiLUAM,  1784,  Diary, 
Dec.  13. 

Went  to  Bolt  Court  at  eleven  o'clock 
in  the  morning ;  met  a  young  lady  coming 
down  stairs  from  the  Doctor,  whom,  upon 
inquiry,  I  found  to  be  Miss  Morris  (a  sister 
to  Miss  Morris,  formerly  on  the  stage). 
Mrs.  DeMoulins  told  me  that  she  had  seen 
the  Doctor ;  that  by  her  desire  he  had  been 
told  she  came  to  ask  his  blessing,  and 
that  he  said,  "God  bless  you!"  I  then 
went  up  into  his  chamber,  and  found  him 
lying  very  composed  in  a  kind  of  doze :  he 
spoke  to  nobody.  Sir  John  Hawkins,  Mr. 
Langton,  Mrs.  Gardiner,  Rev.  Mr.  Strahan 
and  Mrs.  Strahan,  Doctors  Brocklesby 
and  Butter,  Mr.  Steevens,  and  Mr.  Nichols 
the  printer,  came ;  but  no  one  chose  to 
disturb  him  by  speaking  to  him,  and  he 
seemed  to  take  no  notice  of  any  person. 
While  Mrs.  Gardiner  and  I  were  there, 
before  the  rest  came,  he  took  a  little 
warm  milk  in  a  cup,  when  he  said  some- 
thing upon  its  not  being  properly  given 
into  his  hand :  he  breath^  very  re^Jar, 
though  short,  and  appeared  to  be  mostly 
in  a  calm  sleep  or  dozing.  I  left  him  in 
this  state,  and  never  more  saw  him  alive. 
In  the  evening  I  supped  with  Mrs.  Hoole 
and  my  son  at  Mr.  Braithwaite's,  and  at 
night  my  servant  brought  me  word  that 
my  dearest  friend  died  that  evening  about 
seven  o'clock :  and  next  morning  I  went  to 
the  house,  where  I  met  Mr.  Seward ;  we 
went  together  into  the  chamber,  and  there 
saw  the  most  awful  sight  of  £hr.  Johnson 
laid  out  in  his  bed,  without  life!— Hoole; 
John,  1784,  Diary,  Dee.  IB. 
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Yesterday,  my  dear  Sir,  1  followed 
our  ever-lamented  friend  Dr.  Johnson 
to  his  last  mansion.  ...  He  was 
followed  to  the  Abbey  by  a  large  troop 
of  friends.  Ten  mourning-coaches  were 
ordered  by  the  executors  for  those  in- 
vited. Besides  these,  eight  of  his  friends 
or  admirers  clubbed  for  two  more  car- 
riages, in  one  of  which  I  had  a  seat. 
But  the  executor,  Sir  John  Hawkins,  did 
not  manage  things  well ;  for  there  was 
no  anthem  or  choir  service  performed, 
no  lesson,  but  merely  what  is  read  over 
every  old  woman  that  is  buried  by  the 
parish.  Surely,  surely,  my  dear  Sir, 
this  was  wrong,  very  wrong.  Dr.  Taylor 
read  the  service,  but  so-so.  He  lies 
nearly  under  Shakspere's  monument,  with 
Garrick  at  his  right  hand,  just  opposite  to 
the  monument  erected  not  long  ago  for 
Goldsmith  by  him  and  some  of  his  friends. 
— BuRNEY,  Charles,  1784,  Letter  to  Dr. 
Parr,  Dec.  21;  Life  and  Works  of  Dr. 
Samuel  Parr. 

3n  f 6e  name  of  (Bob.  ^meit  I  Samuel 
Johnson,  being  in  full  possession  of  my 
faculties,  but  fearing  this  night  may  put 
an  end  to  my  life,  do  ordain  this  my  last 
will  and  testament.  I  bequeath  to  God 
a  soul  polluted  with  many  sins,  but  I  hope 
purified  by  repentance,  and  I  trust  re- 
deemed by  Jesus  Christ.  I  leave  seven 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds  in  the  hands  of 
Bennet  Langton,  Esq. ;  three  hundred 
pounds  in  the  hands  of  Mr.  Barclay  and 
Mr.  Perkins,  brewers;  one  hundred  and 
fifty  pounds  in  the  hands  of  Dr.  Percy, 
bishop  of  Dromore;  one  thousand  pounds, 
three  per  cent,  annuities  in  the  public 
funds,  and  one  hundred  pounds  now  lying 
by  me  in  ready  money ;  all  these  before- 
mentioned  sums  and  property  I  leave,  I 
say  to  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  Sir  John 
Hawkins,  and  Dr.  Wm.  Scott,  of  Doctors 
Commons,  in  trust  for  the  following  uses ; 
That  is  to  say,  to  pay  to  the  representa- 
tives of  the  late  William  Innys,  bookseller, 
in  St.  Paul's  Church  Yard,  the  sum  of 
two  hundred  pounds ;  to  Mrs.  White,  my 
female  servant,  one  hundred  pounds  stock 
in  the  three  per  cent,  annuities  aforesaid. 
The  rest  of  the  aforesaid  sums  of  money 
and  property,  together  with  my  books, 
plate,  and  house-hold  furniture,  I  leave 
to  the  before-mentioned  Sir  Joshua  Rey- 
nolds, Sir  John  Hawkins,  and  Dr.  William 
Scott,  also  in  trust,  to  be  applied,  after 


paying  my  debts,  to  the  use  of  Francis 
Barber,  my  man-servant,  a  negro,  in  such 
manner  as  they  shall  judge  most  fit  and 
available  to  his  benefit.  And  1  appoint 
the  aforesaid  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  Sir 
John  Hawkins,  and  Dr.  William  Scott, 
sole  executors  of  this  my  last  will  and 
testament,  hereby  revoking  all  former 
wills  and  testaments  whatsoever.  In  wit- 
ness whereof  I  hereunto  subscribe  my 
name,  and  afiix  my  seal,  this  eighth  day  of 
December,  1784. 

Sam.  Johnson  (l.  s.) 
Signed,  sealed,  published,  declared,  and 
delivered  by  the  said  testator,  as  his  last 
will  and  testament,  in  the  presence  of  us, 
the  word  two  being  first  inserted  in  the 
opposite  page. 

George  Strahan. 

John  Des  Mouuns. 
—Johnson,  Samuel,  1784,  Will. 

Samuel  Johnson,  LL.D. 

obiit  xiii  die  Deoembris, 

Anno  Domini 

MDOCLXXXVI. 

^tatis  snsB  LXXV. 

—Inscription  on  Grave,  WESTBflNSTER 
Abbey,  1784. 

At  this  time,  having  survived  the  tem- 
pest by  which  the  capital  and  the  court 
had  been  so  long  agitated,  expired  Dr. 
Samuel  Johnson,  a  name  which  cannot  be 
pronounced  without  veneration.  I  con- 
sider him  as  the  most  illustrious  and 
universal  man  of  letters  whom  I  have  per- 
sonally known  in  my  time ;  because  I  con- 
template Burke  more  as  an  orator  than 
an  author,  whatever  fame  he  may  have 
acquired  by  liis  writings.  Gibbon's  repu- 
tation, however  deservedly  high,  is  limited 
to  a  single  branch  of  composition,  and  to 
a  single  work.  With  Hume  and  Robert- 
son, I  was  not  acquainted.  Adam  Smith, 
Jacob  Bryant,  and  Horace  Wal pole —all  of 
whom  I  knew — eminent  as  were  their  tal- 
ents, could  not,  on  the  whole  sustain  a  com- 
petition with  Johnson. — Wraxall,  Sir 
Nathaniel  William,  1784,  Posthumus 
Memoir B  of  my  Own  Time. 

He  was  bom  with  a  scrophulous  habit, 
for  which  he  was  touched,  as  he  acknowl- 
edged, by  good  Queen  Anne,  whose  piece 
of  gold  he  carefully  preserved.  .  .  . 
Though  he  seemed  to  be  athletic  as 
Milo  himself,  and  in  his  younger  days 
performed  several  feats  of  activity,  he 
was  to  the  last  a  conmUsionary.    He  has 
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often  stept  aside,  to  let  nature  do  what 
she  would  with  him.  His  gestures,  which 
were  a  degree  of  St.  Vitus's  dance,  in  the 
street,  attracted  the  notice  of  many :  the 
stare  of  the  vulgar,  but  the  compassion 
of  the  better  sort.  This  writer  has  often 
looked  another  way,  as  the  companions  of 
Peter  the  Great  were  used  to  do,  while  he 
was  under  the  short  paroxysm.  He  was 
perpetually  taking  opening  medicines. 
He  could  only  keep  his  ailments  from 
gaining  ground.  He  thought  he  was  worse 
for  the  agitation  of  active  exercise.  He 
was  afraid  of  his  disorders  seizing  his 
head,  and  took  all  possible  care  that  his 
understanding  should  not  be  deranged. 
Orandum  est,  id  sit  mens  sana  in  corpore 
sano.  When  his  knowledge  from  books, 
and  he  knew  all  that  books  could  tell  him, 
is  considered;  when  his  compositions  in 
verse  and  prose  are  enumerated  to  the 
reader  (and  a  complete  list  of  them  wher- 
ever dispersed  is  desirable)  it  must  appear 
extraordinary  he  could  abstract  himself 
so  much  from  his  feelings,  and  that  he 
could  pursue  with  ardour  the  plan  he  laid 
down  of  establishing  a  great  reputation. 
— Tyers,  Thomas,  1784,  A  Biographical 
Sketch  of  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson,  Gentleman's 
Magazine,  Dee. 

Dr.  Johnson  was  a  pious  man ;  attached, 
I  confess,  to  established  system,  but  it 
was  from  principle.  In  company  I  neither 
found  him  austere  nor  dogmatical;  he 
certainly  was  not  polite,  but  he  was  not 
rude ;  he  was  familiar  with  suitable  com- 
pany; but  his  language  in  conversation 
was  sententious ;  he  was  sometimes  jocular, 
but  you  felt  as  if  you  were  playing  with  a 
lion's  paw.  His  body  was  large,  his  fea- 
tures strong,  his  face  scarred  and  fur- 
rowed with  the  scrophula ;  he  had  a  heavy 
look ;  but  when  he  spoke  it  was  like  light- 
ning out  of  a  dark  cloud. — Lettsom, 
John  Coakley,  1785,  Memorials,  Jan.  13, 
vol.  I,  p.  78. 

At  one  period  of  the  Doctor's  life,  he 
was  reconciled  to  the  bottle.  Sweet 
wines,  however,  were  his  chief  favourites. 
When  none  of  these  were  before  him,  he 
would  sometimes  drink  Port,  with  a  lump 
of  sugar  in  every  glass.  The  strongest 
liquors,  and  in  very  large  quantities,  pro- 
duced no  other  effect  on  him  than  moder- 
ate exhilaration.  Once,  and  but  once, 
he  is  known  to  have  had  his  dose;  a 
circumstance  which  he  himself  discovered. 


on  finding  one  of  his  sesquipedalion  words 
hang  fire.  He  then  started  up,  and 
gravely  observed — **I  think  it  time  we 
should  go  to  bed."  After  a  ten  years' 
forbearance  of  every  fluid,  except  tea  and 
sherbet,  ''I  drank,"  said  he,  "'one  glass 
of  wine  the  health  of  Sir  Joshua  Rey- 
nolds, on  the  evening  of  the  day  on 
which  he  was  knighted.  I  never  swal- 
lowed another  drop  till  old  Madeira  was 
prescribed  to  me  as  a  cordial  during  my 
present  indisposition,  but  this  liquor  did 
not  relish  as  formerly,  and  I  therefore 
discontinued  it."  .  .  .  His  knowl- 
edge in  manufactures  was  extensive. — 
Steevens,  George,  1785,  Johnsoniana, 
European  Magazine,  Jan. 

As  Johnson  was  the  firmest  of  believers 
without  being  credulous,  so  he  was  the 
most  charitable  of  mortals  without  being 
what  we  call  an  active  friend.     Admirable 
at  giving  counsel,  no  man  saw  his  way  so 
clearly ;  but  he  would  not  stir  a  finger  for 
the  assistance  of  those  to  whom  he  was 
willing  enough  to  give  advice:  besides 
that,  he  had  principles  of  laziness,  and 
could  be  indolent  by  rule.     To  hinder 
your  death,  or  procure  you  a  dinner,  I 
mean    if    really  in  want  of    one;    his 
earnestness,  his  exertions  could  not  be 
prevented,  though  health  and  purse  and 
ease  were  all  destroyed  by  their  violence. 
If  you  wanted  a  slight  favour,  you  must 
apply  to  people  of  other  dispositions ;  for 
not  a  step  would  Johnson  move  to  obtain 
a  man  a  vote  in  a  society,  to  repay  a  com- 
pliment which  might  be  useful  or  pleas- 
ing, to  wTite  a   letter  of  request,  or  to 
obtain  a  hundred  pounds  a  year  more  for 
a  friend,  who  perhaps  had  already  two  or 
three.     No  force  could  urge  him  to  dili- 
gence, no  importunity  could  conquer  his 
resolution    of    standing   still.     .    •    . 
Promptitude  of  thought  indeed,  and  quick- 
ness of  expression,  were  among  the  pecul- 
iar felicities  of  Johnson :  his  notions  rose 
up  like  the  dragon's  teeth  sowed  by  Cad- 
mus all  ready    clothed,  and    in    bright 
armour  too,  fit  for  immediate  battle.    He 
was  therefore  (as  somebody  is  said  to  have 
expressed  it)  a  tremendous  converser,  and 
few  people  ventured  to  try  their  skill 
against  an  antagonist  with  whom  conten- 
tion was   so  hopeless. — Piozzi,   Hesteb 
Lynch,  1786,  Anecdotes  cf  the  Late  &m- 
uel  Johnson  During  the  Last  Twenty  Yean 
qfhis  Life. 
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Here  lies  poor  Johnson  1  Reader,  have  a  care, 
Tread  lightly,  lest  you  rouse  a  sleeping  bear! 
Religious,  moral,  generous,  and  humane 
He  was;  but,  self-sufficient,  rude,  and  vain, 
m-bred,  and  over-bearing  in  dispute, 
A  scholar,  and  a  Ohristian,  and  a  brute. 

— Jenyns,  Soame,  1787  ?  Epitaph  on  Dr. 
Johnson. 

Methinks  I  view  his  full,  plain  suit  of  brown, 
The  large  gray  bushy  vidg,  that  grac'd  his 

crovTu; 
Black  worsted  stockings,  little  *silverbuokles ; 
And  shirt,  that  had  no  ruffies  for  his  knuck- 
les. 
I  mark  the  brown  great-coat  of  cloth  he  wore, 
That  two  huge  Patagonian  ixKskets  bore. 
Which  Patagonians  (wondrous  to  unfold  I) 
Would  fairly  both  his  Dictionaries  hold. 

— Walcot,  John  (Peter  Pindar),  1787, 
A  Poetical  and  Congratulatory  EpisUe  to 
James  Boswell,  Esq, 

As  Johnson  lived  the  life  of  the  right- 
eous, his  end  was  that  of  a  Christian :  he 
strictly  fulfilled  the  injunction  of  the 
apostles,  to  work  out  his  salvation  with 
fear  and  trembling;  and,  though  his 
doubts  and  scruples  were  certainly  very 
distressing  to  himself,  they  give  his 
friends  a  pious  hope,  that  he,  who  added 
to  almost  all  the  virtues  of  Christianity, 
that  religious  humility  which  its  great 
teacher  inculcated,  will,  in  the  fulness  of 
time,  receive  the  reward  promised  to  a 
patient  continuance  in  well-doing. — Haw- 
kins, Sir  John,  1787,  The  Life  of  Samuel 
Johnson,  p.  590. 

Johnson,  it  is  said,  was  superstitious; 
but  who  shall  exactly  ascertain  to  us,  what 
superstition  is  ?  .  .  .  There  was  no 
occasion  that  Johnson  should  teach  us  to 
dance,  to  make  bows,  or  turn  compli- 
ments. He  could  teach  us  better  things. 
To  reject  wisdom,  because  the  person  of 
him  who  communicates  it  is  uncouth,  and 
his  manners  are  inelegant ; — what  is  it, 
but  to  throw  away  a  pineapple,  and  assign 
for  a  reason  the  roughness  of  its  coat? 
That  Johnson  was  generous  and  charita- 
ble, none  can  deny.  But  he  was  not  always 
judicious  in  the  selection  of  his  objects : 
distress  was  a  sufficient  recommendation, 
and  he  did  not  scrutinize  into  the  failings 
of  the  distressed.  May  it  be  always  my 
lot  to  have  such  a  benefactor !  .  .  . 
For  the  mixture  of  power  and  weakness 
in  the  composition  of  this  wonderful  man, 
the  scholar  should  learn  humility.  It  was 
designed  to  correct  that  pride  which  great 


parts  and  great  learning  are  apt  to  pro- 
duce in  their  possessor.  In  him  it  had 
the  desired  effect.  For  though  conscious- 
ness of  superiority  might  sometimes 
induce  him  to  carry  it  high  with  man 
(and  even  this  was  much  abated  in  the 
latter  part  of  life),  his  devotions  have 
shewn  to  the  whole  world,  how  humbly  he 
walked  at  all  times  with  his  God.  .  .  . 
His  eminence  and  his  fame  must  of  course 
have  excited  envy  and  malice:  but  let 
envy  and  malice  look  at  his  infirmities  and 
his  charities,  and  they  will  melt  into  pity 
and  love.— HoRNE,  Bishop  George,  1787, 
The  OUa  Podrida,  No.  13. 

His  necessary  attendance  while  his  play 
was  in  rehearsal,  and  during  its  perform- 
ance, brough.t  him  acquainted  with  many 
of  the  performers  of  both  sexes,  which 
produced  a  more  favourable  opinion  of 
their  profession  than  he  had  harshly  ex- 
pressed in  his  ''Life  of  Savage."  With 
some  of  them  he  kept  up  an  acquaintance 
as  long  as  he  and  they  lived,  and  was  ever 
ready  to  show  them  acts  of  kindness.  He 
for  a  considerable  time  used  to  frequent 
the  Green  Room,  and  seemed  to  take  de- 
light in  dissipating  his  gloom,  by  mixing 
in  the  sprightly  chit-chat  of  the  motley 
circle  then  to  be  found  there.  Mr.  David 
Hume  related  to  me  from  Mr.  Garrick, 
that  Johnson  at  last  denied  himself  this 
amusement,  from  considerations  of  rigid 
virtue;  saying 'Til  come  no  more  behind 
your  scenes,  David ;  for  the  silk  stockings 
and  white  bosoms  of  your  actresses  excite 
my  amorous  propensities. ' ' — Boswell, 
James,  1791-93,  Ltfe  qf  Johnson,  ed.HUl, 
vol.  I,  p.  233. 

I  shall  remark  such  qualities  only  as 
his  works  cannot  convey.  And  among 
those  the  most  distinguished  was  his  pos- 
sessing a  mind  which  was,  as  I  may  say, 
always  ready  for  use.  Most  general  sub- 
jects had  undoubtedly  been  already  dis- 
cussed in  the  course  of  a  studious  think- 
ing life.  In  this  respect  few  men  ever 
came  better  prepared  into  whatever  com- 
pany chance  might  throw  him,  and  the 
love  which  he  had  to  society  gave  him  a 
facility  in  the  practice  of  applying  his 
knowledge  of  the  matter  in  hand  in  which 
I  believe  he  was  never  exceeded  by  any 
man.  It  has  been  frequently  observed 
that  he  was  a  singular  instance  of  a  man 
who  had  so  much  distinguished  himself 
by  his  writings  that  his  conversation  not 
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only  supported  his  character  as  an  author, 
but,  in  the  opinion  of  many,  was  superior. 
Those  who  had  lived  with  the  wits  of 
the  age  know  how  rarely  this  happens.  I 
have  had  the  habit  of  thinking  that  this 
quality,  as  well  as  others  of  the  same  kind, 
are  possessed  in  consequence  of  acciden- 
tal circumstances  attending  his  life. 
What  Dr.  Johnson  said  a  few  days  before 
his  death  of  his  disposition  to  insanity 
was  no  new  discovery  to  those  who  were 
intimate  with  him.  The  character  of 
Imlac  in  ''Kasselas,"  I  always  considered 
as  a  comment  on  his  own  conduct,  which 
he  himself  practised,  and  as  it  now  appears 
very  successfully,  since  we  know  he  con- 
tinued to  possess  his  understanding  in  its 
full  vigour  to  the  last.  Solitude  to  him 
was  horror ;  nor  would  he  ever  trust  him- 
self alone  but  when  employed  in  writing 
or  reading.  He  has  often  begged  me  to 
go  home  with  him  to  prevent  his  being 
alone  in  the  coach.  Any  company  was 
better  than  none ;  by  which  he  connected 
himself  with  many  mean  persons  whose 
presence  he  could  command.  .  .  . 
We  are  both  of  Dr.  Johnson's  school. 
For  my  part,  I  acknowledge  the  highest  ob- 
ligations to  him.  He  may  be  said  to  have 
formed  my  mind,  and  to  have  brushed  from 
it  a  great  deal  of  rubbish.  Those  very 
people  whom  he  has  brought  to  think 
rightly  will  occasionally  criticise  the 
opinions  of  their  master  when  he  nods. 
But  we  should  always  recollect  that  it  is 
he  himself  who  taught  us  and  enabled  us 
to  do  it.— Reynolds,  Sir  Joshua,  1792? 
Life  and  Times  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  by 
Leslie  and  Taylor,  vol.  il. 

It  may  be  said,  the  death  of  Dr.  John- 
son kept  the  public  mind  in  agitation  be- 
yond all  former  example.  ...  As  a 
man.  Dr.  Johnson  stands  displayed  in  open 
day-light.  Nothing  remains  undiscov- 
ered. What  ever  he  said  is  known ;  and 
without  allowing  him  the  usual  privilege 
of  hazarding  sentiments,  and  advancing 
positions,  for  mere  amusement,  or  the 
pleasure  of  discussion,  criticism  has  en- 
deavoured to  make  him  answerable  for 
what,  perhaps,  he  never  seriously  thought. 
His  diary,  which  has  been  printed,  discov- 
ers still  more.  We  have  before  us  the 
very  heart  of  the  man,  with  all  his  inward 
consciousness.  And  yet  neither  in  the 
open  paths  of  life,  nor  in  his  secret  re- 
cesses, has  any  one  vice  been  discovered. 


We  see  him  reviewing  every  year  of  his 
life,  and  severely  censuring  himself,  for 
not  keeping  resolutions,  which  morbid 
melancholy,  and  other  bodily  infirmities, 
rendered  impracticable.  We  see  him  for 
every  little  defect  imposing  on  himself 
voluntary  penance,  going  through  the  day 
with  only  one  cup  of  tea  without  milk, 
and  to  the  last,  amidst  paroxysms  and 
remissions  of  illness,  forming  plans  of 
study  and  resolutions  to  amend  his  life. 
Many  of  his  scruples  may  be  called  weak- 
nesses ;  but  they  are  the  weaknesses  of  a 
good,  a  pious,  and  most  excellent  man. — 
Murphy,  Arthur,  1792,  An  Essay  on  the 
Life  and  Genius  of  Samiiel  Johnson. 

With  a  lumber  of  learning  and  some 
strong  parts,  Johnson  was  an  odious  and 
mean  character — by  principle  a  Jacobite, 
arrogant,  self-sufScient,  and  overbearing 
by  nature,  ungrateful  through  pride,  and 
of  feminine  Mgotry.  His  manners  were 
sordid,  supercilious,  and  brutal,  his  style 
ridiculously  bombastic  and  vicious;  and 
in  one  word,  with  all  the  pedantry  he  had 
all  the  gigantic  littleness  of  a  country 
schoolmaster.— Walpole,  Horace,  1797? 
Memoirs  qf  the  First  Ten  Years  cf  George 

in. 

Mrs.  Williams  was  a  person  extremely 
interesting.  She  had  uncommon  firmness 
of  mind,  a  boundless  curiosity,  retentive 
memory,  and  strong  judgment.  She  had 
various  powers  of  pleasing.  Her  personal 
afilictions  and  slender  fortune  she  seemed 
to  forget,  when  she  had  the  power  of 
doing  an  act  of  kindness :  she  was  social, 
cheerful,  and  active,  in  a  state  of  body 
that  was  truly  deplorable.  Her  regard  to 
Dr.  Johnson  was  formed  with  such  strength 
of  judgment  and  firm  esteem,  that  her 
voice  never  hesitated  when  she  repeated 
his  maxims,  or  recited  his  good  deeds; 
though  upon  many  other  occasions  her 
want  of  sight  led  her  to  make  so  much 
use  of  her  ear,  as  to  affect  her  speech. 
Mrs.  Williams  was  blind  before  she  was 
acquainted  with  Dr.  Johnson. — Knight, 
Lady,  1799,  European  Magazine,  Oct. 

Johnson's  manner  of  composing  has  not 
been  rightly  understood.  He  was  so  ex- 
tremely short-sighted,  from  the  defect 
of  his  eyes,  that  writing  was  inconvenient 
to  him;  for  whenever  he  wrote,  he  was 
obliged  to  hold  a  paper  close  to  his  face. 
He,  therefore,  never  composed  what  we 
call  a  foul  draft  on  paper  of  any  thing  he 
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published,  but  used  to  revolve  the  subject 
in  his  mind,  and  turn  and  form  every 
period,  till  he  had  brought  the  whole  to 
the  highest  correctness  and  the  most  per- 
fect arrangement.  Then  his  uncommonly 
retentive  memory  enabled  him  to  deliver 
a  whole  essay,  properly  finished,  when- 
ever it  was  called  for.  The  writer  of  this 
note  has  often  heard  him  humming  and 
forming  periods,  in  low  whispers  to  him- 
self, when  shallow  observers  thought  he 
was  muttering  prayers,  &c. —  Percy, 
Thomas,  1805?  Anecdotes  and  Remarks  of 
Samuel' Johnson, 
Herculean  strength  and  a  stentorian  voice, 

Of  wit  a  f nnd,  of  words  a  countless  choice ; 
In  learning  rather  various  than  profound, 

In  truth  intrepid,  in  religion  sound ; 
A  trembling  form  and  a  distorted  sight, 

But  firm  in  judgment  and  in  genius  bright; 
In  controversy  seldom  known  to  spare, 

But  humble  as  the  publican  in  prayer; 
To  more  than  merited  his  kindness,  kind. 

And  though  in  manners  harsh,  of  friendly 
mind; 
Deep   tinged   with    melancholy's    blackest 
shade, 

And   though   prepared   to  die,  of   death 
afraid — 
Such  Johnson  was;  of  him  with  justice  vain, 

When  will  this  nation  see  his  like  again? 

—Cumberland,  Richard,  1806,  Memoirs 
Written  by  Himself. 

There  never,  indeed,  was  a  hnman 
being  of  whom  more  may  i>e  known  by 
those  who  have  had  no  opportunity  of  per- 
sonal acquaintance,  and  perhaps  never  a 
man  whose  failings,  after  having  been 
exposed  by  imprudence  or  exaggerated  by 
malice,  were  sooner  forgotten  in  the  es- 
teem excited  by  his  superior  talents,  and 
steady  virtues. — Chalmers,  Alexander, 
1806,  erf.,  The  Works  of  Samuel  Johnson^ 
Advertisenvent 

His  good  deeds  were  as  many  as  his 
good  sayings.  His  domestic  habits,  his 
tenderness  to  servants,  and  readiness  to 
oblige  his  friends ;  the  quantity  of  strong 
tea  that  he  drank  to  keep  down  sad 
thoughts;  his  many  labours  reluctantly 
begun,  and  irresolutely  laid  aside;  his 
honest  acknowledgment  of  his  own,  and 
indulgence  to  the  weaknesses  of  others ; 
his  throwing  himself  back  in  the  post- 
chaise  with  Boswell,  and  saying,  ''Now  I 
think  I  am  a  good-humoured  fellow," 
though  nobody  thought  him  so,  and  yet  he 
was ;  his  quitting  the  society  of  Garrick 
and  his  actresses,  and  his  reason  for  it ; 


his  dining  with  Wilkes,  and  his  kindness 
to  Goldsmith ;  his  sitting  with  the  young 
ladies  on  his  knee  at  the  Mitre,  to  give 
them  good  advice,  in  which  situation,  if 
not  explained,  he  might  be  taken  for  Fal- 
staif ;  and  last  and  noblest,  his  carrying 
the  unfortunate  victim  of  disease  and  dis- 
sipation on  his  back  up  through  Fleet 
street  (an  act  which  realises  the  parable 
of  the  good  Samaritan) — all  these,  and 
innumerable  others,  endear  him  to  the 
reader,  and  must  be  remembered  to  his 
lasting  honour.  He  had  faults,  but  they 
lie  buried  with  him.  He  had  his  preju- 
dices and  his  intolerant  feelings,  but  he 
suffered  enough  in  the  conflict  of  his  own 
mind  with  them;  for  if  no  man  can  be 
happy  in  the  free  exercise  of  his  reason, 
no  wise  man  can  be  happy  without  it. 
His  were  not  time-serving,  heartless,  hypo- 
critical prejudices;  but  deep,  inwoven, 
not  to  be  rooted  out  but  with  life  and 
hope,  which  he  found  from  old  habit  nec- 
essary to  his  own  peace  of  mind,  and 
thought  so  to  the  peace  of  mankind.  I 
do  not  hate,  but  love  him  for  them. 
They  were  between  himself  and  his  con- 
science, and  should  be  left  to  that  higher 
tribunal 
'* Where  they  in  tremhling  hope  repose, 
The  bosom  of  his  father  and  his  Grod. " 

In  a  word,  he  has  left  behind  him  few 
wiser  or  better  men. — Hazlitt,  Wiluam, 
1818,  Lectures  on  the  English  Comic 
Writers^  Lecture  v. 

Having  mentioned  some  literary  char- 
acters, who  became  personally  known  to 
me  in  the  university,  I  will  not  omit,  al- 
though extraneous  to  it,  that  giant  of 
genius  and  literature.  Dr.  Samuel  John- 
son. My  introduction  to  him  was  a  letter 
from  the  Rev.  Jonathan  Odel,  formerly 
missionary  at  Burlington.  The  Doctor 
was  very  civil  to  me.  I  visited  him 
occasionally ;  and  I  know  some  who  would 
be  tempted  to  envy  me  the  felicity  of  hav- 
ing found  him,  one  morning,  in  the  act  of 
preparing  his  dictionary  for  a  new  edition. 
His  harshness  of  manners  never  displayed 
itself  to  me,  except  in  one  instance ;  when 
he  told  me  that  had  he  been  prime-minis- 
ter, during  the  then  recent  controversy 
concerning  the  stamp-act,  he  would  have 
sent  a  ship-of-war,  and  levelled  one  of  our 
principal  cities  with  the  ground.  On  the 
other  hand,  I  have  heard  from  him  senti- 
ments expressive  of  a  feeling  heart ;  and 
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convincing  me,  that  he  would  not  have 
done  as  he  said.  —White,  William,  1819, 
Letter  to  Bishop  Hobart,  Sept.;  Memoirs  of 
the  Life  (^Bishop  White. 

There  was  a  pith  about  old  Samuel 
which  nothing  could  stand  up  against. 
His  influence  was  not  so  much  that  of  an 
author  as  of  a  thinker.  He  was  the  most 
powerful  intellect  in  the  world  of  books. 
He  was  the  Jackson  of  the  literary  ring — 
the  judge — the  emperor— a  giant — ac- 
knowledged to  be  a  Saul  amongst  the 
people.  Even  David  Hume  would  have 
been  like  a  woman  in  his  grasp ;  but,  odd 
enough,  the  two  never  met. — Wilson, 
John,  1822,  Nodes  AmbrosiamB^  April  2. 

In  the  vicissitudes  of  twenty-seven  years, 
no  estrangement  occurred  to  interrupt 
their  mutual  admiration  and  regard.  Burke 
followed  Johnson  to  the  grave  as  a 
mourner ;  and  in  contemplating  his  char- 
acter, applied  to  it  a  fine  passage  from 
Cicero,  which  might  equally  suit  his  own : 
— Intentum  enim  animum  qnasi  arcum 
habebat,  nee  languescens  succumhehat  sene- 
euti.  When  some  one  censured  Johnson's 
general  rudeness  in  society,  he  replied 
with  equal  consideration  and  truth,  ''It  is 
well,  when  a  man  comes  to  die,  if  he  has 
nothing  worse  to  accuse  himself  of  than 
than  some  harshness  in  conversation." — 
Prior,  Sir  James,  1824,  Memoirs  of  the 
Life  and  Character  of  the  Right  Hon.  Ed- 
mund Burke. 

When  first  I  remember  Johnson  I  used 
to  see  him  sometimes  at  a  little  distance 
from  the  house,  coming  to  call  on  my 
father ;  his  look  directed  downwards,  or 
rather  in  such  apparent  abstraction  as  to 
have  no  direction.  His  walk  was  heavy, 
but  he  got  on  at  a  great  rate,  his  left  arm 
always  fixed  across  his  breast,  so  as  to 
bring  the  hand  under  the  chin;  and  he 
walked  wide,  as  if  to  support  his  weight. 
Getting  out  of  a  hackney-coach,  which 
had  set  him  down  in  Fleet  Street,  my 
brother  Henry  says  he  made  his  way  up 
Bolt  Court  in  the  zig-zag  direction  of  a 
flash  of  lightning ;  submitting  his  course 
only  to  the  deflections  imposed  by  the 
impossibility  of  going  further  to  right  or 
left.  His  clothes  hung  loose,  and  the 
pocket  on  the  right  hand  swung  violently, 
the  lining  of  his  coat  being  always  visible. 
I  can  now  call  to  mind  his  brown  hand,  his 
metal  sleeve-buttons,  and  my  surprise  at 
seeing  him  with  plain  wristbands,  when 


all  gentlemen  wore  ruflSes;  his  coat- 
sleeve  being  very  wide,  showed  his  linen 
almost  to  the  elbow.  His  wig  in  common 
was  cut  and  bushy ;  if  by  chance  he  had 
one  that  had  been  dressed  in  separate 
curls,  it  gave  him  a  disagreeable  look« 
not  suited  to  his  years  or  character.  I 
certainly  had  no  idea  that  this  same  Dr. 
Johnson,  whom  I  thought  rather  a  dis- 
graceful visitor  at  our  house,  and  who 
was  never  mentioned  by  ladies  but  with  a 
smile,  was  to  be  one  day  an  honour  not 
only  to  us  but  to  this  country.  I  remem- 
ber a  tailor's  bringing  his  pattern-book  to 
my  brothers,  and  pointing  out  a  purple, 
such  as  no  one  else  wore,  as  the  doctor's 
usual  choice.  We  all  shouted  with  aston- 
ishment, at  hearing  that  Polyheme,  as, 
shame  to  say,  we  had  nicknamed  him, 
ever  had  a  new  coat;  but  the  tailor 
assured  us  he  was  a  good  customer.— 
Hawkins,  LEnriA,  1827,  Memoirs,  vol.  i, 
J).  86. 

Johnson,  it  is  well  known,  professed  to 
recruit  his  acquaintance  with  younger  per- 
sons, and,  in  his  latter  days,  I,  with  a  few 
others  were  more  frequently  honoured  by 
his  notice.  At  times  he  was  very  gloomy, 
and  would  exclaim,  ''Stay  with  me,  for  it 
is  a  comfort  to  me" — a  comfort  that  any 
feeling  mind  would  wish  to  administer  to 
a  man  so  kind,  though  at  times  so  boi»- 
terous,  when  he  seized  your  hand,  and  re- 
peated, "Ay,  Sir,  but  to  die  and  go  we 
know  not  where,"  &c. — here  his  morbid 
melancholy  prevailed,  and  Garrick  never 
spoke  so  impressively  to  the  heart.  Yet, 
to  see  him  in  the  evening  (though  he 
took  nothing  stronger  than  lemonade),  a 
stranger  would  have  concluded  that  our 
morning  account  was  a  fabrication.  No 
hour  was  too  late  to  keep  him  from  the 
tyranny  of  his  own  gloomy  thoughts.  A 
gentleman  venturing  to  say  to  Johnson, 
"Sir,  I  wonder  sometimes  that  you  conde- 
scend so  far  as  to  attend  a  city  club." 
"Sir,  the  great  chair  of  a  full  and  pleas- 
ant club  is,  perhaps,  the  throne  of  human 
felicity.  "—Cradock,  Joseph,  1828,  Ui- 
erary  Memoirs. 

In  early  youth  I  knew  Bennet  Langton, 
(f  that  ilk,  as  the  Scotch  say.  With  great 
personal  claims  to  the  respect  of  the  pub- 
lic, he  is  known  to  that  public  chiefly  as  a 
friend  of  Johnson.  He  was  a  very  tall, 
meagre,  long-visaged  man,  much  resem- 
bling, according  to  Richard  Paget,  a  stork 
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standing  on  one  leg,  near  the  shore,  in 
Raphael's  cartoon  of  the  miraculous 
draught  of  fishes.  His  manners  were  in 
the  highest  degree  polished ;  his  conver- 
sation mild,  equable,  and  always  pleasing. 
He  had  the  uncommon  faculty  of  being  a 
good  reader.  I  formed  an  intimacy  with 
his  son,  and  went  to  pay  him  a  visit  at 
Langton.  After  breakfast  we  walked  to 
the  top  of  a  very  steep  hill  behind  the 
house.  When  we  arrived  at  the  summit, 
Mr.  Langton  said,  **Poor,  dear  Dr.  John- 
son, when  he  came  to  this  spot,  turned  to 
look  down  the  hill,  and  said  he  was  deter- 
mined 'to  take  a  roll  down.'  When  we 
understood  what  he  meant  to  do,  we  en- 
deavoured to  dissuade  him;  but  he  was 
resolute,  saying,  he  had  not  had  a  roll  for 
a  long  time ;  and  taking  out  of  his  lesser 
pockets  whatever  might  be  in  them— rkeys, 
pencil,  purse,  or  penknife,  and  laying  him- 
self parallel  with  the  edge  of  the  hill,  he 
actually  descended,  turning  himself  over 
and  over  until  he  came  to  the  bottom." 
The  story  was  told  with  such  gravity, 
and  with  an  air  of  such  affectionate  re- 
membrance of  a  departed  friend,  that  it 
was  impossible  to  suppose  this  extraordi- 
nary freak  of  the  great  lexicographer  to 
have  been  a  fiction  or  invention  of  Mr. 
Langton.— Best,  H.  D.,  1829,  Personal 
and  Literary  Memoriahj  vol.  i,  p.  62. 

Johnson  grown  old,  Johnson  in  the  ful- 
ness of  his  fame  and  in  the  enjoyment  of 
a  competent  fortune,  is  better  known  to 
us  than  any  other  man  in  history.  Every- 
thing about  him,  his  coat,  his  wig,  his 
figure,  his  face,  his  scrofula,  his  St. 
Vitus's  dance,  his  rolling  walk,  his  blink- 
ing eye,  the  outward  signs  which  too 
clearly  marked  his  approbation  of  his  din- 
ner, his  insatiable  appetite  for  fish-sauce 
and  veal  pie  with  plums,  his  inextinguish- 
able thirst  for  tea,  his  trick  of  touching 
the  posts  as  he  walked,  his  mysterious 
practice  of  treasuring  up  scraps  of 
orange-peel,  his  morning  slumbers,  his 
midnight  disputations,  his  contortions,  his 
mutterings,  his  gruntings,  his  puffings,  his 
vigorous,  acute,  and  ready  eloquence,  his 
sarcastic  wit,  his  vehemence,  his  insolence, 
his  fits  of  tempestuous  rage,  his  queer 
inmates,  old  Mr.  Levett  and  blind  Mrs. 
Williams,  the  cat  Hodge  and  the  negro 
Frank — all  are  as  familiar  to  us  as  the 
objects  by  which  we  have  been  surrounded 
from  childhood.     .     .     .     The  club-room 


is  before  us,  and  the  table  on  which 
stands  the  omelet  for  Nugent  and  the 
lemons  for  Johnson.  There  are  assem- 
bled those  heads  which  live  for  ever  on 
the  canvas  of  Reynolds.  There  are  the 
spectacles  of  Burke  and  the  tall  thin  form 
of  Langton;  the  courtly  sneer  of  Beau- 
clerk  and  the  beaming  smile  of  Garrick ; 
Gibbon  tapping  his  snuff-box,  and  Sir 
Joshua  with  his  trumpet  in  his  ear.  In 
the  foreground  is  that  strange  figure 
which  is  as  familiar  to  us  as  the  figures  of 
those  among  whom  we  have  been  brought 
up — the  gigantic  body,  the  huge  massy 
face,  seamed  with  the  scars  of  disease; 
the  brown  coat,  the  black  worsted  stock- 
ings, the  gray  wig  with  a  scorched  fore- 
top  ;  the  dirty  hands,  the  nails  bitten  and 
paired  to  the  quick.  We  see  the  eyes  and 
mouth  moving  with  convulsive  twitches ; 
we  see  the  heavy  form  rolling ;  we  hear 
it  puffing;  and  then  comes  the  **Why, 
sir!"  and  the  **What  then,  sir?"  and  the 
**No,  sir!"  and  the  "You  don't  see  your 
way  through  the  question,  sir !" — Macau- 
lay,  Thomas  Babington,  1831,  BoswelVs 
Life  of  Johnson,  Edinburgh  Review ;  Grit- 
ieal  and  Miscellaneous  Essays. 

Leaving  now  this  our  English  Odyssey, 
with  its  Singer  and  Scholiast,  let  us  come 
to  the  Ulysses ;  that  great  Samuel  John- 
son himself,  the  far-experienced,  ''much- 
enduring  man,"  whose  labours  and  pil- 
grimage are  here  sung.  A  full-length 
image  of  his  Existence  has  been  preserved 
for  us :  and  he  perhaps  of  all  living  Eng- 
lishmen, was  the  one  who  best  deserved 
that  honour.  .  .  .  Seldom,  for  any 
man,  has  the  contrast  between  the  ethe- 
real heavenward  side  of  things,  and  the 
dark  sordid  earthward,  been  more  glaring : 
whether  we  look  at  Nature's  work  with 
him  or  Fortune's,  from  first  to  last,  heter- 
ogeneity, as  of  sunbeams  and  miry  clay, 
is  on  all  hands  manifest.  Whereby  in- 
deed, only  this  was  declared.  That  mv/ih 
life  had  been  given  him ;  many  things  to 
triumph  over,  a  great  work  to  do.  Hap- 
pily also  he  did  it ;  better  than  the  most. 
Nature  had  given  him  a  high,  keen- 
visioned,  almost  poetic  soul;  yet  withal 
imprisoned  it  in  an  inert,  unsightly 
body :  he  that  could  never  rest  had  not 
limbs  that  would  move  with  him,  but 
only  roll  and  waddle :  the  inward  eye,  all- 
penetrating,  all-embracing,  must  look 
through  bodily  windows  that  were  dim, 
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half -blinded ;  he  so  loved  men,  and  '  'never 
once  saw  the  human  face  divine!''  Not 
less  did  he  prize  the  love  of  men ;  he  was 
eminently  social ;  the  approbation  of  his 
fellows  was  dear  to  him,  ''valuable/'  as 
he  owned,  "if  from  the  meanest  of 
human  beings:"  yet  the  first  impression 
he  produced  on  every  man  was  to  be  one 
of  aversion,  almost  of  disgust.  By  Nature 
it  was  farther  ordered  that  the  imperious 
Johnson  should  be  born  poor :  the  ruler- 
soul,  strong  in  its  native  royalty,  gener- 
ous, uncontrollable,  like  the  lion  of  the 
woods,  was  to  be  housed,  then,  in  such  a 
dwelling-place :  of  Disfigurement,  Disease, 
and  lastly  of  a  Poverty  which  itself  made 
him  the  servant  of  servants.  Thus  was 
the  bom  king  likewise  a  born  slave :  the 
divine  spirit  of  Music  must  awake  impris- 
oned amid  dull-croaking  universal  Dis- 
cords; the  Ariel  finds  himself  encased 
in  the  coarse  hulls  of  a  Calibam.  So  is  it 
more  or  less,  we  know  (and  thou  0 
Reader,  knowest  and  feelest  even  now), 
with  all  men :  yet  with  the  fewest  men  in 
any  such  degree  as  with  Johnson. — Car- 
LYLE,  Thomas,  1832,  BostoeWs  Life  (f 
JohnsoUy  Critical  and  Miscellaneous  Essays^ 
vol.  IV,  pp.  51,  57. 

I  love  the  Doctor  as  much  as  Bos.  did, 
certainly.  He  was  a  noble  fellow,  satu- 
rated with  knowledge;  a  magazine  of 
satire,  a  powder-house  of  wit. — Apple- 
ton,  Thomas  Gold,  1832,  Life  and  Let- 
ters, p.  79. 

Johnson's  malady  and  Gowper's  were 
precisely  similar  in  the  early  period  of 
each,  as  we  have  before  remarked;  the 
only  difference  was  in  the  strength  of 
mind  of  either  sufferer.  Cowper  at  once 
surrendered  himself  up  to  the  tyranny  of 
his  disorder,  and  took  a  pleasure  in  parad- 
ing the  chains  of  his  melancholy  before 
the  eyes  of  his  correspondents,  even  when 
"immuring  himself  at  home  in  the  infected 
atmosphere  of  his  own  enthusiasm;" 
while  Johnson  struggled  with  his  disease, 
sometimes  indeed  in  a  spirit  of  ferocious 
independence,  and  very  seldom  complained 
to  his  most  intimate  friends  of  his  "humili- 
ating malady."  In  no  point  was  the  vig- 
our of  his  intellect  shown  in  so  strong  a 
light  as  in  this  particular;  for  in  no 
malady  is  there  so  great  a  disposition  to 
complain  of  the  sufferings  that  are  en- 
dured, and  to  over-state  their  intensity, 
lest,  by  any  possibility,  they  should  be 


underrated  by  others. — Madden,  R.  R., 
1833,  Ivfirmities  of  Genius,  vol.  i,  p.  22B. 

Dr.  Johnson's  fame  now  rests  principally 
upon  Boswell.  It  is  impossible  not  to  be 
amazed  with  such  a  book.  But  his  "bow- 
wow" manner  must  have  had  a  good  deal  to 
do  with  the  effect  produced ; — for  no  one,  I 
suppose,  will  set  Johnson  before  Burke, 
— and  Burke  was  a  great  and  universal 
talker ; — yet  now  we  hear  nothing  of  this 
except  by  some  chance  remarks  in  Bos- 
well. The  fact  is,  that  Burke,  like  all 
men  of  genius  who  love  to  talk  at  all,  was 
very  discursive  and  continuous ;  hence  he 
is  not  reported ;  he  seldom  said  the  short 
things  that  Johnson  almost  always  did, 
which  produce  a  more  decided  effect  at  the 
moment  and  which  are  so  much  more  easy 
to  carry  off.  Besides,  as  to  Burke's  tes- 
timony to  Johnson's  powers,  you  must 
remember  that  Burke  was  a  great  court- 
ier ;  and  after  all,  Burke  said  and  wrote 
more  than  once  that  he  thought  Johnson 
greater  in  talking  than  writing,  and 
greater  in  Boswell  than  in  real  life.— 
Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor,  1833,  Table 
Talk,  ed.  Ashe,  July  4,  p.  239. 

If  then  it  be  asked,  who  first,  in  Eng- 
land, at  this  period,  breasted  the  waves  aod 
stenMned  the  tide  of  infidelity, — who. 
enlisting  wit  and  eloquence,  together  with 
argument  and  learning,  on  the  side  of  re- 
vealed religion,  first  turned  the  literary 
current  in  its  favour  and  mainly  prepared 
the  reaction  which  succeeded, — that 
praise  seems  most  justly  to  belong  to  Dr. 
Samuel  Johnson.  Religion  was  to  him 
no  mere  lip-service  nor  cold  formality: 
he  was  mindful  of  it  in  his  social  hours  as 
much  as  in  his  graver  lucubrations ;  and 
he  brought  to  it,  not  merely  erudition 
such  as  few  indeed  possessed,  but  the 
weight  of  the  highest  character,  and  the 
respect  which  even  his  enemies  would  not 
deny  him.  It  may  be  said  of  him  that, 
though  not  in  Orders,  he  did  the  Church 
of  England  better  service  than  most  of 
those  who  at  that  listless  era  ate  her 
bread.— Stanhope,  Philip  Henry  (Lord 
Mahon),  1836-54,  History  ^  England, 
vol.  IV,  p.  313. 

His  youth  was  one  of  extreme  poverty; 
yet  when  a  person  who  knew  of  his  condi- 
tion had  a  pair  of  old  shoes  placed  in  bis 
belongings,  as  soon  as  Johnson  discovered 
them  he  flung  them  out  the  window. 
This  incident  is  an  expressive  type  of  the 
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man's  conduct  through  life;  he  never 
would  stand  in  another's  shoes ;  he  pre- 
ferred misery  when  it  was  his  own,  to  any- 
thing derivable  from  others.  He  was  in 
all  respects  a  ponderous  man, — strong  in 
appetite,  powerful  in  intellect,  of  Hercu- 
lean frame,  a  great  passionate  giant. 
There  is  something  fine  and  touching  too, 
if  we  will  consider  it,  in  that  little, 
flimsy,  flippant,  vain  fellow,  Boswell, 
attaching  himself  as  he  did  to  Johnson : 
before  others  had  discovered  anything  sub- 
lime, Boswell  had  done  it,  and  embraced 
his  Imees  when  the  bosom  was  denied  him. 
— Fox,  Caroline,  1840,  Memories  cf  Old 
FYiends,  ed,  Pym^  Journal,  May  19,  p.  106. 

Our  English  neighbors,  as  a  people  at 
least,  are  much  less  literary  than  our- 
selves. The  fame  of  their  best  writers 
has  scarce  at  all  reached  the  masses  of 
their  population.  They  know  nothing  of 
Addison  with  his  exquisitely  classic  prose, 
or  of  Pope  with  his  finished  and  pointed 
verse.  We  have  been  struck,  however, 
by  finding  it  remarked  by  an  English 
writer,  who  lived  long  in  London,  and 
moved  much  among  the  common  people, 
that  he  found  in  the  popular  mind  well- 
marked  though  indistinct  and  exaggerated 
traces  of  at  least  ode  great  Blnglish 
author.  He  could  learn  nothing,  he 
observed,  from  the  men  who  drove  cabs 
and  drays,  of  the  wits  and  scholars  of 
Queen  Anne,  or  of  the  much  greater  liter- 
ati of  the  previous  century;  nay,  they 
seemed  to  know  scarce  anything  of  living 
genius;  but  they  all  possessed  somehow 
an  indistinct,  shadowy  notion  of  one  Dr. 
Samuel  Johnson, — a  large,  ill-dressed 
man,  who  was  a  great  writer  of  they 
knew  not  what;  and  almost  all  of  them 
could  point  out  the  various  places  in  which 
he  had  lived,  and  the  house  in  which  he 
died.  Altogether  independently  of  his 
writings — for  these  are  far  from  being  of 
a  popular  cast — the  doctor  had  made  an 
impression  by  the  sheer  bulk  and  energy 
of  his  character;  he  loomed  large  and 
imposing  simply  as  a  man. — Miller, 
Hugh,  1844,  Essays,  p.  146. 

Another  paradox  of  Mr.  Gilfillan's 
under  this  head  is  that  he  classes  Dr. 
Johnson  as  indolent ;  and  it  is  the  more 
startling  because  he  does  not  utter  it  as  a 
careless  opinion  upon  which  he  might  have 
been  thrown  by  inconsideration,  but  as  a 
concession  extorted  from  him  reluctantly : 


he  had  sought  to  evade  it,  but  could  not. 
Now,  that  Dr.  Johnson  had  a  morbid  pre- 
disposition to  decline  labour  from  his 
scrofulous  habit  of  body  is  probable. 
The  question  for  us,  however,  is  not  what 
nature  prompted  him  to  do,  but  what  he 
did.  If  he  had  an  extra  difficulty  to  fight 
with  in  attempting  to  labour,  the  more 
was  his  merit  in  the  known  result, — that 
he  did  fight  with  that  difficulty,  and  that 
he  conquered  it.  This  is  undeniable.  And 
the  attempt  to  deny  it  presents  itself  in  a 
comic  shape  when  one  imagines  some 
ancient  shelf  in  a  library,  that  has  groaned 
for  nearly  a  century  under  the  weight  of 
the  doctor's  works,  demanding  ''How  say 
you?  Is  this  Sam  Johnson,  whose  Dic- 
tionary alone  is  a  load  for  a  camel,  one  of 
those  authors  whom  you  call  idle  ?  Then 
Heaven  preserve  us  poor  oppressed  book- 
shelves from  such  as  you  will  consider 
active."  George  III,  in  a  compliment  as 
happily  turned  as  any  one  of  those  ascribed 
to  Louis  XIV,  expressed  his  opinion  upon 
this  question  of  the  Doctor's  industry  by^ 
saying  that  he  also  should  join  in  thinking 
Johnson  too  voluminous  a  contributor  ta 
literature  were  it  not  for  the  extraordinary 
merit  of  the  contributions.  Now,  it 
would  be  an  odd  way  of  turning  the  royal 
praise  into  reproach  if  we  should  say: 
**Sam,  had  you  been  a  pretty  good  writer, 
we,  your  countrymen,  should  have  held 
you  to  be  also  an  industrious  writer ;  but, 
because  you  are  a  very  good  writer,  there- 
fore, we  pronounce  you  a  lazy  vagabond." 
-De  Quincey,  Thomas,  1845-57,  Gil- 
jiUarCs  Literary  Portraits^  Works,  ed. 
Masson,  vol.  xi,  p.  381. 

Dr.  Johnson's  essays  on  politeness  are 
admirable;  yet  his  **You  lie,  sir!"  and 
**Youdon'tunderstand  the  question,  sir !" 
were  too  common  characteristics  of  his 
colloquies.  He  and  Dr.  Shebbeare  were 
both  pensioned  at  the  same  time.  The 
report  immediately  flew,  that  the  king  had 
pensioned  two  bears, — a  he-bear  and  a 
she-bear. —  Whipple,  Edwin  P.,  1846, 
Authors  in  their  Relations  to  Life,  Litera- 
ture and  Life,  p.  34. 

He  brought,  into  common  talk,  too  plain 
an  anticipation  of  victory  and  triumph. 
He  wore  his  determination  not  to  be 
thrown  or  beaten,  whatever  side  he  might 
please  to  take,  somewhat  defiantly  upon 
his  sleeve ;  and  startled  peaceful  society 
a  little  too  much  with  his  uncle  Andrew's 


732 


SAMUEL  JOHNSON 


habits  in  the  ring  at  Smithfield.  It  was  a 
sense,  on  his  own  part,  of  this  eagerness 
to  make  every  subject  a  battleground, 
which  made  him  say,  at  a  moment  of  ill- 
ness and  exhaustion,  that  if  he  were  to 
see  Burke  then,  it  would  kill  him.  From 
the  first  day  of  their  meeting,  now  some 
years  ago,  at  Garrick's  dinner-table,  his 
desire  had  been  to  measure  himself  with 
Burke  on  all  occasions. — Forster,  John, 
1848-71,  The  Life  and  Times  of  Oliver 
Goldsmith,  vol.  I,  p,  319. 

Johnson  once  lived  in  Fetter  Lane,  but 
the  circumstances  of  his  abode  there  have 
not  transpired.  We  now,  however,  come 
to  a  cluster  of  his  residences  in  Fleet 
Street,  of  which  place  he  is  certainly  the 
great  presiding  spirit,  the  Genius  loci. 
He  was  conversant  for  the  greater  part  of 
his  life  with  this  street,  was  fond  of  it, 
frequented  its  Mitre  Tavern  above  any 
other  in  London,  and  has  identified  its 
name  and  places  with  the  best  things  he 
ever  said  and  did.  It  was  in  Fleet 
Street,  we  believe,  that  he  took  the  poor 
girl  up  in  his  arms,  put  her  to  bed  in  his 
own  house,  and  restored  her  to  health  and 
her  friends ;  an  action  suflScient  to  redeem 
a  million  of  the  asperities  of  temper  oc- 
casioned by  disease,  and  to  stamp  him,  in 
spite  of  his  bigotry,  a  good  Christian. 
Here,  at  all  events,  he  walked  and  talked, 
and  shouldered  wondering  porters  out  of 
the  way,  and  mourned,  and  philosophised, 
and  was  *'a  good-natured  fellow"  (as  he 
called  himself),  and  roared  with  peals  of 
laughter  till  midnight  echoed  to  his  roar. 
—Hunt,  Leigh,  1848,  The  Town,  p.  121. 

Next  I  told  the  driver  to  take  me  to 
Fleet  street,  to  Gough  Square,  and  to  Bolt 
court,  where  Johnson  lived  and  died. 
Bolt  court  lies  on  Fleet  street,  and  it  is 
but  a  few  steps  along  a  narrow  passage 
to  the  house,  which  is  now  a  hotel,  where 
Johnson  died ;  but  you  must  walk  on  far- 
ther through  the  narrow  passage,  a  little 
fearful  to  a  woman,  to  see  the  place  where 
he  wrote  the  dictionary.  The  house  is  so 
completely  within  a  court,  in  which  noth- 
ing but  brick  walls  could  be  seen,  that  one 
wonders  w^hat  the  charm  of  London  could 
be,  to  induce  one  to  live  in  that  place.  But 
a  great  city  always  draws  to  itself  the 
great  minds,  and  there  Johnson  probably 
found  his  enjoyment. — Mitchell,  Maria, 
1857,  Life,  Letters  and  Journals,  p.  104. 

I  was  but  little  interested  in  the  legends 


of  the  remote  antiquity  of  Lichfield,  being 
drawn  thither  partly  to  see  its  beautifid 
cathedral,  and  still  more,  I  believe, 
because  it  was  the  birthplace  of  Dr.  John- 
son, with  whose  sturdy  English  character 
I  became  acquainted,  at  a  very  early 
period  of  my  life,  through  the  good  offices 
of  Mr.  Boswell.  In  truth,  he  seems  as 
familiar  to  my  recollection,  and  almost  as 
vivid  in  his  personal  aspect  to  my  mind's 
eye,  as  the  kindly  figure  of  my  own  grand- 
father. .  .  .  Beyond  all  question  I 
might  have  had  a  wiser  friend  than  he. 
The  atmosphere  in  which  alone  he  breathed 
was  dense;  his  awful  dread  of  death 
showed  how  much  muddy  imperfection 
was  to  be  cleansed  out  of  him,  before 
he  could  be  capable  of  spiritual  existence; 
he  meddled  only  with  the  surface  of  life, 
and  never  cared  to  penetrate  farther  than 
to  plough-share  depth ;  his  very  sense  and 
sagacity  were  but  a  one-eyed  clear-sight- 
edness. I  laugh  at  him  sometimes,  stand- 
ing beside  his  knee.  And  yet,  consider- 
ing that  my  native  propensities  were 
toward  Fairy  Land,  and  also  how  much 
yeast  is  generally  mixed  up  with  the  men- 
tal sustenance  of  a  New  Englander,  it 
may  not  have  been  altogether  amiss,  in 
those  childish  and  boyish  days,  to  keep 
pace  with  this  heavy-footed  traveller,  and 
feed  on  the  gross  diet  that  he  carried  in 
his  knapsack.  It  is  wholesome  food  even 
now.  And,  then,  how  English !  Many  of 
the  latent  sympathies  that  enable  me  to 
enjoy  the  Old  Country  so  well,  and  that 
so  readily  amalgamated  themselves  with 
the  American  ideas  that  seemed  the  most 
adverse  to  them,  may  have  been  derived 
from,  or  fostered  and  kept  alive  by,  the 
great  English  moralist.  Never  was  a 
descriptive  epithet  more  nicely  appropri- 
ate than  that!  Dr.  Johnson's  morality 
was  as  Blnglish  an  article  as  a  beefsteak. 
—Hawthorne,  Nathaniel,  1863,  Lich- 
field and  UUoxeter,  Our  Old  Home. 

Communion,  though  but  for  a  short  while, 
with  the  spirit  of  this  man's  life,  fellow- 
ship with  his  sufferings,  sympathy  with 
his  sorrows,  the  sense  of  his  virtues,  and 
the  felt  presence  of  his  genius,  will  surely 
bring  a  touch  of  healing  to  some  wounded 
heart,  or  a  word  of  strength  to  some 
weary  brain.  It  has  been  well  said,  ^*Thit 
first  condition  of  human  goodness  is^  som- 
thing  to  love ;  the  second,  something  to  ret- 
erence,'*  both  these  conditions  meet,  and 
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meet  grandly,  in  the  life  of  Doctor  Samuel 
Johnson. — Main,  Alexander,  1874,  Ljfe 
and  Conversations  of  Dr.  Samuel  Johnson^ 
p.  441. 

Dr.  Johnson  was  a  man  of  no  profound 
mind, — full  of  English  limitations,  English 
politics,  English  Church,  Oxford  philoso- 
phy; yet,  having  a  large  heart,  mother- 
wit,  and  good  sense  which  impatiently 
overleaped  his  customary  bounds,  his  con- 
versation as  reported  by  Boswell  has  a 
lasting  charm.  Conversation  is  the  vent 
of  character  as  well  as  of  thought ;  and 
Dr.  Johnson  impresses  his  company,  not 
only  by  the  point  of  the  remark,  but  also, 
when  the  point  fails,  because  he  makes  it. 
— Emerson,  Ralph  Waldo,  1880-83, 
Clvbs;  Works^  Riverside  ed,,  vol.  vil, 
p.22S. 

Johnson  had  the  warmest  of  hearts. 
He  was  tender  and  even  gallant,  love  was 
almost  a  weakness  with  him.  When  an 
uncouth  youth,  he  was  in  love  with  a  local 
belle.  There  was  a  certain  Molly  Aston, 
with  whom  he  was  desperately  smitten; 
and  his  gallantry  to  ladies  when  advanced 
in  life  makes  up  some  pretty  scenes  in 
Boswell.  The  real  attachments  of  his  life 
were  two :  the  first  for  his  wife ;  the  sec- 
ond, the  well-known  devotion  to  Mrs. 
Thrale.  Mrs.  Johnson  was  a  singularly 
coarse,  painted  creature,  much  older  than 
he  was,  without  a  charm  to  recommend 
her.  Yet  he  was  really  infatuated  by  her. 
Garrick,  attending  his  school,  used  to 
make  much  mirth  out  of  the  clownish  at- 
tempts at  adoration  on  the  part  of  the 
Edial  pedagogue,  and  would  later  mimic 
the  uncouth  love-making  of  the  future 
dictionary-writer.  To  her  he  was  all 
through  the  devoted  husband,  just  as  he 
had  been  the  devoted  son ;  and  his  grief 
at  her  loss  showed  that  this  almost  gro- 
tesque affection  was  based  on  the  most 
substantial  and  enduring  grounds. — Fitz- 
gerald, Percy,  1883,  Kings  and  Queens 
qf  an  Hour,  vol,  ii,  p.  300. 

Is  it  possible  to  feel  as  deep  an  interest 
in  and  admiration  for  Carlyle,  apart  from 
his  works,  as  we  do  in  Johnson  ?  Differ- 
ent temperaments  will  answer  differently. 
Some  people  have  a  natural  antipathy  to 
Carlyle,  based  largely,  no  doubt,  on  mis- 
conception. But  misconception  is  much 
easier  in  his  case  than  in  Johnson's.  He 
was  more  of  an  exceptional  being.  He 
was  pitched  in  too  high  a  key  for  the 


ordinary  uses  of  life.  He  had  fewer  in- 
firmities than  Johnson,  moral  and  physical. 
Johnson  was  a  typical  Englishman,  and 
appeals  to  us  by  all  the  virtues  and  faults 
of  his  race.  Carlyle  stands  more  isolated, 
and  held  himself  much  more  aloof  from 
the  world.  On  this  account,  among  others, 
he  touches  us  less  nearly.  Women  are 
almost  invariably  repelled  by  Carlyle; 
they  instinctively  flee  from  a  certain 
hard,  barren  masculinity  in  him.  If  not 
a  woman-hater,  he  certainly  had  little  in 
his  composition  that  responded  to  the 
charms  and  allurements  peculiar  to  the 
opposite  sex;  while  Johnson's  idea  of 
happiness  was  to  spend  his  life  driving 
briskly  in  a  postchaise  with  a  pretty  and 
intelligent  woman.  Both  men  had  the 
same  proud  independence,  the  same  fear- 
less gift  of  speech,  the  same  deference  to 
authority  or  love  of  obedience.  In  per- 
sonal presence,  the  Englishman  had  the 
advantage  of  mere  physical  size,  breadth, 
and  a  stern  forbidding  countenance. 
Johnson's  power  was  undoubtedly  more  of 
the  chest,  the  stomach,  and  less  of  the 
soul,  than  Carlyle's,  and  was  more  of  a 
blind,  groping,  unconscious  force ;  but  of 
the  two  men  he  seems  the  more  innocent 
and  child-like.  His  journal  is  far  less 
interesting  and  valuable  as  literature  than 
Carlyle's,  but  in  some  way  his  fervent 
prayers,  his  repeated  resolutions  to  do 
better,  to  conquer  his  laziness,  ''to  consult 
the  resolve  on  Tetty's  coflSn,"  **to  go  to 
church,"  **to  drink  less  strong  liquors," 
**to  get  up  at  8  o'clock,"  **to  reject  or 
expel  sensual  images  and  idle  thoughts," 
"to  read  the  Scriptures,"  etc.,  touch  one 
more  nearly  than  Carlyle's  exaggerated 
self-reproaches  and  loud  bemoanings  of 
the  miseries  of  life.  Yet  the  fact  remains 
that  Johnson  lived  and  moved  and  thought 
on  a  lower  plane  than  Carlyle,  and  that 
he  cherished  less  lofty  ideals  of  life  and  of 
duty.  It  is  probably  true  also  that  his 
presence  and  his  conversation  made  less 
impression  on  his  contemporaries  than 
did  Carlyle's ;  but,  through  the  wonderful 
Boswell,  a  livelier  more  lovable  and  more 
real  image  of  him  is  likely  to  go  down  to 
succeeding  ages  than  of  the  great  Scotch- 
man through  his  biographer.  —  Bur- 
roughs, John,  1886,  Dr.  Johnson  and 
Carlyle,  The  Critic,  N.  S.,  vol.  5,  p.  2. 

Concerning  the  portraits  of  Dr.  John- 
son alone,  many  pages  might  be  written. 
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His  face  is  as  familiar  to-day  as  that  of 
Bonaparte,  Shakespeare  or  Mary  Queen 
of  Scots.  In  one  private  collection  of 
Johnson  there  are  one  hundred  and  fifty- 
three  prints,  no  two  of  which  are  alike; 
and  this  collection  is  known  to  be  incom- 
plete. When  the  Neophyte  comes  to  this 
name  on  his  list  he  will  be  at  a  loss  where 
to  begin  and  how  soon  to  stop.  He  will 
certainly  be  tempted  to  gather  as  many 
as  his  purse  will  buy. — Hutton,  Lau- 
rence, 1887,  Gran^erwm  and  the  Granger- 
iks.  The  Book  Buyery  vol.  4,  p.  290. 

The  Blaspheming  Doctor, — Blinking 
Sam.— The  Bolt  Court  Philosopher,— The 
Cerberus  of  Literature, — ^The  Classic 
Rambler, — The  Colossus  of  English  Phi- 
lology,— The  Giant  of  Literature, — The 
Great  Bear, — Great  Caliban,— The  Great 
Cham  of  Literature, — The  Great  Moralist, 
— The  Great  Seer, — The  Incomprehensible 
Holof ernes, — A  Learned  Attila,— Our  Let- 
tered Polypheme, — ^The  Leviathan  of  Lit- 
erature,— The  Literary  Anvil, — The  Lit- 
erary Castor, — The  Literary  Colossus, — 
Our  Literary  Whale, — Pomposo, — The 
Respectable  Hottentot, — Sir  Charles  Easy, 
— Sober, — Surly  Sam, — Ursa  Major. — 
Frey,  Albert  R.,  1888,  Sobriquets  and 
Nicknames,  p.  426. 

That  dear  Old  Doctor  1  fierce  of  mien, 
Untidy,  arbitrary,  fat, 

Wliat  gentle  thoughts  his  name  enfold  I 

So  generous  of  his  scanty  gold, 

So  quick  to  love,  so  hot  to  soom, 
Elind  to  all  sufferers  under  heaven — 

A  tenderer  despot  ne*er  was  bom ; 
His  big  heart  held  a  comer  even 
For  Hodge  the  cat. 

— CoouDGE,  Susan,  1889,  Hodge  the  Cat. 

Given  thus,  on  the  one  hand,  a  man  of 
vigorous  intellect,  strong,  though  con- 
trolled passions,  and  fascinating  conver- 
sation, and,  on  the  other,  a  woman  of 
talent,  able  and  quick  to  appreciate  his 
merits,  and  let  the  two  be  thrown  together 
intimately  for  the  period  of  sixteen  years, 
nothing  would  be  more  natural  than  for 
a  feeling  to  spring  up,  at  least  on  the 
part  of  the  man,  warmer  than  mere  friend- 
ship. Difference  of  age  counts  for  little 
in  such  cases  for  it  is  a  common  saying 
that  the  heart  never  grows  old.  A  man 
in  Johnson's  position  readily  forgets  how 
he  actually  appears  to  the  woman  who  flat- 
ters and  pleases  him,  and,  conscious 
only  of  his  own  youthful  feelings,  is  prone 
to  imagine  that  he  seems  to  her  as  young 


as  he  does  to  himself.  There  is  no  proof 
that  Mrs.  Thrale  ever  entertained  any  sen- 
timent for  Johnson  other  than  the  esteem 
which  in  Madame  d'Arblay  became  rever- 
ent adoration.  Indeed,  when  spoken  tc 
about  her  supposed  passion  for  him  some 
years  afterwards  by  Sir  James  Fellows, 
she  ridiculed  the  idea,  saying  that  she 
always  felt  for  Johnson  the  same  respect 
and  veneration  as  for  a  Pascal.  But 
if  the  long-continued  manifestation  of 
these  sentiments,  coupled  with  the  most 
assiduous  devotion  and  tender,  wifelike 
care,  had  not  awakened  in  him  some  re- 
sponse beyond  mere  gratitude,  he  would 
have  been  the  most  insensible  of  beings. 
Love,  moreover,  is  frequently  the  result 
of  propinquity  and  habit,  and  to  both  these 
influences  Johnson  was  subjected  for  more 
than  sixteen  years.  If  he  misinterpreted 
the  attentions  he  received,  and  was  em- 
boldened by  them  to  hope  for  a  return  of 
the  passion  they  aroused,  he  did  only  what 
many  a  wise  man  has  done  under  the 
same  circumstances,  and  will  do  again.— 
Hitchcock,  Thomas,  1891,  Dr.  Johnson 
and  Mrs.  Thrale^  Unhappy  Loves  cf  Men 
qf  Genius,  p.  66. 

Johnson  had  a  tall,  well-formed,  and 
massive  figure,  indicative  of  great  physical 
strength,  but  made  grotesque  by  a  strange 
infirmity.  Madame  d'Arblay  speaks  of 
his  ''vast  body  in  constant  agitation, 
swaying  backwards  and  forwards  ;'*  Miss 
Reynolds  describes  his  apparently  uncon- 
sciousness''antics,"  especially  when  he 
crossed  a  threshold.  Sometimes  when  he 
was  reading  a  book  in  the  fields  a  mob 
would  gather  to  stare  at  his  strange  ges- 
tures. Reynolds  mentioned  that  he  could 
constrain  them  when  he  pleased,  though 
Boswell  called  them  St  Vitus's  dance. 
He  had  queer  tricks  of  touching  posts  and 
carefully  counting  steps,  even  when  on 
horseback.  He  was  constantly  talking  or 
muttering  prayers  to  himself.  His  face, 
according  to  Campbell,  had  'Hhe  aspect 
of  an  idiot.''  He  remained  in  silent 
abstraction  till  roused,  or,  as  Tyers  said, 
was  like  a  ghost,  who  never  speaks  till  he 
is  spoken  to.  In  spite  of  his  infirmitieB 
he  occasionally  indulged  in  athletic  per- 
formances. Mrs.  Piozzi  says  that  he 
sometimes  hunted  with  Thrale.  He  ub- 
derstood  boxing,  and  regretted  the  decline 
of  prize-fighting,  jumped,  rowed,  and 
shot,  in  a  "strange  and  unwieldy"  way, 
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to  show  that  he  was  not  tired  after  a 
''fifty  miles'  chase/'  and,  according  to 
Miss  Reynolds,  swarmed  up  a  tree  and 
beat  a  young  lady  in  a  foot-race  when 
over  fifty,  l^ngton  described  to  Best  how 
at  the  age  of  fifty-five  he  had  solemnly 
rolled  down  a  hill.  His  courage  was  re- 
markable; he  separated  savage  dogs, 
swam  into  dangerous  pools,  fired  off  an 
overloaded  gun,  and  defended  himself 
against  four  robbers  single-handed.  His 
physical  infirmities  were  partly  accountable 
for  roughness  of  manner.  He  suffered 
from  deafness  and  was  shortsighted  to  an 
extreme  degree,  although  by  minute  atten- 
tion he  could  often  perceive  objects  with 
an  accuracy  which  surprised  his  friends. 
He  was  thus  often  unable  to  observe  the 
failings  of  his  companions.  Manners 
learnt  in  Grub  Street  were  not  delicate ; 
his  mode  of  gratifying  a  voracious  appetite 
was  even  disgusting ;  while  his  dress  was 
slovenly,  and  he  had  ''no  passion  for  clean 
linen."  He  piqued  himself,  indeed,  upon 
his  courtesy ;  and,  when  not  provoked  by 
opposition,  or  unable  to  perceive  the  fail- 
ings of  others,  was  both  dignified  and 
polite.  Nobody  could  pay  more  graceful 
compliments,  especially  to  ladies,  and  he 
was  always  the  first  to  make  advances 
after  a  quarrel.  His  friends  never  ceased 
to  love  him ;  and  their  testimony  to  the 
singular  tenderness  which  underlay  his 
roughness  is  unanimous.  He  loved  chil- 
dren, and  was  even  too  indulgent  to  them ; 
he  rejoiced  greatly  when  he  persuaded  Dr. 
Sumner  to  abolish  holiday  tiasks,  and  was 
most  attentive  to  the  wants  of  his  serv- 
ants. He  was  kind  to  animals,  and  bought 
oysters  himself  for  his  cat  Hodge,  that 
his  servants  might  not  be  prejudiced 
against  it.  He  loved  the  poor,  as  Mrs. 
Piozzi  says,  as  she  never  saw  any  one 
else  do ;  and  tended  to  be  indiscriminate 
in  his  charity.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1892, 
Dictionary  qf  National  Biography^  voL 
XXX,  p.  44. 

Johnson's  experiences  of  Booksellers 
were  very  varied.  He  had  not  quite  the 
same  opinion  of  Osborne  that  he  had  of 
Davies.  But  probably  poor  Osborne  could 
not  afford  the  extravagance  of  a  pretty 
wife  like  Tom  Davies.  The  story  is  well 
known  how,  when  Johnson  was  earning  the 
most  miserable  pittance  as  a  Cataloguer  for 
Osborne,  he  fell  out  with  his  employer, 
and,  knocking  him  down  with  a  folio. 


called  him  a  blockhead.  "Sir,  he  was 
impertinent  to  me,  and  I  beat  him,"  was 
the  Doctor's  version  of  the  story  after- 
wturds. —  Humphreys,  Arthur  L.,  1893, 
PiceadiUy  Bookmen:  Memorials  qf  the 
House  of  Haiehardy  p.  20. 

In  the  whole  company  of  English  writ- 
ers from  Chaucer  to  Carlyle  there  is  no 
more  sharply  defined  and  vigorous  person- 
ality; none  more  pronounced,  more 
clearly  shown,  more  easily  understood. 
Evidently  the  failure  of  Johnson's  work 
to  impress  us  adequately  is  in  no  sense 
due  to  lack  of  individuality  behind  it*  the 
fact  that  we  are  transferring  our  interest 
more  and  more  from  the  work  to  the  man 
shows  clearly  enough  that  the  man  pos- 
sessed qualities  which  his  work  fails  to 
convey.  Johnson's  defect  as  a  writer  lay 
in  his  inability  to  make  his  voice  distinct ; 
it  does  not  ring  clear  in  perfectly  natural 
tones.  When  he  talked,  his  words  were 
charged  with  the  electric  current  of  his 
tremendous  personality ;  when  he  wrote, 
the  circuit  was  broken ;  at  some  point  the 
current  escaped  into  the  air,  and  the 
reader  never  receives  any  emotion  or 
impulse  approaching  a  shock  in  intensity. 
It  is  probable  that  the  only  saving  quality 
in  Johnson's  work  is  due  to  the  fact  that 
it  helps  us  to  understand  him.  In  most 
cases  we  remember  the  man  because  of 
the  work  he  did ;  in  Johnson's  case  we 
shall  remember  the  work  because  of  the 
man  who  did  it.  —  Mabie,  Hamilton 
Wright,  1893,  Essays  in  Literary  Inter- 
pretation, p.  21. 

He  had  other  intimates,  other  disciples. 
But  these  were  Gay  Heart  [Topham  Beau- 
clerk]  and  Gentle  Heart  [Bennet  Lang- 
ton]  who  drove  his  own  blue-devils  away 
with  their  idolatrous  devotion,  and  whose 
bearing  towards  him  stands  ever  as  the 
best  possible  corroboration  of  his  great 
and  warm  nature.  With  him  and  for 
him,  they  so  fill  the  air  of  the  time  that 
to  whomsoever  has  but  thought  of  them 
that  hour,  London  must  seem  lonely  with- 
out their  idyllic  figures. 

— *'Onr  day  is  gone; 
Olouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come ;  our  deeds 
are  done." 

There  are  gods  as  good  for  the  after 
years ;  but  Odin  is  down,  and  his  pair  of 
unretuming  birds  have  flown  west  and 
east.— GuiNEY,  Louise  Imogen,  1894,  A 
LUUe  English  Gallery,  p.  226. 
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His  brain  was  as  big,  or  bigger,  than 
his  heart ;  it  had  made  itself  felt  all  over 
England  by  long,  honest  work — by  brave, 
loud  speech.  He  had  snubbed  the  elegant 
Lord  Chesterfield,  who  would  have  liked 
to  see  his  name  upon  the  first  page  of  the 
great  Dictionary.  Not  an  outcast  of  the 
neighborhood  but  had  heard  of  his  auda- 
cious kindness ;  not  a  linkboy  but  knew 
him  by  the  chink  of  his  half-pence ;  not  a 
beggar  but  had  been  bettered  by  his 
generous  dole ;  not  a  watchman  but  knew 
him  by  his  unwieldly  hulk,  and  his  awk- 
ward, intrepid  walk ;  and  we  know  him, — 
if  we  know  him  at  all — not  by  his  **  Ram- 
bler" and  his  ''Rasselas,"  so  much  as  by 
the  story  of  his  life. — Mitchell,  Donald 
G.,  1895,  English  Lands  Letters  and  KingSy 
Queen  Anne  and  the  Georges^  p.  105. 

We  were  engaged  at  extra-illustrating 
Bosweirs  life  of  Johnson,  and  had  already 
got  together  somewhat  more  than  eleven 
thousand  prints  when  we  ran  against  a 
snag,  an  obstacle  we  never  could  surmount. 
We  agreed  that  our  work  would  be  incom- 
plete, and  therefore  vain,  unless  we 
secured  a  picture  of  the  book  with  which 
the  great  lexicographer  knocked  down 
Osborne,  the  bookseller  at  Gray's  Inn 
Gate.— Field,  Eugene,  1895,  The  Love 
Affairs  of  a  Bibliomaniac,  p,  149. 

''If  I  had  no  duties,  and  no  reference  to 
futurity,  I  would  spend  my  life  driving 
briskly  in  a  post-chaise  with  a  pretty 
woman."  Such  was  the  deliberate  pro- 
nouncement of  a  philosopher  verging  on 
seventy;  and,  despite  the  ominous  hint 
about  futurity,  it  is  surely  one  of  the  finest 
compliments  ever  paid  to  the  sex.  What 
is  more,  it  accurately  represents,  which 
few  compliments  do,  the  honest  conviction 
of  the  speaker.  We  know  from  his  own 
lips,  and  the  testimony  of  his  friends,  that 
there  were  two  things  in  which  the  Doc- 
tor's soul  delighted — rapid  motion,  and 
the  society  of  agreeable  young  women. 
Whirling  along  in  a  post-chaise  was  his 
notion  of  true  enjoyment  from  a  physical 
point  of  view;  conversing  with  some 
sprightly  beauty  who  could  understand 
him  and  add  something  to  the  conversa- 
tion, his  acme  of  intellectual  happiness. 
For  this  ordinarily  uncouth  and  quarrel- 
some old  man;  this  rampaging,  brow- 
beating controversialist — who,  at  other 
times,  betrayed  a  savage  pleasure  in  flout- 
ing the  amenities  of  social  intercourse — 


could  change  himself  into  a  vastly  differ- 
ent monster  when  in  the  company  of 
women, — could  sheathe  his  claws,  smooth 
his  bristles,  and  moderate  his  roar,  when 
they  patted  and  fondled  him.  What  is 
stranger,  he  was  always  ready  to  forsake 
his  predatory  pursuits  to  the  patting  and 
fondling  in  question. — Craig,  W.  H., 
1895,  Doctor  Johnson  and  the  Fair  Sex,  p,  1. 

All  competent  critics — and  he  has  oc- 
cupied the  most  competent — have  found 
it  not  merely  necessary  to  admit  that  the 
man  was  greater  than  his  works,  but  not 
specially  easy  to  indicate  the  special  char- 
acter of  his  human  greatness.  .  .  . 
In  mere  knowledge  he  might  sometimes 
go  wrong;  in  mere  taste,  frequently;  in 
crotchet,  perpetually.  But  he  was  per- 
fectly honest ;  there  was  not  an  atom  or 
a  shred  of  cant  in  him ;  his  moral  nature 
in  his  best  moments  was  of  the  noblest, 
the  kindest,  the  sanest  ever  known  or 
even  conceivable.  We  are  sometimes  told 
that  his  greatness  is  the  creation  of  Bos- 
well.  His  own  age,  the  age  of  Burke  and 
Gibbon,  was  neither  foolish  nor  credulous; 
it  had  not  read  Boswell,  and  it  made  no 
mistake  about  Johnson.  He  is  not  the 
greatest  or  the  most  universal  of  our  men 
of  letters,  but  he  is  by  far  the  most  Eng- 
lish ;  and  very  little  shame  need  we  take 
to  ourselves  so  long  as  we  can  point  to 
him  as  our  literary  embodiment,  if  not 
exactly  our  literary  exemplar  or  master- 
piece— Saintsbury,  George,  1896,  Sodal 
England^  ed.  Traill,  vol.  v,  p.  256. 

Dr.  SamuelJohnson's  library,  which  was 
sold  in  1785,  was  not  a  very  valuable  one. 
It  consisted  of  650  lots,  which  sold  for 
£100.  Among  them  was  the  second 
Shakespeare  folio,  now  in  the  possession 
of  Sir  Henry  Irving. — Wheatley,  Henby 
B.,  1898,  Prices  of  Books,  p.  141. 

POEMS 

Perused  Johnson's  ''London"  and 
*  *  Vanity  of  Human  Wishes. ' '  His  numbers 
are  strong  in  sense,  and  smooth  in  flow, 
but  want  that  varied  grace  and  inextin- 
guishable spirit  which  constitute  the  essen- 
tial charm  of  Pope's. — Green,  Thomas, 
1779-1810,  Diary  qf  a  Lover  qf  LUera- 
ture. 

Dr.  Johnson,  born  no  doubt  with  violent 
passions,  yet  with  the  organs  of  his  senses, 
thro'  which  the  fancy  is  stored,  if  not  im- 
perfect, surely  far  from  acute,  had  from 


SAMUEL  JOHNSON 


737 


y  early  age  most  cultivated  his  pow- 
)f  ratiocination,  till  by  degrees  he 
to  esteem  lightly  every  other  spe- 
of  excellence:  and  carrying  these 

into  poetry,  he  was  too  much  in- 
1  to  think  that  to  reason  in  verse, 

the  harmony  of  numbers,  and  espe- 
^  if  something  of  the  ornament  of 
cal  language,  was  added  to  the  force 
iith,  was  to  attain  the  highest  praise 
e  art.— Brydges,  Sir  Samuel  Eger- 
1800,  ed.  Phillips's  Theairum  Poet- 
',  Anglicanorum^  Preface^  p.  xlii. 

e  fame  of  Dr.  Johnson  would  not 
been  less  widely  diffused  if  the  few 
cal  productions  contained  in  the  fol- 
ig pages  had  never  been  written;  and 
he **Two Satires,"  and  the  ** Prologue 
he  Opening  of  Drury  Lane  Theatre," 
noble  productions;  and  would  have 
sufficient  to  throw  no  mean  lustre  on 
reputation  of  an  ordinary  writer, 
ike  Pope,  chose  to  be  the  poet  of  rea- 
not  because  he  was  deficient  in  imag- 
3n,  for  his  Oriental  fictions  contain 
L  of  the  elements  of  the  most  fanciful 
7,  but  his  mind  was  so  constituted 
"he  condemned  all  that  had  not  a 
t  practical  tendency."  That  he 
'  how  to  appreciate  the  creative  fac- 
of  the  poet  is  evident  from  the  char- 
*  he  has  drawn  of  Shakspeare;  and 
ould  have  done  justice  to  Milton,  if 
>rejudices  against  the  man  had  not 
ed  his  judgment  to  the  merits  of  the 
He  had  diligently  studied  the 
a  of  Dryden  and  Pope,  and  has  caught 
spirit,  vigour  and  terseness  of  his 
b  models.  .  .  .  Of  his  lyric  effu- 
;  much  cannot  be  said :  they  want  the 
isiasm  and  feeling  which  is  the  soul 
ch  compositions.  When  we  recollect 
imperfection  of  two  of  the  senses, 
;  and  hearing,  in  Johnson,  we  shall 
3e  surprised  that  he  has  not  a  keen 
option  of  the  beauties  of  nature,  or 
ke  powers  of  harmony;  his  want  of 
1  for  descriptive  poetry,  and  pastoral 
3t  therefore  be  wondered  at ;  nor  his 
of  success  in  his  **Odes  on  the  Sea- 
"  He  does  not  paint  from  nature, 
from  books.— Singer,  S.  W.,  1822, 
sh  Poets,  Chi»wicky  ed.  vol.  67,  pp. 
149. 

at  his  Tragedy  (**  Irene")  was  a  great 
re  on  the  stage  has  been  already  re- 
;  that  it  is  of  extreme  dulness,  of 


a  monotony  altogether  insufferable,  and 
therefore  tires  out  the  reader's  patience 
quite  as  much  as  it  did  the  auditor's,  is 
true ;  that  most  of  his  lesser  pieces  are 
only  things  of  easy  and  of  fairly  success- 
ful execution  is  likewise  certain,  with  per- 
haps the  exception  of  his  verses  on  Rob- 
ert Levett's  death,  which  have  a  sweetness 
and  a  tenderness  seldom  found  in  any  of 
his  compositions.  But  had  he  never  writ- 
ten anything  after  the  ''Imitations  of 
Juvenal,"  his  name  would  have  gone  down 
to  posterity  as  a  poet  of  great  ex- 
cellence,— one  who  only  did  not  reach 
equal  celebrity  with  Pope,  because  he 
came  after  him,  and  did  not  assiduously 
court  the  muse.  In  truth,  these  two 
pieces  are  admirable,  both  for  their  mat- 
ter, their  diction,  and  their  versification. 
.  .  .  Of  Johnson's  Latin  verses  it 
remains  to  speak,  and  they  assuredly  do 
not  rise  to  the  level  of  his  English,  nor 
indeed  above  mediocrity.  The  transla- 
tion of  Pope's  ** Messiah,"  however,  a 
work  of  his  boyhood,  gave  a  promise  not 
fulfilled  in  his  riper  years. — Brougham, 
Henry  Lord,  1845,  Lives  qfMen  of  Letters 
of  the  Time  of  George  IIL 

He  was  a  poet  of  no  mean  order.  His 
resonant  lines,  informed  as  they  often  are 
with  the  force  of  their  author's  character 
— his  strong  sense,  his  fortitude,  his 
gloom — take  possession  of  the  memory, 
and  suffuse  themselves  through  one's  en- 
tire system  of  thought. — Birrell,  Au- 
gustine, 1887,  Obiter  Dicta,  Second  Series, 
p.  130. 

Dr.  Johnson's  epitaph  on  his  friend 
Levett  is  as  prosaic  a  poem  as  ever  was 
written,  and  as  strong  a  one.  It  is  per- 
haps the  only  friendly  epitaph  in  the  lan- 
guage that  contains  no  compliment  to  the 
object  of  it,  in  excess  of  the  bare  truth, 
and  what  Dr.  Johnson  could  do  with  no 
other  fuel  to  feed  a  genius  that  was  never 
poetic  in  its  essence,  than  the  bare  truth, 
is  shown  by  the  splendid  culmination  of 
the  last  four  lines.— Crawfurd,  Oswald, 
1896,  ed.,  Lyrical  Verse  from  Elizabeth  to 
Victoria,  p.  431,  note. 

His  work  in  verse  is  very  small,  and 
though  all  of  it  is  scholarly  and  some  ele- 
gant, it  is  universally  composed  in  obedi- 
ence to  a  very  narrow  and  jejune  theory 
of  English  versification  and  English  poet- 
ics generally.  Nothing  perhaps  but  the 
beautiful  epitaph  on  his  friend  Levett, 


738 


SAMUEL  JOHNSON 


and  the  magnificent  statement  of  his  reli- 
gious pessimism  in  the ''Vanity  of  Hnman 
Wishes,"  distinctly  transcends  medioc- 
rity. —  Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A 
Short  History  of  English  LUeraiuref  p.  615. 

LONDON 
1789 

''London"  is  to  me  one  of  those  few 
imitations  that  have  all  the  ease  and  all 
the  spirit  of  an  original.  The  same  man's 
verses  on  the  opening  of  Garrick's  theatre 
are  far  from  bad.— Gray,  Thomas,  1751? 
Letter  to  Horace  Walpok;  WorkSy  ed.  Gosse^ 
vol.  II,  p.  220. 

This  poem  of  Mr.  Johnson's  is  the  best 
imitation  of  the  original  that  has  appeared 
in  our  language,  being  possessed  of  all 
the  force  and  satirical  resentment  of 
Juvenal.  Imitation  gives  us  a  much  truer 
idea  of  the  ancients  than  ever  translation 
could  do.  —  Goldsmith,  Oliver,  1767, 
The  Beauties  of  English  Poetry, 

Dr.  Johnson's  "London,  a  Satire,"  is 
a  noble  poem.  But  his  great  moral  gen- 
ius was  constrained  in  composition  by  the 
perpetual  parody  on  his  powerful  proto- 
type, Juvenal.  To  have  shown  so  much 
genius  and  so  much  ingenuity  at  one  and 
the  same  time,  to  have  been  so  original 
even  in  imitation,  places  him  in  the  high- 
est order  of  minds.  But  his  range  was 
here  circumscribed ;  for  he  had  to  move 
parallel  with  the  Roman, — finding  out  in 
every  passage  corresponding  and  kindred 
sins, — and  in  order  to  preserve — which 
he  did  wondrously — the  similitude — 
**To  bridle  in  his  struggling  muse  with  pain, 
Which  long'd  to  launch  into  a  nobler  strain." 

—Wilson,  John,  1828,  The  Man  cf  Ton, 
Blackwood's  Magazine,  vol,  23,  p.  835. 

"London"  is  marked  by  genuine  public 
spirit ;  at  the  same  time  we  see  quite  as 
much  of  the  man  as  of  the  moralist  in  the 
poet's  characteristic  allusions  to  the  pen- 
alties of  poverty,  his  antipathy  to  the 
Whigs,  and  his  dislike  of  foreigners.  The 
story  that  '*Thales"  was  meant  for  Sav- 
age, and  that  the  occasion  of  the  poem 
was  the  departure  of  the  latter  from  Lon- 
don after  his  trial,  is  confuted  by  dates, 
but  we  may  be  sure  that  the  poem  gives 
us  a  real  representation  of  Johnson's  feel- 
ings as  a  struggling  author  and  a  political 
partisan. —  Courthope,  Wiluam  John, 
1880,  English  Poets,  ed.  Ward,  vol,  in, 
p.  246. 


LIFE  OF  SAVAGE 
1744 

No  finer  specimen  of  literary  biography 
existed  in  any  language,  living  or  dead; 
and  a  discerning  critic  might  have  confi- 
dently predicted  that  the  author  was  des- 
tined to  be  the  founder  of  a  new  school  of 
English  eloquence.— Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1843,  Samuel  Johnson,  Critical 
and  Historical  Essays. 

In  its  early  days  Johnson  was  the  chief 
contributor  to  its  pages.  [The  Gentle- 
man*s  Magazine],  He  had  a  room  set 
apart  for  him  at  St.  John's  Gate,  where 
he  wrote  as  fast  as  he  could  drive  his  pen, 
throwing  the  sheets  off,  when  completed, 
to  the  "copy"  boy.  The  "Life  of  Sav- 
age" was  written  anonymously,  in  1744, 
and  Mr.  Harte  spoke  in  high  terms  of  the 
book,  while  dining  with  Cave.  The  pub- 
lisher told  him  afterwards :  "Harte,  you 
made  a  man  very  happy  the  other  day  at 
my  house  by  your  praise  of  'Savage's 
Life.'  "  "How  so?  none  were  present 
but  you  and  L"  Cave  replied,  "You 
might  observe  I  sent  a  plate  of  victuals 
behind  the  screen ;  there  lurked  one  whose 
dress  was  too  shabby  for  him  to  appear; 
your  praise  pleased  him  much."— <JUB- 
wen,  Henry,  1873,  A  History  qf  Book- 
sellers, p.  59. 

The  best  extant  illustration  of  the  life 
of  the  struggling  authors  of  the  time.^ 
Stephen,  Lesue,  1879,  Samuel  Johnson 
(English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  29. 

It  is  the  longest  and  most  elaborate  of 
Johnson's  essays  in  biography,  and  may 
still  be  read  with  great  pleasure,  in  spite 
of  various  patent  faults.  It  recounted,  with 
all  detail,  a  scandal,  into  the  truth  of 
which  Johnson  had  not  taken  the  pains  to 
inquire ;  it  was  but  careless  in  the  state- 
ment of  fact  which  lay  easily  within  the 
writer's  circle  of  experience:  and  it 
treated  with  extreme  indulgence  a  charac- 
ter which,  in  a  stranger,  would  have  called 
down  the  moralist's  sternest  reproof.  The 
critical  passages  now  escape  censure  only 
because  so  few  in  the  present  day  read  tl^ 
works  examined.  But  the  little  book  was 
undeniably  lively ;  it  contained  several  an- 
ecdotes admirably  narrated,  and  its  graver 
parts  displayed  the  development  of  John- 
son's studied  magnificence  of  language. 
Good  biography  was  still  rare  in  England, 
and  "The  Account  of  Savage"  attracted 
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s  great  deal  of  notice. — Gosse,  Eduund, 
1888,  A  History  of  Eighteenth  Century 
Literature,  p.  285. 

VANITY  OF  HUMAN  WISHES 

1749 

"The  Vanity  of  Human  Wishes"  is,  in 
the  opinion  of  the  best  judges,  as  high  an 
effort  of  ethick  poetry  as  any  language 
can  shew.  The  instances  of  variety  of 
disappointment  are  chosen  so  judiciously 
and  painted  so  strongly,  that,  the  moment 
they  are  read,  they  bring  conviction  to 
every  thinking  mind.  That  of  the  scholar 
must  have  depressed  the  too  sanguine 
expectations  of  many  an  ambitious  stu- 
dent. That  of  the  warrior,  Charles  of 
Sweden,  is,  I  think,  as  highly  finished  a 
picture  as  can  possibly  be  conceived. — 
BoswELL,  James,  1791-93,  Ltfe  tf  Sam- 
uel Johnson,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  i,  p.  225. 

The  "Vanity  of  Human  Wishes,"  the 
subject  of  which  is  in  a  great  degree 
founded  on  the  Alcibiades  of  Plato,  pos- 
sesses not  the  point  and  fire  which  ani- 
mates the  "London."  It  breathes,  how- 
ever, a  strain  of  calm  and  dignified  philos- 
ophy, much  more  pleasing  to  the  mind, 
and  certainly  much  more  consonant  to 
truth,  than  the  party  exaggeration  of  the 
prior  satire.  The  poet's  choice  of  modern 
examples,  in  place  of  those  brought  for- 
ward by  the  ancient  bard,  is  happy  and 
judicious ;  and  he  has  everywhere  availed 
himself,  and  in  a  style  the  most  impressive, 
of  the  solemnity,  the  pathos,  and  sublime 
morality  of  the  christian  code.  In  con- 
sequence of  this  substitution  of  a  purer 
system  of  ethics,  and  of  a  striking  selec- 
tion of  characters,  among  which  that  of 
Ghsurles  of  Sweden  is  conspicuously  emi- 
nent, the  whole  has  the  air  of  an  original, 
and,  to  be  understood,  requires  not  to  be 
collated  with  its  prototype. —  Drake, 
Nathan,  1809,  Essays  Illustrative  of  the 
Rambler,  Adventurer,  and  Idler,  wl.  i,  p. 
135. 

Read  Johnson's  "Vanity  of  Human 
Wishes," — all  the  examples  and  mode  of 
giving  them  sublime,  as  well  as  the  latter 
part,  with  the  exception  of  an  occasional 
couplet.  I  do  not  so  much  admire  the  open- 
ing. I  remember  an  observation  of 
Sharpens  (the  Conversationist,  as  he  was 
called  in  London,  and  a  very  clever  man), 
that  the  first  line  of  his  poem  was  super- 
fluous, and  that  Pope  (the  very  best  of 


poets,  I  think),  would  have  begun  at  once, 
only  changing  the  punctuation, — 
"Survey  mankind  from  Ohina  to  Peru." 

The  former  line,  "Let  observation," 
&c.,  is  certainly  heavy  and  useless.  But 
'tis  a  grand  poem— and  so  true!  true  as 
the  tenth  of  Juvenal  himself.  The  lapse 
of  ages  changes  all  things, — time — lan- 
guage— the  earth — the  bounds  of  the  sea 
— the  stars  of  the  sky,  and  every  thing 
"about,  around,  and  underneath"  man, 
except  man  himsejf,  who  has  always  been, 
and  always  will  be,  an  unlucky  rascal. 
The  infinite  variety  of  lives  conduct  but 
to  death,  and  the  infinity  of  wishes  lead 
but  to  disappointment. — Byron,  Lord, 
1821,  Diary,  Ravenna,  Jan.  9. 

The  deep  and  pathetic  morality  of  which 
has  often  extracted  tears  from  those 
whose  eyes  wander  dry  over  pages  profess- 
edly sentimental.— Scott,  Sir  Walter, 
1823,  Samuel  Johnson. 

Tennyson  admired  Samuel  Johnson's 
grave  earnestness,  and  said  that  certain 
of  his  couplets,  for  these  qualities  and  for 
their  "high  moral  tone,"  were  not  sur- 
passed in  English  satire.  However,  he 
ventured  to  make  merry  over : 

**Let  observation,  with  extensive  view. 
Survey  mankind,  from  Ohina  to  Peru." 

"Why  did  he  not  say  'Let  observation, 
with  extended  observation,  observe  exten- 
sively?'"— Tennyson,  Alfred  Lord, 
1869,  A  Memoir  by  His  Son,  vol.  n,  p.  73. 

Its  strong  Stoical  morality,  its  profound 
and  melancholy  illustrations  of  the  old 
and  ever  new  sentiment,  Vanitas  Vanita- 
turn,  make  it  perhaps  the  most  impressive 
poem  of  the  kind  in  the  language. — Ste- 
phen, Leslie,  1879,  Samuel  Johnson 
{English  Men  if  Letters),  p.  35. 

IRENE 
1749 

Though  uninteresting  on  the  stage,  was 
universally  admired  in  the  closet,  for  the 
propriety  of  the  sentiments,  the  richness 
of  the  language,  and  the  general  harmony 
of  the  whole  composition.— Murphy, 
Arthur,  1792,  An  Essay  on  the  Life  and 
Genius  of  Samuel  Johnson. 

In  his  tragedy,  the  dramatis  persons 
are  like  so  many  statues  "stept  from 
their  pedestal  to  take  the  air."  They 
come  on  the  stage  only  to  utter  pompous 
sentiments  of  morality,  turgid  declama- 
tion, and  frigid  similes.     Yet  there  is 
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throughout,  that  strength  of  language, 
that  heavy  mace  of  words,  with  which,  as 
with  the  flail  of  Talus,  Johnson  lays  every- 
thing prostrate  before  him.  —  Gary, 
Henry  Francis,  1821-24-45,  Lives  of 
English  Poets,  p.  90. 

Even  the  mighty  intellect,  the  eloquent 
morality,  and  lofty  style  of  Johnson, 
which  gave  too  tragic  and  magnificent  a 
tone  to  his  ordinary  writing,  failed  alto- 
gether to  support  him  in  his  attempt  to 
write  actual  tragedy;  and  '* Irene"  is  not 
only  unworthy  of  the  imitator  of  * 'Juve- 
nal" and  the  author  of  ''Rasselas"  and  the 
**Livesof  the  Poets,"  but  is  absolutely, 
and  in  itself,  nothing  better  than  a  tissue 
of  wearisome  and  unimpassioned  declama- 
tions.— Jeffrey,  Francis  Lord,  1822-44, 
Contributions  to  the  Edinburgh  Review,  vol. 
II,  p.  334. 

One  of  the  heaviest  and  most  unreadable 
of  dramatic  performances,  interesting 
now,  if  interesting  at  all,  solely  as  a  curi- 
ous example  of  the  result  of  bestowing 
great  powers  upon  a  totally  uncongenial 
task. —Stephen,  Leslie,  1879,  Samuel 
Johnson  {English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  36. 

There  are  several  accounts  extant  by 
those  who  were  present  on  the  first  night, 
but  that  which  Dr.  Adams  gave  Boswell 
is  perhaps  the  most  trustworthy.  **  Be- 
fore the  curtain  drew  up  there  were  cat- 
calls whistling  which  alarmed  Johnson's 
friends.  The  prologue,  which  was  writ- 
ten by  himself  in  a  manly  strain,  soothed 
the  audience,  and  the  play  went  off  toler- 
ably till  it  came  to  the  conclusion,  when 
Mrs.  Prltchard,  the  heroine  of  the  piece, 
was  to  be  strangled  on  the  stage,  and  was 
to  speak  two  lines  with  the  bow-string 
round  her  neck.  The  audience  cried  out 
'Murder!  Murder!'  She  several  times 
attempted  to  speak,  but  in  vain.  At  last 
she  was  obliged  to  go  off  the  stage  alive." 
The  author's  annoyance  at  this  interrup- 
tion must  have  been  a  good  deal  alleviated 
by  the  triumph  it  gave  him  over  Garrick, 
at  whose  suggestion  the  strangling  scene 
had  been  arranged.  Dr.  Burney 's  version 
is  more  favourable,  but  he  speaks  of  a 
curious  story  circulated  at  the  time  of  the 
author's  being  ''observed  at  the  repre- 
sentation to  be  dissatisfied  with  some  of 
the  speeches  and  conduct  of  the  play  him- 
self, and,  like  La  Fontaine,  expressing  his 
disapprobation  aloud."  Old  Aaron  Hill, 
one  of  the  heroes  of  **The  Dunciad,"  who 


had  composed  much  bad  poetry  and  worse 
prose,  and  whose  critical  judgment  may 
be  estimated  by  his  prediction  of  his  own 
posthumous  fame  and  of  Pope's  speedy 
oblivion,  wrote  to  Mallet :  ''I  was  at  the 
anomalous  Mr.  Johnson's  benefit,  and 
found  the  play  his  proper  representative; 
strong  sense,  ungraced  by  sweetness  or 
decorum. ' '  Though  Irene  was  not  a  great 
success,  it  escaped  positive  failure,  and 
Johnson  received  from  copyright  and 
''author's nights,"  very  nearly  tii^eehan- 
dred  pounds.— Grant,  Frederick  Rich- 
ard Charles,  1887,  Samuel  Johnson 
(Great  Writers),  p.  56. 

THE  RAMBLER 
1750-52 

I  am  inexpressibly  pleased  with  them. 
.  •  •  I  hope  the  world  tastes  them; 
for  its  own  sake  I  hope  the  world  tastes 
them.  ...  I  would  not,  for  any  con- 
sideration, that  they  should  be  laid  down 
through  discouragement.  — Richardson, 
Samuel,  1750,  Letter  to  (Jave,  Aug.  9. 

"The  Rambler,"  is  certainly  a  strong 
misnomer :  he  always  plods  in  the  beaten 
road  of  his  predecessors,  following  the 
''Spectator"  (with  the  same  pace  as  a 
packhorse  would  do  a  hunter)  in  the  style 
that  is  proper  to  lengthen  a  paper.  These 
writers  may,  perhaps,  be  of  service  to  the 
public,  which  is  saying  a  great  deal  in 
their  favour.  There  are  numbers  of  both 
sexes  who  never  read  anything  but  such 
productions,  and  cannot  spare  time, 
from  doing  nothing,  to  go  through  a  six- 
penny pamphlet.  Such  gentle  readers 
may  be  improved  by  a  moral  hint,  which, 
though  repeated  over  and  over,  from  gen- 
eration to  generation,  they  never  heard  in 
their  lives.  I  should  be  glad  to  know  the 
name  of  this  laborious  author. — Mon- 
tagu, Lady  Mary  Wortley,  1754,  Letter 
to  the  Countess  qf  Bute,  June  23 ;  Works, 
ed.  DaUaway,  vol.  iv,  p.  220. 

I  have  lately  been  reading  one  or  two  vol- 
umes of  '*The  Rambler;"  who,  except inj? 
against  some  few  hardnesses  in  his  man- 
ner, and  the  want  of  more  examples  to 
enliven,  is  one  of  the  most  nervous,  most 
perspicuous,  most  concise  (and)  most 
harmonious  prose  writers  I  know.  A 
learned  diction  improves  by  time. — Shen- 
STONE,  William,  1760,  Letter  to  Mr. 
Graves,  Feb.  9. 

The  "Rambler"  may  be  considered  as 
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Johnson's  great  work.  It  was  the  basis 
of  that  high  reputation  which  went  on 
increasing  to  the  end  of  his  days.  The 
circulation  of  those  periodical  essays  was 
not,  at  first,  equal  to  their  merit.  They 
had  not,  like  the  ''Spectators,"  the  art 
of  charming  by  variety ;  and  indeed  how 
could  it  be  expected  ?  The  wits  of  Queen 
Anne's  reign  sent  their  contributions  to 
the  ''Spectator;"  and  Johnson  stood 
alone.  A  stage  coach,  says  Sir  Richard 
Steele,  must  go  forward  on  stated  days, 
whether  there  are  passengers  or  not.  So 
it  was  with  the  "Rambler,"  every  Tues- 
day and  Saturday,  for  two  years.  In  this 
collection  Johnson  is  the  great  moral 
teacher  of  his  countrymen;  his  essays 
form  a  body  of  ethics ;  the  observations 
on  life  and  manners  are  acute  and  instruct- 
ive ;  and  the  papers,  professedly  critical, 
serve  to  promote  the  cause  of  literature 
It  must,  however,  be  acknowledged,  that  a 
settled  gloom  hangs  over  the  author's  mind ; 
and  all  the  essays,  except  eight  or  ten,  com- 
ing from  the  same  fountain-head,  no  won- 
der that  they  have  the  raciness  of  the 
soil  from  which  they  spring.  Of  this 
uniformity  Johnson  was  sensible.  .  .  . 
It  is  remarkable,  that  the  pomp  of  diction, 
which  has  been  objected  in  to  Johnson, 
was  first  assumed  in  the ' '  Rambler. ' '  His 
"Dictionaiy"  was  going  on  at  the  same 
time,  and,  in  the  course  of  that  work,  as 
he  grew  familiar  with  technical  and  scho- 
lastic words,  he  thought  that  the  bulk  of 
his  readers  were  equally  learned ;  or  at 
least  would  admire  the  splendour  and  dig- 
nity of  the  style.— Murphy,  Arthur, 
1792,  An  Essay  on  the  Ljfe  and  Genius 
(f  Samuel  Johnson. 

His  "Ramblers"  are  in  everybody's 
hands ;  about  them  opinions  vary,  and  I 
rather  believe  the  style  of  these  essays  is 
not  now  considered  as  a  good  model, 
this  he  corrected  in  his  more  advanced 
age,  as  may  be  seen  in  his  "Lives  of  the 
Poets,"  where  his  diction,  though  occa- 
sionally elaborate  and  highly  metaphor- 
ical, is  not  nearly  so  inflated  and  ponder- 
ous as  in  the  "Ramblers."— Cumbre- 
LAND,  Richard,  1806,  Memoirs  Written  by 
Himselfy  vol.  i,  p.  362. 

The  mass  of  intellectual  wealth  here 
heaped  together  is  immense,  but  it  is 
rather  the  result  of  gradual  accumulation, 
the  produce  of  the  general  intellect, 
labouring  in  the  mine  of  knowledge  and 


reflection,  than  dug  out  of  the  quarry, 
and  dragged  into  the  light  by  the  industry 
and  sagacity  of  a  single  mind.  I  am  not 
here  saying  that  Dr.  Johnson  was  a  man 
without  originality,  compared  with  the 
ordinary  run  of  men's  minds,  but  he  was 
not  a  man  of  original  thought  or  genius, 
in  the  sense  in  which  Montaigne  or  Lord 
Bacon  was.  He  opened  no  new  vein  of 
precious  ore,  nor  did  he  light  upon  any 
single  pebbles  of  uncommon  size  and  unri- 
valled lustre.— Hazutt,  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Comic  Writers, 
Lecture  v. 

Dr.  Johnson  seems  to  have  been  really 
more  powerful  in  discoursing  vivd  voce  in 
conversation  than  with  his  pen  in  hand. 
It  seems  as  if  the  excitement  of  company 
called  something  like  reality  and  consec- 
utiveness  into  his  reasonings,  which  in  his 
writings  I  cannot  see.  His  antitheses  are 
almost  always  verbal  only ;  and  sentence 
after  sentence  in  the  "Rambler"  may  be 
pointed  out  to  which  you  cannot  attach 
any  definite  meaning  whatever.  In  his 
political  pamphlets  there  is  more  truth  of 
expression  than  in  his  other  works,  for  the 
same  reason  that  his  conversation  is  bet- 
ter than  his  writings  in  general.  He  was 
more  excited  and  in  earnest. — Coleridge, 
Samuel  Taylor,  1833,  Table  Talk,  ed. 
Ashe,  Nov.  1,  p.  266. 

It  would  not  be  easy  to  name  a  book 
more  tiresome,  indeed,  more  difficult  to 
read,  or  one  which  gives  moral  lessons, 
in  a  more  frigid  tone,  with  less  that  is 
lively  or  novel  in  the  matter,  in  a  Ian-  • 
guage  more  heavy  and  monotonous.  The 
measured  pace,  the  constant  balance  of 
the  style,  becomes  quite  intolerable ;  for 
there  is  no  interesting  truth  to  be  incul- 
cated remote  from  common  observation, 
nor  is  there  any  attack  carried  on  against 
diflScult  positions,  nor  any  satirical  war- 
fare maintained  either  with  opinions  or 
with  persons.  — Brougham,  Henry  Lord, 
1845,  Lives  <f  Men  of  Letters  qf  the  Time 
of  George  IIL 

It  has  been  asked,  with  emphasis,  "Who 
now  reads  the  'Rambler?'  "  And  it  is 
indubitable  that  this  book,  which  once 
exerted  so  mighty  an  influence  on  the  Eng- 
lish language  and  people,  has  given  place, 
at  least  in  general  reading,  to  works  of 
far  inferior  merit  and  interest.  The  rea- 
son seems  to  be,  that  its  object  is  well 
nigh  accomplished.     It  commenced  with 
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a  standard  of  morals  and  language  ele- 
vated far  above  the  prevailing  style  of 
morals  and  of  writing.  It  has  elevated 
both,  and  has  brought  the  English  lan- 
guage and  notions  of  morality  to  its  ovm 
level.  Nor  is  it  wonderful  that  men  should 
regard  with  less  interest  a  work  which 
now  is  seen  to  have  no  very  extraordinary 
elevation.  It  is  a  component  part  of 
English  literature,  hs,vmg  fixed  itself  in 
the  language,  the  style,  and  the  morals  of 
the  English  people,  and  taken  its  place  as 
an  integral,  almost  undistinguished,  part 
of  the  national  principles  of  writing  and 
morality.  The  result  is  that,  while  the 
6e7Z€^8  of  the ''Rambler"  may  be  diffusing 
themselves,  unperceived,  to  almost  all  the 
endearments  of  the  fireside  and  virtues  of 
the  community,  the  book  itself  may  be 
very  imperfectly  known  and  unfrequently 
perused.  Johnson  may  be  almost  forgot- 
ten, except  in  praise;  but  his  mighty 
power  is  yet  sending  forth  a  mild  influence 
over  lands  and  seas,  like  the  gentle  move- 
ments of  the  dew  and  the  sunbeam. — 
Barnes,  Albert,  1855,  Miscellanetms 
Essays  and  Reviews^  vol.  i,  p.  126. 

The  ''Rambler"  is  not  a  book  to  be 
opened  in  a  careless  moment,  for  the 
style  is  out  of  fashion ;  but  it  requires  a 
reader  of  little  sagacity  to  penetrate  to 
its  profound  stores  of  thought  and  feeling ; 
and  as  he  pursues  his  way  through  apo- 
logues and  allegories,  he  will  be  rewarded 
by  many  delightful  sketches  of  character, 
enlivened  by  jest  and  humor.— Duyckinck, 
Evert  A.,  1873,  Portrait  Gallery  of  Emi- 
nent Men  and  Women,  vol.  i,  p.  19. 

The  pompous  and  involved  language 
seems  indeed  to  be  a  fit  clothing  for  the 
melancholy  reflections  which  are  its  chief 
staple,  and  in  spite  of  its  unmistakable 
power  it  is  as  heavy  reading  as  the  heavy 
class  of  lay-sermonizing  to  which  it 
belongs.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1879,  Sam- 
uel  Johnson  (English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  40. 

The  wonder  is  that  Johnson  should  have 
managed  to  continue  it  for  two  years,  and 
that  with  its  many  obvious  defects  he 
should  have  been  able  to  win  for  it  at 
last  a  very  substantial  popularity.  Too 
much  stress  is  sometimes  laid  on  the  pom- 
posity of  his  diction.  For  serious  topics, 
which  were  avowedly  his  chief  aim,  his 
style  is  well  suited,  and  his  use  of  a  bal- 
anced, periodic  structure,  if  ludicrous 
when  misapplied,  is  certainly  Impressive 


when  it  is  made  the  vehicle  of  his  moral- 
izings.  .  .  .  Johnson  was  far  from 
being  a  pedant,  but  he  wanted  the  agility 
to  make  a  graceful  descent  from  the  pin- 
nacles of  art,  and  he  had  not  the  supreme 
requisite  of  being  able  to  conceal  the 
condescensions  of  learning. — Lobban,  J. 
H.,  1896,  English  Essays,  Introduction, 
pp.  xli,  xlii. 

Although  his  essays  have  been  oftener 
under — than  over-valued  of  late,  they  are 
far  from  original  in  conception,  and  those 
at  least  of  the ' '  Rambler ' '  are  too  often  in- 
jured by  the  excessively  stiff  and  cumbrouB 
style  which  has  been  rather  unjustly  iden* 
tified  with  Johnson's  manner  of  writm^ 
generally.— Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A 
Short  History  of  English  Literature,  p.  615. 

DICTIONARY 
1755 

I  think  the  publick  in  general,  and  the 
republick  of  letters  in  particular,  are 
greatly  obliged  to  Mr.  Johnson,  for  hav- 
ing undertaken,  and  executed,  so  great 
and  desirable  a  work.  Perfection  is  not 
to  be  expected  from  man ;  but  if  we  are 
to  judge  by  the  various  works  of  Johnson 
already  published,  we  have  good  reason  to 
believe,  that  he  will  bring  this  as  near  to 
perfection  as  any  man  could  do.  The 
plan  of  it,  which  he  published  some  years 
ago,  seems  to  be  a  proof  of  it.  Nothing 
can  be  more  rationally  imagined,  or  more 
accurately  and  elegantly  expressed.  I 
therefore  recommend  the  previous  perusal 
of  it  to  all  those  who  intend  to  buy  the 
Dictionary,  and  who,  I  suppose,  are  all 
those  who  can  afford  it.  .  .  .  It  must 
be  owned,  that  our  language  is,  at  pres- 
ent, in  a  state  of  anarchy,  and  hitherto, 
perhaps,  it  may  not  have  been  the  worse 
for  it.  During  our  free  and  open  trade, 
many  words  and  expressions  have  been 
imported,  adopted,  and  naturalized  from 
other  languages,  which  have  greatly  en- 
riched our  own.  Let  it  still  preserve 
what  real  strength  and  beauty  it  may 
have  borrowed  from  others;  but  let 
it  not,  like  the  Tarpeian  maid,  be  over- 
whelmed and  crushed  by  unnecessaiy 
ornaments.  The  time  for  discrimination 
seems  to  be  now  come.  Toleration,  adop- 
tion, and  naturalization  have  run  their 
lengths.  Good  order  and  authority  are 
now  necessary.  But  where  shall  we  find 
them,  and,  at  the  same  time,  the  obedience 
due  to  them  ?    We  must  have  recourse  to 
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the  old  Roman  expedient  m  times  of  con- 
fusion, and  chuse  a  dictator.  Upon  this 
principle,  I  give  my  vote  for  Mr.  Johnson 
to  fill  that  great  and  arduous  post.  And 
I  hereby  declare,  that  I  make  a  total  sur- 
render of  all  my  rights  and  privileges  in 
the  English  language,  as  a  free-bom  Brit- 
ish subject,  to  the  said  Mr.  Johnson,  dur- 
ing the  term  of  his  dictatorship.  Nay 
more,  I  will  not  only  obey  him,  like  an  old 
Roman,  as  my  dictator,  but,  like  a  modem 
Roman,  I  will  implicitly  believe  in  him  as 
my  Pope,  and  hold  him  to  be  infallible 
while  in  the  chair,  but  no  longer.  More 
than  this  he  cannot  well  require ;  for,  I 
presume,  that  obedience  can  never  be  ex- 
pected, when  there  is  neither  terrour  to 
enforce,  nor  interest  to  invite  it.  .  .  . 
But  a  Grammar,  a  Dictionary,  and  a  His- 
tory of  our  Language  through  its  several 
stages,  were  still  wanting  at  home,  and 
importunately  called  for  from  abroad. 
Mr.  Johnson's  labours  will  now,  1  dare 
say,  very  fully  supply  that  want,  and 
greatly  contribute  to  the  farther  spread- 
ing of  our  language  in  other  countries. 
Leamers  were  discouraged,  by  finding  no 
standard  to  resort  to ;  and,  consequently, 
thought  it  incapable  of  any.  They  will 
now  be  undeceived  and  encouraged. — 
Chesterfield,  Philip  Dormer  Stanhope 
Lord    (Adam    Fitz-Adam),    The   World, 

1754,  Nov.  28,  Dec,  5. 

Talk  of  war  with  a  Briton,  he'll  boldly  ad- 
vance, 

That  one  English  soldier  will  beat  ten  of 
France; 

Would  we  alter  the  boc»t  from  the  sword  to 
the  pen, 

Onr  odds  are  still  greater , still  greater  our  men : 

In  the  deep  mines  of  science  though  French- 
men may  toil, 

Can  their  strength  be  compared  to  Locke, 
Newton,  and  Boyle? 

Let  them  rally  their  heroes,  send  forth  all 
their  powers, 

Their  verse -men,  and  prose-men;  then  match 
them  with  ours. 

First  Shakespeare  and  Milton,  like  gods  in 
the  fight, 

Have  put  their  whole  drama  and  epic  to 
flight; 

In  satires,  epistles,  and  odes  would  they  cope, 

Their  numbers  retreat  before  Dryden  and 
Pope; 

And  Johnson,  well-arm *d,  like  a  hero  of  yore, 

Has  beat  forty  French,  and  will  beat  forty 
more. 

— Garrick,  Davh),  1755,  On  Johnson's 
Dictionary. 


Johnson's  Dictionary  is  a  most  impor- 
tant, and,  considered  as  the  work  of  one 
man,  a  most  wonderful  performance.  It 
does  honour  to  England,  and  to  human 
genius ;  and  proves,  that  there  is  still  left 
among  us  a  force  of  mind  equal  to  that 
which  formerly  distinguished  a  Stephanus 
or  a  Varro.  Its  influence  in  diffusing  the 
knowledge  of  the  language,  and  retarding 
its  decline,  is  already  observable : 

Si  Pergama  dextra 
Desendi  possent,  etiam  hac  defensa  fuissent. 

And  yet,  within  the  last  twenty  years, 
and  since  this  great  work  was  published, 
a  multitude  of  new  words  have  found  their 
way  into  the  English  tongue,  and,  though 
both  unauthorised  and  unnecessary,  seem 
likely  to  remain  in  it. — Beattie,  James, 
1769,  Remarks  on  the  Usefulness  qf  Clas- 
sical  Learning. 

Such  is  the  merit,  .  •  .  that  our 
language  does  not  possess  a  more  copious, 
learned,  and  valuable  work.  —  Harris, 
James,  1781,  Philological  Inquiries. 

The  definitions  have  always  appeared  to 
me  such  astonishing  proofs  of  acuteness 
of  intellect  and  precision  of  language,  as 
indicate  a  genius  of  the  highest  rank.  This 
it  is  which  marks  the  superiour  excellence 
of  Johnson's  "Dictiouiiry"  over  others 
equally  or  even  more  voluminous,  and 
must  have  made  it  a  work  of  much  greater 
mental  labour  than  mere  Lexicons,  or 
Word-books,  as  the  Dutch  call  them. 
They,  who  will  make  the  experiment  of 
trying  how  they  can  define  a  few  words  of 
whatever  nature,  will  soon  be  satisfied  of 
the  unquestionable  justice  of  this  observa- 
tion, which  I  can  assure  my  readers  is 
founded  upon  much  study,  and  upon  com* 
munication  with  more  minds  than  my  own. 
A  few  of  his  definitions  must  be  admitted 
to  be  erroneous.  Thus,  Windward  and 
Leewardy  though  directly  of  opposite 
meaning,  are  defined  identically  the  same 
way ;  as  to  which  inconsiderable  specks  it 
is  enough  to  observe,  that  his  Preface 
announces  that  he  was  aware  there  might 
be  many  such  in  so  immense  a  work ;  nor 
was  he  at  all  disconcerted  when  an  instance 
was  pointed  out  to  him.  A  lady  once 
asked  him  how  he  came  to  define  Pastern 
the  kn£e  of  a  horse :  instead  of  making 
an  elaborate  defense,  as  she  expected,  he 
at  once  answered,  'Ignorance,  Madam^ 
pure  ignorance."  —  Boswell,  James^ 
1791-1793,  Life  qf  Samuel  Johnsm. 
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From  a  careful  examination  of  this 
work,  and  its  effect  upon  the  language, 
I  am  inclined  to  believe  that  Johnson's 
authority  has  multiplied  instead  of  redu- 
cing the  number  of  corruptions  in  the  Eng- 
lish language.  ...  I  can  assure 
the  American  public  that  the  errors  in 
Johnson's  ** Dictionary' '  are  ten  times  as 
numerous  as  they  suppose ;  and  that  the 
confidence  now  reposed  in  its  accuracy  is 
the  greatest  injury  to  philology  that  now 
exists.  I  can  assure  them  further  that 
if  any  man,  whatever  may  be  his  abilities 
in  other  respects,  should  attempt  to 
compile  a  new  dictionary,  or  amend  John- 
son's, without  a  profound  knowledge  of 
etymology,  he  will  unquestionably  do  as 
much  harm  as  good. — Webster,  Noah, 
1807,  A  letter  to  Dr.  David  Ramsay,  <f 
Charleston,  Respecting  the  Ehrors  in  John- 
son's  Dictionary, 

Had  Johnson  left  nothing  but  his 
Dictionary,"  one  might  have  traced 
there  a  great  intellect,  a  genuine  man. 
Looking  to  its  clearness  of  definition,  its 
general  solidity,  honesty,  insight,  and 
successful  method,  it  may  be  called  the 
best  of  all  dictionaries.  There  is  in  it  a 
kind  of  architectural  nobleness ;  it  stands 
there  like  a  great  solid  square-built  edi- 
fice, finished,  symmetrically  complete : 
you  judge  that  a  true  builder  did  it. — 
Carlyle,  Thomas,  1841,  On  Heroes  and" 
Hero-  Worship. 

The  public,  on  this  occasion,  did  John- 
son full  justice,  and  something  more  than 
justice.  The  best  lexicographer  may  well 
be  content  if  his  productions  are  received 
by  the  world  with  cold  esteem.  But  John- 
son's Dictionary  was  hailed  with  an  enthu- 
siasm such  as  no  similar  work  has  ever 
excited.  It  was  indeed  the  first  diction- 
ary which  could  be  read  with  pleasure. 
The  definitions  shows  so  much  acuteness 
of  thought  and  command  of  language, 
and  the  passages  from  poets,  divines,  and 
philosophers  are  so  skilfully  selected, 
that  a  leisure  hour  may  always  be  very 
agreeably  spent  in  turning  over  the  pages. 
The  faults  of  the  book  resolve  themselves, 
for  the  most  part,  into  one  great  fault. 
Johnson  was  a  wretched  etymologist. 
He  knew  little  or  nothing  of  any  Teutonic 
language  except  English,  which  indeed, 
as  he  wrote  it,  was  scarcely  a  Teutonic 
language ;  and  thus  he  was  absolutely  at 
the  mercy   of   Junius    and    Skinner. — 


Macaulay,  Thomas  Babington,  1&43, 
Samuel  Johnson,  OrUieal  and  Historical 
Essays. 

What  the  middle  of  the  last  century 
has  to  be  proud  of  is.  Dr.  Johnson's  colos- 
sal work,  the  first  great  Dictionary  of  oar 
language. — Reed,  Henry,  1855,  Lectures 
on  English  Literature  from  Chaucer  to 
Tennyson,  p.  240. 

Dr.  Johnson  was  the  Magnus  Apollo  of 
lexicographers  then,  and  his  bulky  fame 
still  casts  a  large  shadow  over  the  world 
of  words.  To  rebel  against  his  autocratic 
rule  at  the  beginning  of  this  century  was 
to  write  one's  self  down  an  audacious  and 
presuming  sciolist.  It  is  not  surprising, 
therefore,  that  Webster's  criticism  of 
Johnson  in  this  Dictionary  and  in  other 
places  should  have  exposed  him  to  cen- 
sure.—Scudder,  Horace  E.,  1881,  Noah 
Webster  {American  Men  qf  Letters),  p.  218. 

An  ignorant  philologist,  following  in 
the  track  of  still  more  ignorant  predeces- 
sors.—Mackay,  Charles,  1887,  Thrmgh 
the  Long  Day,  vol.  n,  p.  395. 

The  publication  of  Johnson's  Diction- 
ary was  as  the  cloud  no  bigger  than  a 
man's  hand,  heralding  the  doirafall  of  the 
patronage  system;  and  the  indignant 
though  dignified  letter  of  wounded  pride 
and  surly  independence  which  he  wrote  on 
February  7,  1755,  to  the  courtly  Earl 
of  Chesterfield,  who  had  professed  much 
but  had  performed  little  for  him  at  a  time 
when  he  was  friendless  and  unknown,  was 
as  the  shrill  blast  of  a  trumpeter  proclaim- 
ing in  plain  and  unmistakable  terms  that 
the  winter  of  individual  patronage  was 
past  and  that  the  summer  of  public  patron- 
age had  begun.— Sidney,  William  Con- 
nor, 1891,  England  and  the  English  in 
the  Eighteenth  Century,  vol.  n,  p.  128. 

It  was  a  great  advance  upon  its  prede- 
cessors. The  general  excellence  of  its 
definitions  and  the  judicious  selection  of 
illustrative  passages  make  it  (as  often  ob- 
served) entertaining  as  well  as  useful  for 
reference.  Its  most  obvious  defect  arises 
from  Johnson's  ignorance  of  the  early 
forms  of  the  language  and  from  the  con- 
ception then  natural  of  the  purpose  of  a 
dictionary.  Johnson  (see  his  preface) 
had  sensibly  abandoned  his  first  impres- 
sion that  he  might  be  able  to  "fix  the  lan- 
guage," as  he  came  to  see  that  every  liv- 
ing language  must  grow.     He  did  not  aim, 
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however,  at  tracing  the  growth  histor- 
ically, but  simply  at  defining  the  actual 
senses  of  words  as  employed  by  the  ''best 
authors. ' '  He  held  that  the  language  had 
reached  almost  its  fullest  development  in 
the  days  of  Shakespeare,  Hooker,  Bacon, 
and  Spenser,  and  thought  it  needless  to 
go  further  back  than  Sidney.  He  also, 
as  a  rule,  omitted  living  authors.  The 
dictionary,  therefore,  was  of  no  philolog- 
ical value,  although  it  has  been  the  ground- 
work upon  which  many  later  philologists 
have  worked.  Taking  for  granted  the 
contemporary  view  of  the  true  end  of  a 
dictionary,  it  was  a  surprising  achieve- 
ment, and  made  an  epoch  in  the  study  of 
the  language.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1892, 
Dictionary  of  National  Biography,  vol. 
XXX,  p.  37. 

That  Dictionary  did  ultimately  give  him 
a  great  lift — as  it  has  to  a  good  many, 
since.  The  ponderous  volume  furnished 
very  many  New  England  households  sev- 
enty years  ago ;  and  I  can  remember  sit- 
ting upon  it,  in  my  child-days,  to  bring 
my  head  properly  above  the  level  of  the 
table. —  Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1895, 
English  Lands  Letters  and  Kings^  Qween 
Anne  and  the  Georges,  p.  97. 

RASSELAS 
1759 

I  have  lately  read  the  "Prince  of  Abys- 
sinia"— I  am  almost  equally  charm'd  and 
shocked  at  it — the  style,  the  sentiments 
are  inimitable — but  the  subject  is  dreadful 
— and  handled  as  it  is  by  Dr.  Johnson, 
might  make  any  young,  perhaps  old,  per- 
son tremble.— BuRNEY,  Frances,  1768, 
Early  Diary,  ed.  Ellis,  July  17,  vol.  I, 
p.  14. 

I  wish  I  were  not  warranted  in  saying, 
that  this  elegant  work  is  rendered,  by  its 
most  obvious  moral,  of  little  benefit  to 
the  reader.  We  would  not  indeed  wish 
to  see  the  rising  generation  so  unprofit- 
ably  employed  as  the  Prince  of  Abyssinia; 
but  it  is  equally  impolitic  to  repress  all 
hope,  and  he  who  should  quit  his  father's 
house  in  search  of  a  profession,  and  re- 
turn unprovided,  because  he  could  not 
find  any  man  pleased  with  his  own,  would 
need  a  better  justification  than  that  John- 
son, after  speculatively  surveying  various 
modes  of  life,  had  judged  happiness  un- 
attainable, and  choice  useless. — Hawkins, 
Sir  John,  1787,  The  Life  qf  Samuel  John- 
son, p.  371. 


To  those  who  look  no  further  than  the 
present  life,  or  who  maintain  that  human 
nature  has  not  fallen  from  the  state  in 
which  it  was  created,  the  instruction  of 
this  sublime  story  will  be  of  no  avail. 
But  they  who  think  justly,  and  feel  with 
strong  sensibility,  will  listen  with  eager- 
ness and  admiration  to  its  truth  and  wis- 
dom. Voltaire's  *'Candide,"  written  to 
refute  the  system  of  Optimism,  which  it 
has  accomplished  with  brilliant  success, 
is  wonderfully  similar  in  its  plan  and  con- 
duct to  Johnson's  Rasselas;  Insomuch, 
that  I  have  heard  Johnson  say,  that  if 
they  had  not  been  published  so  closely 
one  after  another  that  there  was  not  time 
for  imitation,  it  would  have  been  in 
vain  to  deny  that  the  scheme  of  that 
which  came  latest  was  taken  from  the 
other.  Though  the  proposition  illustrated 
by  both  these  works  was  the  same,  namely, 
that  in  our  present  state  there  is  more 
evil  than  good,  the  intention  of  the  writ- 
ers was  very  different.  Voltaire,  I  am 
afraid,  meant  only  by  wanton  profaneness 
to  obtain  a  sportive  victory  over  religion, 
and  to  discredit  the  belief  of  a  superin- 
tending Providence:  Johnson  meant,  by 
shewing  the  unsatisfactory  nature  of 
things  temporal,  to  direct  the  hopes  of 
man  to  things  eternal.  ''Rasselas,"  as 
was  observed  to  me  by  a  very  accom- 
plished lady,  may  be  considered  as  a  more 
enlarged  and  more  deeply  philosophical  dis- 
course in  prose,  upon  the  interesting  truth, 
which  in  his  "Vanity  of  Human  Wishes"  he 
had  so  successfully  enforced  in  verse. — 
BoswELL,  James,  1791-93,  Life  <f  Samuel 
Johnson^  ed.  Hill,  vol.  i.  p.  396. 

No  prig  shall  ever  persuade  me  that 
'' Rasselas"  is  not  a  noble  performance,  in 
design  and  in  execution.  Never  were  the 
expenses  of  a  mother's  funeral  more  glori- 
ously defrayed  by  a  son  than  the  funeral 
of  Samuel  Johnson's  mother  by  the  price 
of  "Rasselas,"  written  for  the  pious  pur- 
pose of  laying  her  head  decently  and 
honourably  in  the  dust. — Wilson,  John, 
1829,  Noctes  Amirosiance,  April. 

The  reader  who  first  attempts  the 
''Abyssinian  Gandide"  feels  that  he  has 
imposed  on  himself  a  task  rather  than 
found  a  pleasure,  or  even  a  relaxation. 
The  manner  is  heavy,  and  little  suited  to 
the  occasion ;  the  matter  is  of  a  very  or- 
dinary fabric,  if  it  is  safe  and  wholesome ; 
there  is  nothing  that  shines  except  the 
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author's  facility  of  writing  in  a  very  arti- 
ficial style,  as  soon  as  we  are  informed, 
by  external  evidence,  of  the  whole  having 
been  written  in  a  few  nights.  He,  per- 
haps, had  some  kind  of  misgiving  that  it 
was  not  a  successful  effort,  for  he  had 
never  looked  at  it  till  two-and-twenty 
years  after  it  was  written,  when  a  friend 
happening  to  have  it  who  was  travelling 
with  him,  Johnson  read  it  with  some  eager- 
ness.— Brougham,  Henry  Lord,  1845, 
Lives  vf  Men  of  Letters  of  the  time  qf 
George  IIL 

So  on  the  story  rolls,  poetic  and  gloomy, 
like  a  bit  of  the  Black  Sea!— Masson, 
David,  1859,  British  Novelists  and  Their 
StyleSj  p.  151. 

All  the  sterner  tf  aits  of  Johnson's  char- 
acter, his  uncompromising  rectitude,  his 
steadiness  of  outlook  on  unrelieved  gloom, 
his  hatred  of  sentimental  and  unthinking 
optimism,  have  left  their  mark  on  ''Ras- 
selas."— Raleigh,  Walter,  1894,  The 
English  Novell  p.  205. 

This  elephantine  novelette  has  a  host 
of  excellent  and  eloquent  moral  reflections 
in  it,  shouldering  and  elbowing  themselves 
out  from  its  flimsy  dress  of  fiction. — 
Mitchell,  Donald  G.,  1895,  English 
Lands  Letters  and  Kings,  Queen  Anne  arid 
the  Georges,  p.  106. 

''Rasselas,"  struck  off  at  a  heat  when 
his  mother  lay  dying,  tells  in  prose  what 
the  "Vanity  of  Human  Wishes"  tells  in 
verse.  It  is  little  known  to  the  modem 
reader,  who  is  not  easily  reconciled  to 
its  style.  At  no  time  could  it  have  been 
a  favorite  with  the  young  and  thought- 
less. Nevertheless,  as  years  steal  over 
us,  we  own,  as  we  lay  it  down  with  a 
sigh,  that  it  gives  a  view  of  life  as  pro- 
found and  true  as  it  is  sad. — Hill,  George 
Birkbeck,  1897,  Library  of  the  World^s 
Best  Literature,  erf.  Warner,  vol.  xiv, 
p.  8288. 

EDITION  OF  SHAKESPEARE 

1765 

The  praise  is  due  of  having  first  adopted 
and  carried  into  execution  Dr.  Johnson's 
admirable  plan  of  illustrating  Shakspeare 
by  the  study  of  writers  of  his  own  time. 
By  following  this  track,  most  of  the  difii- 
culties  of  the  author  have  been  over- 
come, his  meaning  (in  many  instances 
apparently  lost)  has  been  recovered,  and 
much  wild  unfounded  conjecture  has  been 


happily  got  rid  of.  By  perseverance  in 
this  plan,  he  effected  more  to  the  elucida- 
tion of  his  author  than  any  if  not  all  his 
predecessors,  and  justly  entitled  himself 
to  the  distinction  of  being  confessed  the 
best  editor  of  Shakspeare. — Reed,  Isaac, 
1785-1803,  ed.  Shakspeare,  vol.  i,  p.  3. 

Johnson  compares  him  who  should  en- 
deavour to  recommend  this  poet  by  pas- 
sages unconnectedly  torn  from  his  works, 
to  the  pedant  in  Hierocles  who  exhibits 
a  brick  as  a  sample  of  his  house.  And 
yet  how  little,  and  how  very  unsatisfac- 
torily, does  he  himself  speak  of  the  pieces 
considered  as  a  whole !  Let  any  man,  for 
instance,  bring  together  the  short  char- 
acters which  he  gives  at  the  close  of  each 
play,  and  see  if  the  aggregate  will  amount 
to  that  sum  of  admiration  which  he  him- 
self, at  his  outset,  has  stated  as  the  cor- 
rect standard  for  the  appreciation  of  the 
poet. —  Schlegel,  Augustus  Wiluam, 
1809,  Dramatic  Art  and  Literature,  Lec- 
ture xii. 

Johnson  explained  much  well,  but  there 
is  something  magisterial  in  the  manner 
wherein  he  dismisses  each  play  like  a 
boy's  exercise,  that  irritates  the  reader. 
His  criticism  is  frequently  judicious,  bat 
betrays  no  ardent  admiration  for  Shak- 
speare.—Hallam,  Henry,  1837-39,  In- 
troduetion  to  the  Literature  qf  Europe,  pL 
iii,  ch.  vi,  par.  54. 

Garrick  got  a  better  hold  of  Shake- 
speare's thought  than  Dr.  Johnson,  the 
John  Bull  of  erudition  on  whose  nose  Queen 
Mab  must  have  skipped  about  queerly 
enough,  whilst  he  was  writing  about  the 
"Midsummer  Night's  Dream."  He  cer- 
tainly did  not  know  why  Shakespeare  oc- 
casioned him  more  involuntary  irritation 
and  desire  to  sneeze  than  any  other  of  the 
poets  he  criticised. — Heine,  Heinrich, 
1838-95,  Notes  on  Shakespeare  Heroines, 
tr.  Benecke,  p.  34. 

When  Johnson  had  issued  his  proposals 
twenty  years  before  for  an  edition  of 
Shakespeare,  he  pointed  to  a  great  novelty 
for  the  elucidation  of  the  poet.  His  intui- 
tive sagacity  had  discern^  that  a  poet  so 
racy  and  native  required  a  familiarity  both 
with  the  idiom  and  the  manners  of  his  age. 
He  was  sensible  that  a  complete  explana- 
tion of  an  author,  not  systematic  and  con- 
sequential, but  desultory  and  vagrant, 
abounding  in  casual  allusions  and  slight 
hints,  is  not  to  be  expected  from  any  single 
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scholiast.  He  enumerates,  however,  the 
desiderata  for  this  purpose ;  among  which 
we  find  that  of  reading  the  books  which 
Shakespeare  read,  and  to  compare  his 
works  with  those  of  wTiters  who  lived  at 
the  same  time,  or  immediately  preceded, 
or  immediately  followed  him.  This  proj- 
ect, happily  conceived,  inferred  compre- 
hensive knowledge  in  the  proposer;  but 
it  was  only  a  reverie, — a  dim  Pisgah  view 
which  the  sagacity  of  the  great  critic  had 
taken  of  that  future  Canaan,  which  he 
himself  never  entered.  With  this  sort  of 
knowledge,  and  these  forgotten  writers, 
which  the  future  commentators  of  Shake- 
speare revelled  in,  Johnson  remained 
wholly  unacquainted.  But  what  proved 
more  fatal  to  the  editorial  ability  of  John- 
son than  this  imperfect  knowledge  of  the 
literature  and  the  manners  of  the  age  of 
Shakespeare,  was  that  the  commentator 
rarely  sympathized  with  the  poet ;  for  his 
hard-witted  and  unpliant  faculties,  busied 
with  the  more  palpable  forms  of  human 
nature,  when  thrown  amid  the  supernat- 
ural and  the  ideal,  seemed  suddenly  de- 
serted of  their  powers:  the  magic  knot 
was  tied  which  cast  our  Hercules  into  help- 
less impotence ;  and,  in  the  circle  of  im- 
aginative creation,  we  discover  the  baflSed 
sage  resisting  the  spell  by  apologizing  for 
Shakespeare's  introduction  of  his  mighty 
preternatural  beings! — Disraeli,  Isaac, 
1841,  Shakespeare,  Amenities  of  Literature, 

He  would  doubtless  have  admitted  that 
it  would  be  the  height  of  absurdity,  in  a 
man  who  was  not  familiar  with  the  works 
of  ^chylus  and  Euripides  to  publish  an 
edition  of  Sophocles.  Yet  he  ventured  to 
publish  an  edition  of  Shakspeare,  without 
having  ever  in  his  life,  as  far  as  can  be  dis- 
covered, read  a  single  scene  of  Massinger, 
Ford,  Decker,  Webster,  Marlow,  Beau- 
mont, or  Fletcher.— -Macaulay,  Thomas 
Babington,  1843,  SamuelJokason^  Critical 
and  Historical  Essays. 

The  larger  portion  of  Johnson's  Preface 
not  only  to  a  certain  extent  represented 
the  tone  of  opinion  in  Johnson's  age,  but 
was  written  with  so  much  pomp  of  diction, 
with  such  apparent  candour,  and  with 
such  abundant  manifestations  of  good 
sense,  that,  perhaps  more  than  any  other 
production,  it  has  influenced  the  public 
opinion  of  Shakspere  up  to  this  day.  That 
the  influence  has  been,  for  the  most  part, 
evil,  we  have  no  hesitation  in  believing. 


—Knight,  Charles,    1849,    Indies  cf 
Shakspere. 

It  is  giving  the  Doctor  but  little  praise 
to  say  that  he  was  a  better  editor  than  his 
Reverend  predecessor.  The  majority  of 
his  emendations  of  the  text  were,  never- 
theless, singularly  unhappy ;  and  his  notes, 
though  often  learned  and  sometimes  sen- 
sible, were  generally  wanting  in  just  that 
sort  of  learning  and  sense  most  needful 
for  his  task.  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  no 
one  who  himself  appreciates  Shakespeare, 
can  read  Johnson's  comments  and  verbal 
criticisms  upon  his  plays  without  the  con- 
viction that  to  the  ''great  moralist,"  the 
grandest  inspirations  and  most  exquisitely 
wrought  fancies  of  the  great  dramatist 
were  as  a  sealed  book.  Many  an  humble 
individual  whom  the  learned  bear  growled 
at — we  do  not  hesitate  to  include  even 
"Bozzy"  himself — appreciated  Shake- 
speare better  than  the  literary  dictator 
did.— Whfte,  Richard  Grant,  1854, 
Shakespeare's  Scholar,  p.  12. 

JOURNEY  TO  THE  WESTERN 
ISLANDS  OF  SCOTLAND 
1775 

Dr.  Johnson  has  just  published  his  Jour- 
ney thro'  the  western  isles ;  I  have  read 
it,  and  you  should  read  it.  It  is  quite  a 
sentimental  Journey,  divested  of  all  nat- 
ural history  and  antiquities;  but  full  of 
good  sense,  and  new  and  peculiar  reflec- 
tions.—WnrrE,  Gilbert,  1775,  Letter  to 
Rev.  John  White,  Feb.  1 ;  Life  and  Letters 
qf  GUbeH  WhiU.  ed.  HoU- White,  vol  i, 
p.  277. 

His  "Journey  to  the  Western  Islands 
of  Scotland"  is  a  most  valuable  perform- 
ance. It  abounds  in  extensive  philosoph- 
ical views  of  society,  and  in  ingenious  sen- 
timent and  lively  description.  A  consid- 
erable part  of  it,  indeed,  consists  of 
speculations,  which  many  years  before  he 
saw  the  wild  regions  which  we  visited  to- 
gether, probably  had  employed  his  atten- 
tion, though  the  actual  sight  of  those 
scenes  undoubtedly  quickened  and  aug- 
mented them.  Mr.  Orme,  the  very  able 
historian,  agreed  with  me  in  this  opinion, 
which  he  thus  strongly  expressed: — 
''There  are  in  that  book  thoughts,  which, 
by  long  revolution  in  the  great  mind  of 
Johnson,  have  been  formed  and  polished 
like  pebbles  rolled  in  the  ocean!" — Bos- 
well,  James,  1791-93,  Life  qf  Johnson, 
ed.  HUl,  vol.  II,  p.  343. 
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It  is  to  Johnson  that  we  go  to  see  the 
life,  the  houses,  the  food,  the  garments — 
nay,  the  very  speech  and  manners  of  the 
Scotsmen  amongst  whom  he  passed,  and 
who  were  attracted  to  his  personality  by 
the  magnetic  force  of  a  master-mind. 
.  .  .  Johnson's  Journal  has  the  inde- 
scribable but  irresistible  charm  of  a  mon- 
ument of  literary  genius. — Craik,  Sir 
Henry,  1901,  A  Century  of  Scottish  His- 
tory, vol.  II,  pp.  40,  41. 

TAXATION  NO  TYRANNY 

1775 

Of  this  performance  I  avoided  to  talk 
with  him ;  for  I  had  now  formed  a  clear 
and  settled  opinion,  that  the  people  of 
America  were  well  warranted  to  resist  a 
claim  that  their  fellow-subjects  in  the 
mother-country  should  have  the  entire 
command  of  their  fortunes,  by  taxing 
them  without  their  own  consent ;  and  the 
extreme  violence  which  it  breathed,  ap- 
peared to  me  so  unsuitable  to  the  mildness 
of  a  christian  philosopher,  and  so  directly 
opposite  to  the  principles  of  peace  which 
he  had  so  beautifully  recommended  in  his 
pamphlet  respecting  Falkland's  Islands, 
that  I  was  sorry  to  see  him  appear  in  so 
unfavourable  a  light.  Besides,  I  could 
not  perceive  in  it  that  ability  of  argument, 
or  that  felicity  of  expression,  for  which 
he  was,  upon  other  occasions,  so  eminent. 
Positive  assertion,  sarcastical  severity, 
and  extravagant  ridicule  which  he  himself 
reprobated  as  a  test  of  truth,  were  united 
in  this  rhapsody.  That  this  pamphlet  was 
written  at  the  desire  of  those  who  were 
then  in  power,  I  have  no  doubt ;  and,  in- 
deed, he  owned  to  me,  that  it  had  been 
revised  and  curtailed  by  some  of  them. — 
BoswELL,  James,  1791-93,  Ltfe  <f  John- 
son,  ed.  Hill,  vol.  ii,  p.  357. 

His  political  tracts  must  have  exercised 
the  very  minimum  of  influence  for  the  pro- 
ductions of  so  great  a  writer.  He  was  the 
last  man  in  the  world  to  conciliate  opposi- 
tion, and  his  strong  powers  of  argument 
were  warped  by  prejudice.  His  **  Taxa- 
tion no  Tyranny,"  written  to  defend  the 
taxation  of  the  American  colonists  against 
their  will,  is  at  once  overbearing  and 
sophistical.  It  might  inflame  and  imbitter 
partisans,  but  it  was  too  abusive  and  too 
unreasonable  to  make  converts. — Minto, 
William,  1872-80,  Manual  of  English 
Prose  Literature,  p.  424. 

There  was,  indeed,  one  matter  in  which 


Johnson  showed  such  a  monstrous  perver- 
sity that  even  the  faithful  Boswell  fell 
away  from  him.  He  could  not  away  with 
the  claims  of  America.  ''Taxation  no 
Tyranny"  is  indeed  a  lamentable  pam- 
phlet, but  it  is  not  Toryism.  ...  In 
fact,  much  of  the  argument  of  his  pam- 
phlet is  not  so  much  wrong  in  itself  as 
hopelessly  beside  the  mark;  and  it  is 
beside  the  mark  not  because  Johnson  was 
a  Tory,  but  just  because  he  was  indiffer- 
ent to  the  forms  of  government.  Thus 
he  was  distracted  from  the  main  issue  to 
subsidiary  points,  and  at  such  a  crisis 
subsidiary  points  could  have  no  weight— 
Sargeaunt,  John,  1898,  Dr.  JohnsonCt 
Politics,  The  Bookman^  voL  6,  pp.  42\ 
422. 

LIVES  OF  THE  POETS 
1779-81 

Johnson,  to  occasional  felicity  of  dic- 
tion, great  purity  of  moral,  and  energy  of 
thought,  united  a  very  considerable  portion 
of  critical  acumen,  and  his  Lives  of  Dry- 
den  and  Pope  are  noble  specimens  of  his 
powers  of  discrimination;  yet,  notwith- 
standing this  rare  combination  of  striking 
qualities,  he  was  deficient  in  that  sensibil- 
ity to,  and  enthusiasm  for,  the  charms  of 
nature,  in  that  relish  for  the  simple  and 
pathetic,  so  absolutely  necessary  to  just 
criticism  in  poetry.  To  these  defaJca- 
tions  were  superadded  an  unreasonable 
antipathy  to  blank  verse,  a  constitutional 
ruggedness  of  temper,  and  a  bigoted, 
though  well-meant,  adhesion  to  some  very 
extravagant  political  and  religious  tenets. 
His  biographical  details  have  suffered 
much  from  these  peculiarities  of  temper 
and  of  taste ;  and  a  Milton,  an  Akenside, 
a  Collins,  a  Dyer,  and  a  Gray,  might  up- 
braid the  Literary  Dictator  for  his  bitter 
and  illiberal  invective,  his  churlish  and 
parsimonious  praise,  his  great  and  vari- 
ous misrepresentations.  —  Drake,  Na- 
than, 1798-1820,  Literary  Hours,  voL  I, 
No.  xii,  p.  160. 

There  are  parts  of  the  ''Lives  of  the 
Poets"  which  every  lover  of  literary  or 
moral  justice  would  be  glad  to  see  stamped 
with  an  indelible  brand  of  reprobation, 
with  a  disgrace  so  signal  and  conspicuous 
as  to  be  a  perpetual  warning  against  the 
perversion  of  criticism  and  private  history 
by  political  and  religious  bigotry  and  per- 
sonal spleen. — Poster,  John,  1808,  CriU 
icism  on  the  English  Poets,  Essays. 
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Throughout  his  ** Lives  of  the  Poets," 
he  constantly  betrays  a  want  of  relish  for 
the  more  abstracted  graces  of  the  art. 
When  strong  sense  and  reasoning  were  to 
be  judged  of,  these  he  was  able  to  appre- 
ciate justly.  When  the  passions  or  char- 
acters were  described,  he  could  to  certain 
extent  decide  whether  they  were  described 
truly  or  no.  But  as  far  as  poetry  has  rela- 
tion to  the  kindred  arts  of  music  and  paint- 
ing, to  both  of  which  he  was  confessedly 
insensible,  it  could  not  be  expected  that 
he  should  have  much  perception  of  its 
excellences.  .  •  .  When  he  is  most 
strong,  he  gives  us  some  good  reason  for 
his  being  so.  He  is  often  mistaken,  but 
never  trivial  and  insipid.  It  is  more  safe 
to  trust  to  him  when  he  commends  than 
when  he  dispraises ;  when  he  enlarges  the 
boundaries  of  criticism  which  his  prede- 
cessors had  contracted,  than  when  he  sets 
up  new  fences  of  his  own. — Gary,  Henry 
Francis,  1821-24-45,  Lives  qf  English 
Poets,  pp.  84,  88. 

Dr.  Johnson's  *' Lives  of  the  Poets"  are 
necessarily  a  prominent  ornament  of  every 
library;  as  they  have  been  the  common 
theme  of  admiration  of  all  countries. 
The  style  and  the  reflections  are  the  chief 
charm  of  this  popular  work.  Many  of  the 
facts  must  be  cautiously  admitted.  Not 
that  Johnson  designedly  falsified ;  but  he 
always  wanted  time,  diligence,  and 
patience,  in  the  collection  of  his  materi- 
als ;  and,  he  rejoiced  to  find  the  fact  as 
he  wished  to  find  it :  without  sufficiently 
weighing  it  in  the  balance  of  impartiality. 
He  hugged  every  thing  which  he  thought 
might  throw  a  shade  on  a  republican,  a 
whig,  or  a  dissenter ;  and  spared  no  pains 
in  executing  such  a  picture  in  his  most 
powerful  and  overwhelming  colours.  But 
toryism  and  orthodoxy  neither  require  nor 
recommend  such  intemperate  conduct. 
Even  the  very  loose  reports  which  had 
reached  him  of  Dryden's  funeral,  were 
inserted  without  a  suspicion  of  their 
veracity ;  and  it  remained  for  Mr.  Malone 
(in  his  admirable  edition  of  Dryden's  prose 
works,  to  which  a  biography  of  the  poet 
is  prefixed)  to  dispel  and  dissipate  this 
idle  story  as  a  barefaced  fiction.  But 
Johnson,  had  he  been  living,  would  not 
have  surrendered  it  without  a  growl. 
Much  that  he  has  inserted  in  the  life  of 
Pope,  and  more  in  that  of  Milton,  has 
been,  and  will  continue  to  be,  corrected 


and  disproved :  but  who  that  reads  John- 
son's criticisms  on  certain  portions  of  the 
** Paradise  Lost,"  is  not  convinced  that  he 
is  reading  one  of  the  most  masterly  per- 
formances of  the  human  intellect?  exhibit- 
ing an  extent  of  power  of  conception — a 
vigour  and  felicity  of  diction — such  as 
one  knows  not  where  to  find  equalled  in 
any  modern  production.  His  life  of  Sav- 
age, the  first  in  the  order  of  execution,  is 
considered  to  be  the  chef-d'oeuvre;  but 
this  may  be  because  it  was  the  first ;  and 
because  we  have  long  known  that  Sir 
Joshua  Reynolds  read  it  with  such  intense 
interest,  as  to  be  unconscious  that  he  was 
nearly  dislocating  his  arm  against  a  chim- 
ney piece,  all  the  time !  In  consequence, 
he  sought  Johnson's  acquaintance,  and 
respected  and  loved  the  great  philologist 
to  his  dying  day.  Still,  the  lives  of  Dry- 
den  and  Pope  abound  with  some  of  the 
happiest  specimens  of  Johnson's  powers 
of  narrative  and  criticism.  The  whole 
set  of  Lives  is  indeed  charming :  fraught 
with  wisdom  and  excellent  taste. — Dib- 
DIN,  Thomas  Frognall,  1824,  The  Library 
Companion,  p.  510,  note. 

We  could  find  no  pleasure  in  sacrificing 
one  great  man  to  the  manjes  of  another. 
•  .  .  He  did  not  and  hf^  could  not  ap- 
preciate Milton.  We  doubt  whether  two 
other  minds,  having  so  little  in  common  as 
those  of  which  we  are  now  speaking,  can  be 
found  in  the  higher  walks  of  literature. 
Johnson  was  great  in  his  own  sphere,  but 
that  sphere  was  comparatively  ''of  the 
earth,"  whilst  Milton's  was  only  inferior 
to  that  of  angels.  It  was  customary,  in 
the  day  of  Johnson's  glory,  to  call  him 
a  Giant,  to  class  him  with  a  mighty  but 
still  an  earth-born  race.  Milton  we  should 
rank  among  Seraphs. — Chaxning,  Wil- 
liam Ellery,  1826,  Remarks  on  the 
Character  and  Writings  of  John  Milton, 

A  life  of  Milton  is  yet  a  desideratum  in 
our  literature.  Johnson  hated  his  demo- 
cratic principles,  and  despised  his  imprac- 
ticable philosophy:  the  severity  with 
which  he  handled  him  was  only  restrained 
by  a  veneration  for  his  piety,  and  perhaps 
ignorance  of  his  ariaism. —  Southey, 
Robert,  1827,  Todd^s  ed.  of  Milton,  (Quar- 
terly Review,  vol.  36,  p.  42. 

He  had  his  prejudices,  and  his  partial- 
ities, and  his  bigotries,  and  his  blindnesses, 
but  on  the  same  fruit-tree  you  see  shriv- 
elled pears  or  apples  on  the  same  branch 
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with  jargonelles  or  golden  pippins  worthy 
of  Paradise.  .  .  .  Show  me  the  cri- 
tique that  beats  his  on  Pope  and  on  Dry- 
den, — nay,  even  on  Milton;  and  hang  me 
if  you  may  not  read  his  "Essay  on  Shak- 
speare"  even  after  having  read  Charles 
Lamb,  or  heard  Coleridge,  with  increased 
admiration  of  the  powers  of  all  three,  and 
of  their  insight  through  different  avenues, 
and  as  it  might  seem,  almost  with  differ- 
ent bodily  and  mental  organs,  into  Shak- 
speare's  "old  exhausted"  and  his  "new 
imagined  worlds."  He  was  a  critic  and 
a  moralist  who  would  have  been  wholly 
wise  had  he  not  been  partly  constitu- 
tionally insane.— Wilson,  John,  1829, 
Nodes  AmhrosiancB^  April. 

"The  Lives  of  the  Poets"  has  been  by  far 
the  most  popular  of  his  works, and  is  doubt- 
less the  one  for  which  he  will  be  rever- 
enced in  future  times.  It  afforded  room 
for  the  display  of  every  kind  of  talent ;  of 
his  critical  sagacity,  his  burning  imagina- 
tion, his  learned  research,  and  that  mem- 
ory by  which  he  retained  many  curious 
anecdotes  and  traits  of  character,  which 
would  otherwise  have  been  lost.  No  doubt 
a  prejudiced  air  is  given  to  the  work  by 
his  political  prepossessions,and  he  has  done 
injustice  to  some  distinguished  names; 
but  he  wrote  what  he  thought,  and  treated 
his  subjects  as  he  believed  they  deserved. 
It  is  now  clear  that  he  was  wrong  in  some 
respects ;  but  he  did  not  err  in  malice,  and 
how  was  it  reasonable  to  expect,  that  he 
should  follow  the  prejudices  of  others 
in  preference  to  his  own. — Peabody,  W. 
B.  0.,  1832,  Crokefs  BosmU,  North 
American  Review,  vol.  34,  p.  103. 

A  production  more  discreditable  to  the 
author  is  not  to  be  found  in  the  whole  of 
his  voluminous  works ;  equally  discredita- 
ble, whether  regarded  in  an  historical 
light  or  as  a  sample  of  literary  criticism. 
.  .  .  His  "Life  of  Milton"  is  a  humilia- 
ting testimony  of  the  power  of  political 
and  religious  prejudices  to  warp  a  great 
and  good  mind  from  the  standard  of  truth, 
in  his  estimation  not  merely  of  contempo- 
rary excellence,  but  of  the  great  of  other 
years,  over  whose  frailties  Time  might  be 
supposed  to  have  drawn  his  friendly  man- 
tle.—Prescott,  William  HiCKLING,  1839, 
Chateaubriand's  Sketches  of  English  Liter- 
ature, North  American  Review,  vol.  49, 
pp.  337,  338. 

The  critic  was  certainly  deficient  in 


sensibility  to  the  more  delicate,  the  minor 
beauties  of  poetic  sentiment.  He  ana- 
lyzes verse  in  the  cold-blooded  spirit  of  a 
chemist,  until  all  the  aroma,  which  con- 
stituted its  principal  charm,  escapes  in 
the  decomposition.  By  this  kind  of  proc- 
ess, some  of  the  finest  fancies  of  the 
Muse,  the  lofty  dithyrambics  of  Gray,  the 
ethereal  effusions  of  Collins,  and  of  Mil- 
ton too,  are  rendered  sufSciently  vapid. 
In  this  sort  of  criticism,  all  the  effect  that 
relies  on  impressions  goes  for  nothing. 
Ideas  are  alone  taken  into  the  account, 
and  all  is  weighed  in  the  same  hard,  mat- 
ter-of-fact scales  of  common  sense,  like 
so  much  solid  prose. — Prescott,  Wiluaii 
HiCKLING,  1839,  ChateaubriancCs  Sketches 
(f  English  Literature,  Biographical  and 
Critical  Miscellanies. 

Wrote  the  lives  of  the  poets  and  left  out 
the  poets.— Browning,  Elizabeth  Bar- 
rett, 1842-63,  The  Book  of  the  Poets. 

The  lives  of  the  Poets  are,  on  the  whole, 
the  best  of  Johnson's  works.  The  narra- 
tives are  as  entertaining  as  any  novel 
The  remarks  on  life  and  on  human  nature 
are  eminently  shrewd  and  profound.  The 
criticisms  are  often  excellent,  and,  even 
when  grossly  and  provokingly  unjust, 
well  deserve  to  be  studied.  For,  however 
erroneous  they  may  be,  they  are  never 
silly.  They  are  the  judgments  of  a  mind 
trammelled  by  prejudice  and  deficient  in 
sensibility,  but  vigorous  and  acute. 
They  therefore  generally  contain  a  portion 
of  valuable  truth  which  deserves  to  be 
separated  from  the  alloy ;  and,  at  the  very 
worst,  they  mean  something,  a  praise  to 
which  much  of  what  is  called  criticism  in 
our  time  has  no  pretensions. — Macaulat, 
Thomas  Babington,  1843,  Samuel  John- 
son, Critical  and  Historical  Essays. 

You  know,  of  course,  that  Swift  has 
had  many  biographers ;  his  life  has  been 
told  by  the  kindest  and  most  good-natured 
of  men,  Scott,  who  admires  but  cannot 
bring  himself  to  love  him,  and  by  stout 
old  Johnson,  who,  forced  to  admit  him 
into  the  company  of  poets,  receives  the 
famous  Irishman,  and  takes  off  his  hat  to 
him  with  a  bow  of  surly  recognition, 
scans  him  from  head  to  foot,  and  passes 
over  to  the  other  side  of  the  street. 
.  .  .  Johnson  truly  admires  Swift: 
Johnson  does  not  quarrel  with  Swift's 
change  of  politics,  or  doubt  his  sincerity 
of  religion :  about  the  famous  Stella  and 
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ssa  controversy  the  Doctor  does  not 
very  hardly  on  Swift.  But  he  could 
ive  the  Dean  that  honest  hand  of  his ; 
tout  old  man  puts  it  into  his  breast, 
moves  oflf  from  him. — Thackeray, 
JAM  Makepeace,  1853,  The  English 
ourists  of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 

hnson  did  not  care  for  facts: — too 
ent  for  research,  it  was  enough  if 

he  said  of  Pope  were  true  of  human 
re, — true  as  to  the  motives  and  feel- 
that  influence  men, — and  the  corn- 
was  of  universal  application.  John- 
I  speculation  on  the  incidents  or  as- 
d  incidents  in  the  ''Life  of  Pope"  is 
sophy  teaching  by  example;  and 
i  be  instructive  had  no  such  man  as 

ever  lived, — had  the  work  been  a 
.nee,  like  the  **Life  of  Robinson 
oe,"  *'Tom  Jones,"  or  ''The  Vicar 
Vakefield."  But  the  abstract  and 
rishable  value  of  Johnson's  Memoir 

apology  for  another  and  for  every 
•  writer. — Dilke,  Charles  Went- 
PH,  1854-75,  Pope's  Writings,  The 
rsofa  Critic,  vol.  I,  p.  95. 
cry  was  raised  on  more  grounds  than 
igainst  his  Life  of  Milton.  "I  could 
\h  his  old  jacket,"  writes  Cowper, 

I  made  his  pension  jingle  in  his 
et."  All  Cambridge  was  in  arms 
ist  what  Mackintosh  has  called  "that 
itrous  example  of  critical  injustice 
h  he  entitles  the  life  of  Gray."    The 

feeling  was  expressed  against  his 
;ism  on  Collins,  and  only  less  gener- 
because  the  reputation  of  that  poet 
but  then  upon  the  rise.  The  friends 
ord  Lyttelton  were  annoyed  at  the 
)mpt,  artful  and  studied  as  they 
i  it,  thrown  upon  the  character  of  a 
)man  who,  with  all  the  little  foibles 
ight  have,  was,  in  their  eyes,  one  of 
dost  exalted  patterns  of  virtue,  liber- 
.  and  benevolence.  Great  displeas- 
^as  expressed  with  equal  justice  at 
ccount  of  Thomson,  while  his  censure 
censide  was  thought  by  many  what  it 
y  is,  illiberal,  and  his  criticism  on 
'  was  condemned  as  "severe  and  un- 
" — Cunningham,  Peter,  1854,  ed. 
9on's  Lives  of  the  Poets,  vol.  i,  p.  ix. 
work  which,  with  all  its  faults,  is  the 
masculine  and  massive  body  of  crit- 
i  in  the  English  tongue. — Gilpillan, 
IGE,  1855,  A  Third  Gallery  of  Por- 
?,  p.  245. 


The  worst  enemy  that  Milton  and  his 
great  cause  have  ever  been  called  on  to 
confront;  the  worst  as  regards  undying 
malice :  in  which  qualification  for  mischief 
Dr.  Johnson  was  not  at  all  behind  the  dia- 
bolical Lauder  or  the  maniacal  Curran; 
and  the  foremost  by  many  degrees  in  tal- 
ents and  opportunities  for  giving  effect  to 
his  malice.  I  will  here  expand  the  sev- 
eral steps  in  the  process  of  the  case,  so 
that  the  least  attentive  of  readers,  or 
least  logical,  may  understand  in  what 
mode  and  in  what  degree  Dr.  Johnson, 
hunting  for  a  triumph,  allowed  himself  to 
trespass  across  the  frontiers  of  calumny 
and  falsehood,  and  at  the  same  time  may  un- 
derstand how  far  my  own  exposure  smashes 
the  Doctor's  attempt  in  the  shell. — De 
Quincey,  Thomas,  1859,  Johnson's  Life  of 
MiUon,  Collected  Writings,  ed.  Masson, 
vol.  IV,  p.  105. 

The  Doctor  was  a  capital  judge  of  the 
substantial  value  of  the  goods  he  handled, 
but  his  judgment  always  seems  that  of  the 
thumb  and  forefinger.  For  the  shades, 
the  disposition  of  colors,  the  beauty  of  the 
figured,  he  has  as  good  as  no  sense  what- 
ever. The  critical  parts  of  his  "Life  of 
Dryden"  seem  to  me  the  best  of  his  writ- 
ing in  this  kind.  There  is  little  to  be 
gleaned  after  him.  He  had  studied  his 
author,  which  he  seldom  did,  and  his  crit- 
icism is  sympathetic,  a  thing  still  rarer 
with  him.  'As  illustrative  of  his  own 
habits,  his  remarks  on  Dryden's  reading 
are  curious. — Lowell,  James  Russell, 
1868-90,  Dryden;  Prose  Works,  River- 
side ed.,  vol.  Ill,  p.  140,  note. 

His  "Lives  of  the  Poets"  do  indeed  truly 
stand  for  what  Boswell  calls  them, ' '  the 
work  which  of  all  Dr.  Johnson's  writings 
will  perhaps  be  read  most  generally  and 
with  most  pleasure."  And  in  the  lives  of 
the  six  chief  personages  of  the  work,  the 
lives  of  Milton,  Dryden,  Swift,  Addison, 
Pope,  and  Gray,  we  have  its  very  kernel  and 
quintessence;  we  have  the  work  relieved 
of  whatever  is  less  significant,  retaining 
nothing  which  is  not  highly  significant, 
brought  within  easy  and  convenient  com- 
pass, and  admirably  fitted  to  serve  as  a 
point  de  ripere,  a  fixed  and  thoroughly 
known  centre  of  departure  and  return,  to 
the  student  of  English  literature.  I  know 
of  no  such  first-rate  piece  of  literature, 
for  supplying  in  this  way  the  wants  of  the 
literary  student,  existing  at  all  in  any 
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other  language;  or  existing  in  our  own 
language,  for  any  period  except  the  period 
which  Johnson's  six  lives  cover.  A 
student  cannot  read  them  without  gain- 
ing from  them,  consciously  or  uncon- 
sciously, an  insight  into  the  history  of 
English  literature  and  life. — Arnold, 
Matthew,  1878,  Johnson's  Lives,  Mac- 
millan's  Magazine,  vol.  38,  p.  155. 

The  child  of  his  old  age — the  **  Lives  of 
the  Poets" — a  book  in  which  criticism  and 
biography  are  combined,  is  an  admirable 
performance  in  spite  of  serious  defects. 
It  is  the  work  that  best  reflects  his  mind, 
and  intelligent  readers  who  have  once 
made  its  acquaintance,  will  be  apt  to  turn 
it  into  a  familiar  companion. — Stephen, 
Lesue,  1879,  Samuel  Johnson  (English 
Men  cf  Letters),  p.  167. 

It  has  generally  been  acknowledged 
that  Johnson's  life  of  Gray  is  the  worst 
section  in  his  delightful  series.  It  formed 
the  last  chapter  but  one  in  the  fourth  vol- 
ume of  the  *' Lives  of  the  Poets,"  and  was 
written  when  its  author  was  tired  of  his 
task,  and  longed  to  be  at  rest  again.  It 
is  barren  and  meagre  of  fact  to  the  last 
degree.— GossE,  Edmund,  1882,  Gray 
{English  Men  of  Letters),  p.  215. 

This  was  a  literary  task  for  which  he  was 
exactly  qualified.  Originally  he  designed 
to  give  only  a  paragraph  to  minor  poets, 
and  four  or  five  pages  to  the  greater ;  but 
the  flood  of  anecdote  and  criticism,  as 
Macaulay  happily  says,  overflowed  the 
narrow  channel ;  and  sheets  were  expanded 
into  volumes.  It  is  instructive  to  note 
that,  whereas  the  author's  remuneration 
was  three  hundred  guineas,  the  publishers 
reaped  nearly  six  thousand  pounds.  Sic 
V08  non  vohis!  With  this  supreme  effort 
of  his  genius,  which  continues  to  be  a 
text-book  to  literary  students  to  the  pres- 
ent day,  Johnson's  intellectual  activity 
came  to  an  end.— Montagu,  R.  W.,  1884, 
ed,  Johnsoniana, 

It  is  no  matter  that  Johnson's  standards 
and  view-points  are  extravagantly  and 
exclusively  of  his  time,  so  that  occasion- 
ally— the  cases  of  Milton  and  Gray  are 
the  chief-5-he  falls  into  critical  errors 
almost  incomprehensible  except  from  the 
historical  side.  Even  these  extravagances 
fix  the  critical  creed  of  the  day  for  us  in 
an  inestimable  fashion,  while  in  the  great 
bulk  of  the  Lives  this  criticism  does  no 
harm,  being  duly  adjusted  to  the  subjects. 


Johnson's  estimate  of  Chaucer  doubtless 
would  have  been,  as  his  ''Rambler"  re- 
marks on  Spenser  actually  are,  worthless, 
except  as  a  curiosity.  But  of  Dryden,  of 
Pope,  and  of  the  numerous  minor  poets  of 
their  time  and  his,  he  could  speak  with  a 
competently  adjusted  theory,  with  admira- 
ble literary  knowledge  and  shrewdness, 
and  with  a  huge  store  of  literary  tradition 
which  his  long  and  conversation-loving  life 
had  accumulated,  and  which  would  hare 
been  lost  for  us  had  he  not  written.— 
Saintsbury,  George,  1898,  A  Short  Bis- 
tory  qf  English  Literature,  p.  616, 

LETTERS 

There  is  little  (in  ''Johnson's  Letters") 
to  gratify  curiosity,  or  to  justify  impa- 
tience. They  are  such  letters  as  ought  to 
have  been  wriUen,  but  ought  never  to 
have  been  printed.  Still  they  are  the  true 
letters  of  friendship,  which  are  meant  to 
show  kindness  rather  than  wit.  Every 
place  to  which  he  was  invited,  every  dose  of 
physic  he  took,  everybody  who  sent  to  ask 
how  he  did,  is  recorded.  I  can  read  them 
with  a  degree  of  interest,  because  I  knew 
and  loved  the  man,  and  besides  was  often 
a  party  concerned  in  the  dinners  he  men- 
tions. A  few  of  these  letters  are  very 
good ;  sometimes  he  is  moral,  and  some- 
times he  is  kind — two  points  of  view  in 
which  it  is  always  agreeable  to  consider 
Johnson.  I  am  often  named,  never  with 
unkindness,  sometimes  with  favour.  The 
impudence  of  editors  and  executors  is  an 
additional  reason  why  men  of  parts  should 
be  afraid  to  die.  Burke  said  to  me  the 
other  day  in  allusion  to  the  innumerable 
lives,  anecdotes,  remains,  etc.,  which 
have  been  published  of  Johnson — "How 
many  maggots  have  crawled  out  of  that 
great  body!"— More,  Hannah,  1788, 
Letter  to  Sister. 

He  who  found  it  so  easy  to  talk,  rarely 
took  of  his  own  accord  to  the  task  of 
composition.  Nor  will  Johnson,  in  spite 
of  the  plea  set  up  for  him  by  the  present 
editor,  be  ever  known  as  a  great  letter- 
writer,  hardly  even  as  a  good  one.  This  is 
not  saying  that  in  these  two  volumes  there 
is  not  much  weighty  observation,  much 
acute  comment,  much  that  would  be  found 
interesting  in  itself,  even  did  it  not  have 
the  additional  interest  of  having  been  writ- 
ten by  the  most  famous  literary  man  that 
England  then  possessed.  But  the  indefin- 
able charm  of  unconscious  self-revelation 
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3t8  off  the  hastiest  productions  of 
I  letter-writer,  is  not  to  be  found 
mong  the  valuable  reflections  or 
letails  that  make  up  no  small  share 

correspondence.  —  Lounsbury, 
R.,  1892,  Dr.  Johnson's  Letters,  The 
vol.  54,  p.  415. 
letter-writer,  Johnson  has  great 

Let  no  man  despise  the  epistolary 
is  said  to  be  extinct.  I  doubt 
d  letters  are  always  scarce.  It 
:  follow  that  because  our  grand- 
wrote  long  letters,  they  all  wrote 
les,  or  that  nobody  nowadays 
:ood  letters  because  most  people 
id  ones.  Johnson  wrote  letters 
styles.  One  was  monumental — 
ggestive  of  the  chisel  than  the 
I  the  other  there  are  traces  of  the 
le,  but,  like  the  old  Gothic  archi- 
it  has  grown  domesticated,  and 
the  fit  vehicle  of  plain  tidings  of 
I  sorrow — of  affection,  wit,  and 
-BiRRELL,  Augustine,  1885,  Dr. 

Contemporary  Review,  vol.  47, 

GENERAL 

is  Johnson,  you  and  I,  I  believe, 
luch  alike.  ( ?)— Warburton, 
[,  1765,  Letters  from  a  Late  Emir 
laU,  Oct.  31,  p.  368. 
meer. — This  is  the  Leviathan  of 
re,  the  Colossus  Doctor — and  his 
he  Head  of  the  Press ;  a  technical 
;o  fill  up  any  lady's  library.  The 
,  secretary  to  Rasselas,  Prince  of 
a,  but,  turning  out  both  an  Idler 
lambler,  and  giving  False  Alarms 
jj  by  which  he  frightened  into  fits 
en  of  Irene,  he  was  immediately 
to  be  sold  by  public  auction.  His 
ion  was  thought  to  be  Good-na- 
m,  till  he  injured  a  Vicar  of  Wake- 
uding  the  poor  priest  with  a  False 
-,  of  Society :  since  which  he  has 
among  the  ruins  of  a  Deserted 
and  employed  his  time  in  castrat- 
Roman  History.  These  are  the 
Castor  and  Pollux;  the  benevo- 
ebrious,  convivial  associates,  the 
Bhensible  Holofemes  and  the  im- 
)le  Goodman  Dull.— Anon,  1770, 
;«  Chronicle,  June  14. 
3  the  tale  that  gives  to  f atnre  times 
*s  misfortunes  and  the  x^arent's 
es; 
all  his  fame  (if  own'd  to-night)  snr- 


Fiz'd  by  the  hand  that  bids  our  language 
live.  

—Sheridan,  Richard  Brinsley,   1777, 
Prologue  to  Sir  Thomas  Overbury. 

The  distinguishine  excellence  of  John- 
son's manner,  both  in  speaking  and  writ- 
ing, consists  in  the  apt  and  lively  illustra- 
tions by  example  with  which,  in  his  vigor- 
ous sallies,  he  enforces  his  just  and  acute 
remarks  on  human  life  and  manners,  in 
all  their  modes  and  representations ;  the 
character  and  charm  of  his  style,  in  a 
happy  choice  of  dignified  and  appropriate 
expressions,  and  that  masterly  involution 
of  phrase  by  which  he  contrives  to  bolt 
the  prominent  idea  strongly  on  the  mind. 
—Green,  Thomas,  1779-1810,  Diary  qf 
a  Lover  ^Literature. 
Here  Johnson  lies--a  sage  by  all  allow'd, 
Whom  to  have  bred,  may  well  make  England 

proud; 
Whose   prose   was  eloquence,   by   wisdom 

taught, 
The  graceful  vehicle  of  virtuous  thought; 
Whose  verse  may  claim — ^grave,  masculine 

and  strong, 
Superior  praise  to  the  mere  poet's  song; 
Who  many  a  noble  gift  from  Heaven  possessed , 
And  faith  at  last,  alone  worth  all  the  rest. 
O  man,  immortal  by  a  double  prize, 
By  fame  on  earth — ^by  glory  in  the  skies  1 
— CowPER,  WiLUAM,  1785,   Epitaph  on 

Dr.  Johnson. 

By  nature's  gifts  ordain 'd  mankind  to  rule, 
He,  like  a  Titian,  form'd  his  brilliant  school ; 
And  taught  congenial  spirits  to  excel, 
While  from  his  lips  impressive  wisdom  fell. 
Our  boasted  Gtoldsmith  felt  the   sovereign 

sway; 
Prom  him  deriv*d  the  sweet,  yet  nervous  lay. 
To  Fame's  proud  cliff  he  bade  our  Raphael 

rise; 
Hence  Reynolds'  pen  with  Reynolds'  pencil 

vies. 
With   Johnson's   flame   melodious   Bumey 

glows. 
While  the  grand  strain  in  smoother  cadence 

flows. 
And  you,  Malone,  to  critick  learning  dear, 
Correct  and  elegant,  refined  though  clear, 
By  studying  him,  acquired  that  classick  taste, 
Which  high  in  Shakspeare's  fane  thy  statue 

plac'd. 
Near  Johnson  Steevens  stands,  on  scenick 

ground, 
Acute,  laborious,  fertile,  and  profound. 
Ingenius  Hawkesworth  to  this  school  we  owe. 
And  scarce  the  pupils  from  the  tutor  know. 
Here  early  parts  accomplish 'd  Jones  sublimes, 
And  science  blends  with  Asia's  lofty  rhymes : 
Harmonious   Jones!    who   in   his   splendid 

strains 


754 


SAMUEL  JOHNSON 


Sings  Oamdeo's  sports,  on  Agra's  flowery 

plains: 
In  Hindu  fictions  while  we  fondly  traoe 
Love  and  the  Moses,  deck*d  with  Attiok 

grace. 
Amid  these  names  can  Boswell  be  forgot, 
Scarce  by  North  Britons  now  esteem'd  a 

Scot'? 
Who  to  the  sage  devoted  from  his  yonth, 
Imbib'd  from  him  the  sacred  love  of  truth; 
The  keen  research,  the  exercise  of  the  mind, 
And  that  best  art,  the  art  to  know  mankind — 
Nor  was  his  energy  confin'd  alone 
To  friends  around  his  philosophick  throne ; 
Its  influence  wide  improv'd  our  letter'd  isle. 
And  lucid  vigour  marked  the  general  style: 
As  Nile's  proud  waves,  swoln  from  their 

oozy  bed, 
First  o'er  the  neighbouring  meads  majestick 

spread; 
Till  gathering  force,  they  more  and  more 

expand. 
An  with  new  virtue  fertilise  the  land. 
— COURTENAY,    JOHN,    1786,  A   Poeticol 
Review  of  the  lAterary  and  Moral  Charac- 
ter (f  the  Late  S.  Johnson. 

Of  literary  merit,  Johnson,  as  we  all 
know,  was  a  sagacious  but  a  most  severe 
judge.  Such  was  his  discernment,  that 
he  pierced  into  the  most  secret  springs  of 
human  actions;  and  such  was  his  integ- 
rity, that  he  always  weighed  the  moral 
characters  of  his  fellow-creatures  in  the 
*  *  balance  of  the  sanctuary. " — Parr,  Sam- 
uel, 1789,  ed.,  Tracts  by  Warburton  and 
a  Warburtonian. 
No  need  of  Latin  or  of  Greek  to  grace 

Our  Johnson's  memory,  or  inscribe  his 
grave; 
His  native  langnage  claims  this  moumfol 
space, 

To  pay  the  Immortality  he  gave. 

—Flood,  Henry,  1789,  Epitaph  on  John- 
son. 

Overbearing  pedant  and  bully,  whose 
reputation  was  proof  of  the  decline  of 
British  taste  and  learning. — Buchan, 
Lord,  1791?  Address  at  the  Coronation 
of  the  Bust  of  Thomson,  Sep.  22. 

We  are  reading  in  idle  moments,  or 
rather  dipping  into,  a  very  different  work, 
Boswell's  long-expected  **Life  of  John- 
son." It  is  like  going  to  Ranelagh;  you 
meet  all  your  acquaintance :  but  it  is  a 
base  and  a  mean  thing  to  bring  thus  every 
idle  word  into  judgement — the  judgement 
of  the  public.  Johnson,  I  think,  was  far 
from  a  great  character;  he  was  contin- 
ually sinning  against  his  conscience,  and 
then  afraid  of  going  to  hell  for  it.    A 


Christian  and  a  man  of  the  town,  a  phi- 
losopher and  a  bigot,  acknowledging  life 
to  be  miserable,  and  making  it  more  mis- 
erable through  fear  of  death ;  professing 
great  distaste  to  the  country,  and  neglect- 
ing the  urbanity  of  towns ;  a  Jacobite,  and 
pensioned ;  acknowledged  to  be  a  giant  in 
literature,  and  yet  we  do  not  trace  him,  as 
we  do  Locke,  or  Rousseau,  or  Voltaire,  in 
his  influence  on  the  opinions  of  the  times. 
We  cannot  say  Johnson  first  opened  this 
vein  of  thought,  led  the  way  to  this  dis- 
covery or  this  turn  of  thinking.  In  his 
style  he  is  original,  and  there  we  can  track 
his  imitators.  In  short,  he  seems  to  me 
to  be  one  of  those  who  have  shone  in  the 
beUes  lettres,  rather  than,  what  he  is  held 
out  by  many  to  be,  an  original  and  deep 
genius  in  investigation.  —  Barbauld, 
Anna  Ljetitia,  1791,  Works,  voL  n, 
p.  157. 

After  the  Doctor's  death,  Burke,  Sir 
Joshua  Reynolds,  and  Boswell  sent  an 
ambling  circular-letter  to  me,  begging 
subscriptions  for  a  Monument  for  him— 
the  two  last,  I  think,  impertinently;  as 
they  could  not  but  know  my  opinion,  and 
could  not  suppose  I  would  contribute  to  a 
Monument  for  one  who  had  endeavoured, 
poor  soul !  to  degrade  my  friend's  super- 
lative poetry.  I  would  not  deign  to  write 
an  answer;  but  sent  down  word  by  my 
footman,  as  I  would  have  done  to  parish 
ofScers  with  a  brief,  that  I  would  not  sub- 
scribe. In  the  two  new  volumes  Johnson 
says,  and  very  probably  did,  or  is  made  to 
say,  that  Gray's  poetry  is  dull,  and  that  he 
was  a  dull  man !  The  same  oracle  dislikes 
Prior,  Swift,  and  Fielding.  If  an  elephant 
could  write  a  book,  perhaps  one  that  had 
read  a  great  deal  would  say,  that  an  Ara- 
bian horse  is  a  very  clumsy  ungraceful 
animal.  Pass  to  a  better  chapter!— 
Walpole,  Horace,  1791,  To  Miss  Berry, 
May  26;  Letters,  ed.  Cunningham^  vH 
K,  p.  319. 

I  remember  Mr.  Burke,  speaking  of  the 
Essays  of  Sir  Francis  Bacon,  said,  he 
thought  them  the  best  of  his  works.  Dr. 
Johnson  was  of  opinion,  that  "their  excel- 
lence and  their  value  consisted  in  being  the 
observations  of  a  strong  mind  operating 
upon  life ;  and  in  consequence  you  find  there 
what  you  seldom  find  in  other  books."  It  is 
this  kind  of  excellence  which  gives  a  valoe 
to  the  performances  of  artists  also.  It  is 
the  thoughts  expressed  in  the  works  of 
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Michael  Angelo,  Correggio,  Raffaelle,  Par- 
megianOy  and  perhaps  some  of  the  old 
Gothic  masters,  and  not  the  inventions  of 
Pietro  da  Cortona,  Carlo  Marati,  Luca  Gi- 
ordanoy  and  others,  that  I  might  mention, 
which  we  seek  after  with  avidity:  from 
the  former  we  learn  to  think  originally. 
May  I  presume  to  introduce  myself  on  this 
occasion,  and  even  to  mention,  as  an  in- 
stance of  the  truth  of  what  I  have  re- 
marked, the  very  Discourses  which  I  have 
had  the  honour  of  delivering  from  this 
place?  Whatever  merit  they  have,  must 
be  imputed,  in  a  great  measure,  to  the 
education  which  I  may  be  said  to  have  had 
under  Dr.  Johnson.  I  do  not  mean  to  say, 
though  it  certainly  would  be  to  the  credit 
of  these  Discourses,  if  I  could  say  it  with 
truth,  that  he  contributed  even  a  single 
sentiment  to  them;  but  he  qualified  my 
mind  to  think  justly.  No  man  had,  like 
him,  the  faculty  of  teaching  inferior 
minds  the  art  of  thinking  Perhaps  other 
men  might  have  equal  knowledge ;  but  few 
were  so  communicative. — Reynolds,  Sir 
Joshua,  1792  ?  On  Johnson's  Influence. 

Johnson's  partiality  for  old  English 
manners  and  practices  was  unbounded; 
nor  can  there  be  produced  from  the  an- 
nals of  our  literature  a  more  fervent  anti- 
whig  and  anti-gallican. — Godwin,  Wil- 
liam, 1797,  Of  English  Style,  The  En- 
quirer, p.  379. 

Every  one  of  tolerable  education  feels 
the  imiiahility  of  Dr.  Johnson's  and  other- 
such's  style,  the  imitability  of  Shak- 
spere's,  etc.  Hence,  I  believe,  arises 
the  partiality  of  thousands  for  Johnson. 
They  can  imagine  themselves  doing  the 
same.  Vanity  is  at  the  bottom  of  it. 
The  number  of  imitators  proves  this  in 
some  measure. —Coleridge,  Samuel  Tay- 
lor, 1805,  Anima  Poetce,  p.  97. 

Johnson's  style  has  pleased  many  from 
the  very  fault  of  being  perpetually  trans- 
latable ;  he  creates  an  impression  of  clev- 
erness by  never  saying  any  thing  in  a  com- 
mon way.— Coleridge,  Samuel  Taylor, 
1818,  Style,  Miscellanies  ^Esthetic  and 
Literary,  ed.  Ashe,  p.  182. 

The  structure  of  his  sentences,  which 
was  his  own  invention,  and  which  has  been 
generally  imitated  since  his  time,  is  a 
species  of  rhyming  in  prose,  where  one 
clause  answers  to  another  in  measure  and 
quantity,  like  the  tagging  of  syllables  at 
the  end  of  a  verse;  the  close  of  the 


period  follows  as  mechanically  as  the  oscil- 
lation of  a  pendulum,  the  sense  is  balanced 
with  the  sound ;  each  sentence,  revolving 
round  its  centre  of  gravity,  is  contained 
within  itself  like  a  couplet,  and  each  par- 
agraph forms  itself  into  a  stanza.  Dr. 
Johnson  is  also  a  complete  balance-master 
in  the  topics  of  morality.  He  never  en- 
courages hope,  but  he  counteracts  it  by 
fear;  he  never  elicits  a  truth,  but  he  sug- 
gests some  objection  in  answer  to  it.  He 
seizes  and  altemateley  quits  the  clue  of 
reason,  lest  it  should  involve  him  in  the 
labyrinths  of  endless  error :  he  wants  con- 
fidence in  himself  and  his  fellows.  He 
dares  not  trust  himself  with  the  immediate 
impressions  of  things,  for  fear  of  com- 
promising his  dignity;  or  follow  them 
into  their  consequences,  for  fear  of  com- 
mitting his  prejudices.  His  timidity  is  the 
result,  not  of  ignorance,  but  of  morbid  ap- 
prehension.—Hazlitt,  William,  1818, 
Lectures  on  the  English  Comic  Writers, 
Lecture  v. 

It  is  a  great  defect  in  the  education  of 
our  youth  in  both  the  Universities  that 
they  do  not  sufficiently  apply  themselves 
to  the  study  of  their  mother  tongue.  By 
this  means  it  happens,  that  some  very 
learned  men  and  polite  scholars  are  not 
able  to  express  themselves  with  propriety 
in  common  conversation,  and  that  when 
they  are  discoursing  on  a  subject  which 
they  understand  perfectly  well.  I  have 
been  acquainted  with  three  persons  only 
who  spoke  English  with  that  eloquence  and 
propriety,  that  if  all  they  said  had  been 
immediately  committed  to  writing,  any 
judge  of  the  English  language  would  have 
pronounced  it  an  excellent  and  very  beau- 
tiful style — Atterbury,  the  exiled  bishop 
of  Rochester ;  Dr.  Gower,  provost  of  Wor- 
cester College;  and  Samuel  Johnson. — 
King,  William,  1819,  Anecdotes  ai  My 
Oum  Times. 

Roagh  Johnson,  the  great  moralist. 

— Byron,  Lord,  1823,  Don  Juan,  canto, 

•  •  • 

xiu. 

Of  all  the  men  distinguished  in  this  or 
any  other  age,  Dr.  Johnson  has  left  upon 
posterity  the  strongest  and  most  vivid  im- 
pression so  far  as  person,  manners,  dispo- 
sition, and  conversation  are  concerned. 
We  do  but  name  him,  or  open  a  book 
which  he  has  written,  and  the  sound  and 
action  recall  to  the  imagination  at  once 
his  form,  his  merits,  his  peculiarities,  nay. 
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the  very  nnconthness  of  his  gestares,  and 
the  deep  impressive  tone  of  his  voice. 
We  learn  not  only  what  he  said,  but  form 
an  idea  how  he  said  it ;  and  have,  at  the 
same  time,  a  shrewd  guess  of  the  secret 
motive  why  he  did  so,  and  whether  he 
spoke  in  sport  or  in  anger,  in  the  desire 
of  conviction,  or  for  the  love  of  debate. 
It  was  said  of  a  noted  wag,  that  his  bon- 
mots  did  not  give  full  satisfaction  when 
published,  because  he  could  not  print  his 
face.  But  with  respect  to  Dr.  Johnson, 
this  has  been  in  some  degree  accom- 
plished ;  and,  although  the  present  gener- 
ation never  saw  him,  yet  he  is,  in  our 
mind's  eye,  a  personification  as  lively  as 
that  of  Siddons  in  Lady  Macbeth,  or  Kem- 
ble  in  Cardinal  Wolsey.— Scott,  Sir  Wal- 
ter, 1823,  Samvel  Johnson. 

Perhaps  you  do  not  know  of  my  pro- 
found veneration  for  this  surly  sage ;  but 
I  am  such  an  admirer  of  his  peculiar  style 
of  excellence,  that  I  can  easily  endure  de- 
fects that  bring  him  within  my  reach,  and 
save  me  the  effort  of  standing  on  tiptoe  to 
contemplate  his  gigantic  mind. — Grant, 
Mrs.  Anne,  1823,  Letters,  May  15 ;  Mem- 
oir and  Correspondence,  ed.  Grant,  vol.  ni, 
p,2. 

At  length  rose  the  Colossus  of  English 
Philology,  Samuel  Johnson;  having 
secretly  and  unremittingly  formed  his 
style  upon  the  basis  of  that  of  Sir  Thomas 
Browne ;  a  name,  in  every  respect  to  be 
held  in  grateful  remembrance.  But  John- 
son, as  a  philologist,  is  almost  an  original ; 
and  doubtless  among  the  very  foremost  in 
the  ranks  of  the  literature  of  his  coun- 
try. And  yet,  I  know  not  how  it  is,  but, 
as  years  creep  on,  we  do  not  read  his 
pages  with  that  devoted  enthusiasm  which 
we  did  in  our  College  days :  for  where  is 
the  man,  who,  having  turned  his  thirtieth 
year,  peruses  **Rasselas"  or  the  "Ram- 
bler?" It  is  as  a  CoUoquialut  and  Biog- 
rapher that  Johnson  has  scarcely  a  rival 
— especially  when  prejudices  did  not 
spread  a  film  over  those  intellectual  orbs, 
which  were  constructed  to  gaze  uninjured 
upon  the  sun!— Dibdin,  Thomas  Frog- 
NALL,  1824,  The  Library  Companion,  p. 
f>08. 

The  judgments  which  Johnson  passed  on 
books  were  in  his  own  time  regarded  with 
superstitious  veneration ;  and  in  our  own 
time  are  generally  treated  with  indiscrim- 

te  contempt.    They  are  the  judgments 


of  a  strong  but  enslaved  understanding. 
The  mind  of  the  critic  was  hedged  ronnd 
by  an  uninterrupted  fence  of  prejudices 
and  superstitions.  Within  his  narrow 
limits  he  displayed  a  vigour  and  an  activ- 
ity which  ought  to  have  enabled  him  to 
clear  the  barrier  that  confined  him.  .  .  . 
He  was  no  master  of  the  great  science 
of  human  nature.  He  had  studied,  not 
the  genus  man,  but  the  species  Londoner. 
Nobody  was  ever  so  thoroughly  conver- 
sant with  all  the  forms  of  life,  and  all  the 
shades  of  moral  and  intellectual  character, 
which  were  to  be  seen  from  Islington  to 
the  Thames,  and  from  Hyde-Park  comer 
to  Mile-end  green.  But  his  philosophy 
stopped  at  the  first  turnpike  gate.  Of  the 
rural  life  of  England  he  knew  nothing; 
and  he  took  it  for  granted  that  everybody 
who  lived  in  the  country  was  either  stupid 
or  miserable. — Macaulay,  Thomas  Bab- 
INGTON,  1831,  BoswelTs  Life  of  Johnson, 
Edinburgh  Review,  Critical  and  Miscella- 
neous  Essays. 

His  imagination  was  not  more  lively  than 
was  necessary  to  illustrate  his  maxims ;  his 
attainments  in  science  were  inconsiderable, 
and  in  learning  far  from  the  first  class; 
they  chiefly  consisted  in  that  sort  of 
knowledge  which  a  powerful  mind  collects 
from  miscellaneous  reading,  a  various  in- 
tercourse with  mankind,  ^om  the  refine- 
ment of  abstruse  speculation  he  was  with- 
held, partly,  perhaps,  by  that  repugnance 
to  such  subtleties  which  much  experience 
often  inspires,  and  partly  also  by  a  secret 
dread  that  they  might  disturb  those  preju- 
dices in  which  his  mind  had  found  repose 
from  the  agitation  of  doubt.  He  was  a 
most  sagacious  and  severly  pure  judge  of 
the  actions  and  motives  of  men,  and  he 
was  tempted  by  frequent  detection  of  im- 
posture to  indulge  somewhat  of  that  con- 
temptuous scepticism,  respecting  thesm- 
cerity  of  delicate  and  refined  sentiments, 
which  affected  his  whole  character  as  a 
man  and  writer. — Mackintosh,  Sir  Jaues, 
1835,  Memoirs,  ed.  Mackintosh,  voL  n, 
p.  166. 

No  man  contemplates  with  greater  ten- 
derness than  we  do  the  frailties  of  Dr. 
Johnson;  none  respects  more  the  sound 
parts  of  his  moral  system;  or  admires 
more  the  vigor  of  the  elephantine  step 
with  which  he  sometimes  tramples  down 
insolent  error  and  presumptuous  sophistry. 
But  let  no  young  man,  who  wishes  to  write 
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well  study  his  style.— Everett,  Edward, 
1835,  Waihington  Irving^  North  American 
Review,  vol.  41,  p.  3. 

Samuel  Johnson,  in  some  respects,  stood 
entirely  alone  in  Europe.  In  those  years 
there  was  no  one  in  Europe  like  him. 
.  .  .  Was  a  large  minded  man,  an  en- 
tirely sincere  and  honest  man.  Whatever 
may  be  our  differences  of  opinion  is  here 
entirely  insignificant ;  he  must  inevitably 
be  regarded  as  the  brother  of  all  honest 
men.  One  who  held  this  truth  among 
the  insincerities  that  lay  around  him,  that, 
after  all,  ''life  was  true  yet,"  and  he  was 
a  man  to  hold  by  that  truth,  and  cling  to 
it  in  the  general  shipwreck  on  the  sea  of 
Eternity. — Carlyle,  Thomas,  1838,  Lec- 
tures on  the  History  of  Literature,  p.  180. 

His  brilliant  style  has  been  the  ambi- 
tion of  every  schoolboy,  and  of  some  chil- 
dren of  larger  growth,  since  the  days  of 
the  "Rambler."  But  the  nearer  they 
come  to  it,  the  worse.  The  beautiful  is 
turned  into  the  fantastic,  and  the  sublime 
into  the  ridiculous.— Prescott,  William 
HiCKLiNG,  1839,  Chateaubriand's  Sketches 
if  English  Literature,  North  American  ite- 
view,  vol.  49,  p.  334. 

A  love  of  hard  and  learned  words  pre- 
vailed throughout ;  and  a  fondness  for  bal- 
anced  periods  was  its  special  characteris- 
tic. But  there  was  often  great  felicity  in 
the  expression,  occasionally  a  pleasing 
cadence  in  the  rhythm,  generally  an  epi- 
grammatic turn  in  the  language,  as  well 
as  in  the  idea.  Even  where  the  workman- 
ship seemed  most  to  surpass  the  material, 
and  the  word-craft  to  be  exercised  need- 
lessly and  the  diction  to  run  to  waste, 
there  was  never  any  feebleness  to  complain 
of,  and  always  something  of  skill  and  effect 
to  admire.  The  charm  of  nature  was  ever 
wanting,  but  the  presence  of  great  art 
was  undeniable.  Nothing  was  seen  of  the 
careless  aspect  which  the  highest  of  artists 
ever  give  their  masterpieces, — the  produce 
of  elaborate  but  concealed  pains ;  yet  the 
strong  hand  of  an  able  workman  was 
always  marked ;  and  it  was  observed,  too, 
that  he  disdained  to  hide  from  us  the 
far  less  labour  which  he  had  much  more 
easily  bestowed.  There  is  no  denying  that 
some  of  Johnson's  works,  from  the  meager- 
ness  of  the  material  and  the  regularity  of 
the  monotonous  style,  are  exceedingly 
little  adapted  to  reading.  They  are  flimsy, 
and  they  are  dull ;  they  are  pompous,  and. 


though  full  of  undeniable — indeed,  self- 
evident — truths,  they  are  somewhat  empty ; 
they  are,  moreover,  wrapped  up  in  a  style 
so  disproportioned  in  its  importance,  that 
the  perusal  becomes  very  tiresome,  and  is 
soon  given  up.  This  character  belongs 
more  especially  to  the  ''Rambler,"  the 
object  of  such  unmeasured  praises  among 
his  followers,  and  from  which  he  derived 
the  title  of  the  Great  Moralist.— Brough- 
am, Henry  Lord,  1845,  Lives  of  Men  qf 
Letters  of  the  Time  qf  George  UL 

As  a  writer,  he  is  the  very  incarnation 
of  good  sense ;  and  as  a  man,  he  was  an 
example  of  so  high  a  degree  of  virtue, 
magnanimity,  and  self-sacrifice,  that  he 
has  been  justly  placed  by  a  profound  mod- 
em speculator  among  the  heroes  of  his 
country's  annals.  .  .  .  Johnson's 
style  during  the  whole  of  his  career  was 
exceedingly  peculiar  and  characteristic 
both  in  its  beauties  and  defects,  and  when 
he  arrived  at  eminence  may  be  said  to 
have  produced  a  revolution  in  the  manner 
of  writing  in  English ;  and  as  this  revolu- 
tion has  to  a  certain  degree  lasted  till  the 
present  day,  it  will  be  well  to  say  a  few 
words  on  the  subject.  It  is  in  the  highest 
degree  pompous,  sonorous,  and,  to  use  a 
happy  expression  of  Coleridge,  hyper-lat- 
inistic ;  running  into  perpetual  antithesis, 
and  balancing  period  against  period  with 
an  almost  rhythmical  regularity,  which  at 
once  fills  and  fatigues  the  ear.  .  .  . 
The  prevailing  defect  of  Johnson's  style 
is  uniformity:  the  combinations  of  his 
kaleidoscope  are  soon  exhausted;  his  peal 
of  bells  is  very  limited  in  its  changes ;  and 
there  is  necessarily,  in  so  artificial  a  style, 
an  air  of  pretention  and  ambitiousness, 
the  sameness  is  more  fatiguing  than  would 
be  the  snipped  periods  and  tuneless  mean- 
ness of  a  more  unostentatious  mode  of 
expression.  .  .  .  His  mind,  admira- 
bly adapted  as  it  was  for  the  scientific 
psui;  of  criticism,  was  impotent  to  feel  or 
appreciate  what  is  picturesque  or  passion- 
ate. He  is  like  a  deaf  man  seated  at  a 
symphony  of  Beethoven — a  sense  is  want- 
ing to  him.  .  ,  .  The  character  of  Shak- 
speare's  genius,  given  in  the  preface,  is 
a  noble  specimen  of  panegyric ;  and  it  is 
singular  to  see  how  far  the  divine  genius 
of  the  dramatist  almost  succeeds  in  over- 
coming all  the  prejudices  of  Johnson's 
age  and  education.  As  a  moralist,  as  a 
painter  of  men  and  minds,  Johnson  has 
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done  Shakspeare  (at  least  as  far  as  any 
man  could)  ample  justice ;  but  in  his  judg- 
ment of  the  great  creative  poet's  more 
romantic  manifestations  he  exhibits  a  cal- 
lousness and  insensibility  which  was  partly 
the  result  of  his  education  and  of  the  age 
when  he  lived,  and  partly,  without  doubt, 
the  consequence  of  the  peculiar  constitu- 
tion of  his  mind — a  mind  which  felt  much 
more  sympathy  with  men  than  with  things, 
and  was  much  more  at  home  in  the  ''full 
tide  of  London  existence"  than  in  the  airy 
world  of  imagination — among  the  every- 
day crowds  of  Fleet  Street,  than  in  Pros- 
perous enchanted  isle,  or  the  moonlit  ter- 
races of  Verona.— Shaw,  Thomas  B., 
1847,  OiUlinei  of  English  LUeraiurej  pp. 
242,  243,  244  247,  248. 

Dr.  Johnson,  gravely  supporting  an  aris- 
tocratic public  policy,  while  he  powerfully 
and  pathetically  rebuked  aristocratic  pri- 
vate conduct.  Let  the  name  of  Dr.  John- 
son  never  be  mentioned  among  scholars 
without  a  sad  respect ;  but  is  he,  distinct- 
ively, the  scholar  in  English  history? — 
Curtis,  George  William,  1856,  The  Duty 
of  the  American  Scholar,  Orations  arid 
Addresses,  ed.  Norton,  vol.  l,p.ll. 

Doctor  Johnson's  written  abstractions 
have  little  value ;  the  tone  of  feeling  in 
them  makes  their  chief  worth. — Ei^- 
SON,  Ralph  Waldo,  1856-84,  English 
Traits,  Works,  Riverside  ed.,  vol.  v,  p. 
232. 

Dr.  Johnson's  English  style  demands  a 
few  words.  So  peculiar  is  it,  and  such  a 
swarm  of  imitators  grew  up  during  the 
half  century  of  his  greatest  fame,  that  a 
special  name — Johnsonese — has  been  often 
used  to  donate  the  march  of  its  ponderous 
classic  words.  Yet  it  was  not  original, 
and  not  a  many-toned  style.  There  were 
in  our  literature,  earlier  than  Dr.  John- 
son's day,  >^Titers  who  far  outdid  their 
Fleet  Street  disciple  in  recruiting  our 
native  ranks  with  heavy-armed  warriors 
from  the  Greek  phalanx  and  the  Latin 
legion.  Of  these  >^Titers  Sir  Thomas 
Browne  was  perhaps  the  chief.  Goldy, 
as  the  great  Samuel  loved  to  call  the 
author  of  the  ** Deserted  Village,"  got 
many  a  sore  blow  from  the  Doctor's  con- 
versational sledge-hammer ;  but  he  cer- 
tainly contrived  to  get  within  the  Doctor's 
guard  and  hit  him  home,  when  he  said, 
"Tjf  you  were  to  write  a  fable  about  little 
fishes,  Doctor,  you  wofuld  wake  iJie  little 


fishes  talk  like  whales.**  Macaulay  tells 
us  that  when  Johnson  wrote  for  publica- 
tion, he  did  his  sentences  out  of  English 
into  Johnsonese.  —  Collier,  Wiluam 
Francis,  1861,  A  History  of  English  Lit- 
erature, p.  349. 

There  is  perhaps  no  subsequent  prose- 
writer  upon  whose  style  that  of  Johnson 
has  been  altogether  without  its  effect.— 
Craik,  George  L.,  1861,  A  Compendious 
History  cf  English  Literature  and  (f  the 
English  Language,  vol.  u,  p.  328. 

His  true  genius  lay  in  the  masculine 
strength  of  his  common  sense;  and  in 
spite  of  his  prejudices,  of  his  dogmatism, 
of  his  frequent  intolerance  and  occasional 
paradox — in  spite,  still  more,  of  a  style  in 
prose  strangely  contrasting  the  cold  sever- 
ity of  his  style  in  verse — unfamiliar,  in- 
flated, artificially  grandiose — still  that 
common  sense  has  such  pith  and  substance 
that  it  makes  its  way  to  every  plain,  solid 
understanding.  And  while  all  that  John- 
son owed  to  his  more  imaginative  quidities 
has  faded  away  from  his  reputation ;  while 
his  poems  are  regarded  but  as  scholastic 
exercises;  while  his  tragedy  is  left  un- 
read ;  while  the  fables  and  tales  scattered 
throughout  his  essays  allure  no  popular 
imitation,  and  even  ^'Rasselas"  is  less 
admired  for  its  loftiness  of  purpose  and 
conception  than  censured  for  its  inappro- 
priate dialogue  or  stilted  diction,  and 
neglected  for  the  dryness  of  its  narrative 
and  the  frigidity  of  its  characters ;  while 
his  ablest  criticisms,  composed  in  his  hap- 
piest style,  rarely  throw  light  upon  what 
may  be  called  the  metaphysics  of  imagina- 
tive art,— his  knowledge  of  the  world  has 
a  largeness  and  at  times  a  depth  which 
preserve  authority  to  his  opinions  upon 
the  general  bearings  of  life  and  the  prev- 
alent characteristics  of  mankind— a 
knowledge  so  expanded,  by  its  apprehen- 
sion of  generical  truths,  from  mere 
acquaintanceship  with  conventional  man- 
ners, and  the  sphere  of  the  town  life 
which  enthralled  his  taste,  that  at  this 
day  it  is  not  in  capitals  that  his  works  are 
most  esteemed  as  authoritative,  but  rather 
in  the  sequestered  homes  of  rural  book- 
readers.  To  men  of  wit  about  town,  a 
grave  sentence  from  Johnson  upon  the 
philosophy  of  the  great  world  would  seem 
old-fashioned  pedantry,  where,  to  men  of 
thought  in  the  country,  it  would  convey 
some  truth  in  social  wisdom  too  plain  to 
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be  tittered  by  pedants,  and  too  solid  to  be 
laughed  out  of  fashion  by  wits. — Lytton, 
Edward  Bulwer  Lord,  1863-68,  Cox- 
toniana,  Miscelianeoua  Prose  Works,  vol. 
m,  p.  451. 

Johnson  neither  in  amplitude  of  litera- 
ture nor  exactness  of  scholarship  could  be 
deemed  a  match  for  Le^ing;  but  they 
were  alike  in  the  power  of  readily  applying 
whatever  they  had  learned,  whether  for 
purposes  of  illustration  or  argument. 
They  resemble  each  other,  also,  in  a  kind 
of  absolute  common-sense,  and  in  the  force 
with  which  they  could  plant  a  direct  blow 
with  the  whole  weight  both  of  their  train- 
ing and  their  temperament  behind  it.  As 
a  critic  Johnson  ends  where  Lessing  be- 
gins. The  one  is  happy  in  the  lower  region 
of  the  understanding:  the  other  can 
breathe  freely  in  the  ampler  air  of  reason 
alone.  Johnson  acquired  learning,  and 
stopped  short  through  indolence  at  a  cer- 
tain point.  Lessing  assimilated  it,  and 
accordingly  his  education  ceased  only  with 
his  life.  Both  had  something  of  the  in- 
tellectual sluggishness  that  is  apt  to  go 
with  great  strength ;  and  both  had  to  be 
baited  by  the  antagonism  of  circumstances 
or  opinions,  not  only  into  the  exhibition, 
but  into  the  possession  of  their  entire 
force.  Both  may  be  more  properly  called 
original  men  than,  in  the  highest  sense, 
original  writers. — Lowell,  James  Rus- 
sell, 1866-90,  Lessing;  Prose  Works^ 
Riverside  ed.,  vol.  n,  p.  191. 

In  fact,  his  phraseology  rolls  always  in 
solemn  and  majestic  periods,  in  which 
every  substantive  marches  ceremoniously, 
accompanied  by  its  epithets ;  great,  pom- 
pous words  peal  like  an  organ ;  every  prop- 
osition is  set  forth  balanced  by  a  propo- 
sition of  equal  length ;  thought  is  devel- 
oped with  the  compassed  regularity  and 
official  splendour  of  a  procession.  Classical 
prose  attains  its  perfection  in  him,  as 
classical  poetry  in  Pope.  Art  cannot  be 
more  consummate,  or  nature  more  forced. 
No  one  has  confined  ideas  in  more  strait 
compartments;  none  has  given  stronger 
relief  to  dissertation  and  proof;  none  has 
imposed  more  despotically  on  story  and 
dialogue  the  forms  of  argumentation  and 
violent  declamation ;  none  has  more  gen- 
erally mutilated  the  flowing  liberty  of  con- 
versation and  life  by  antitheses  and  tech- 
nical words.  It  is  the  completion  and  the 
excess,  the  triumph  and  the  tyranny,  of 


oratorical  style.  We  understand  now 
that  an  oratorica)  age  would  recognise 
him  as  a  master,  and  attribute  to  him  in 
eloquence  the  primacy  which  it  attributed 
to  Pope  in  verse.— Taine,  H.  A.,  1871, 
History  of  English  Literature  tr.  Van 
Laun,  vol.  ll,  bk.  iii,  cL  vi,  p.  188. 

Johnson  first  taught  literary  men  the 
lesson  of  self-reliance  and  independence. 
Of  all  men  of  genius  he  is  the  only  typical 
Englishman  in  whose  strength,  as  also  in 
his  weakness,  we  see  the  national  character. 
He  was  absolutely  free  from  meanness  and 
jealousy;  a  mighty  soul  which  disdained 
tricks  and  subterfuges.  ' 'Like  the  Monu- 
ment," in  his  own  language,  he  stood  up- 
right and  never  stooped ;  no  human  power 
could  have  torn  him  from  his  base.  Yet 
in  this  strongest  of  natures  there  was  the 
gentlest  affection,  and  the  deepest  rev- 
erence and  humility.  The  giant  has  a  heart 
like  a  woman  or  a  child. — ^Jowett,  Ben- 
jamin, 1871-72,  Life  by  Abbott  and  Camp- 
bell,  vd.  n.  p.  33. 

Johnson  wrote  almost  all  his  "Ram- 
blers'' just  as  they  were  wanted  for  the 
press;  he  sent  a  certain  portion  of  the 
copy  of  an  essay,  and  wrote  the  remainder 
while  the  earlier  part  was  printing.  When 
it  was  wanted,  and  he  had  fairly  sat  down 
to  it»  he  was  sure,  he  said,  it  would  be 
done.— Jacox,  Francis,  1872,  Author- 
ship in  the  Act,  Aspects  (f  Authorship,  p.  6. 

Doctor  Samuel  Johnson  was  poet,  dram- 
atist, essayist,  lexicographer,  dogmatist, 
and  critic,  and,  in  this  array  of  profes- 
sional characters,  played  so  distinguished 
a  part  in  his  day  that  he  was  long  re- 
garded as  a  prodigy  in  English  literature. 
His  influence  has  waned  since  his  person- 
ality has  grown  dim,  and  his  learning  been 
superseded  or  over-shadowed ;  but  he  still 
remains,  and  must  always  remain,  the  most 
prominent  literary  figure  of  his  age.  .  .  . 
His  style  is  full-sounding  and  antithetic, 
his  periods  are  carefully  balanced,  his  man- 
ner eminently  respectable  and  good ;  but 
his  words,  very  many  of  them  of  Latin 
derivation,  constitute  what  the  later  crit- 
ics have  named  Johnsonese,  which  is  cer- 
tainly capable  of  translation  into  plainer 
Saxon  English,  with  good  results.  .  .  . 
As  a  critic,  his  word  was  law :  his  opin- 
ion was  clearly  and  often  severely  ex- 
pressed on  literary  men  and  literary  sub- 
jects, and  no  great  writer  of  his  own  or 
a  past  age  escaped  either  his  praise  or  his 
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censure.  Authors  wrote  with  the  fear  of 
his  criticism  before  their  eyes;  and  his 
pompous  diction  was  long  imitated  by  men 
who,  without  this  influence,  would  have 
written  far  better  English.  But,  on  the 
other  hand,  his  honesty,  his  scholarship, 
his  piety,  and  his  championship  of  what 
was  good  and  true,  as  depicted  in  his 
writings,  made  him  a  blessing  to  his  time, 
and  an  honored  and  notable  character  in 
the  noble  line  of  English  authors.— Gop- 
p£e,  Henry,  1872,  English  Literature^ 
pp.  324,  330,  331. 

The  style  of  Johnson,  deemed  so  admira- 
ble at  the  time,  seems  to  us  now  intoler- 
ably artificial,  pedantic,  constrained,  and 
ponderous.  His  periods  are  carefully  con- 
sidered and  balanced,  its  proportionate 
length,  emphasis,  and  weight  of  heavy 
words  being  given  to  each  member :  homely 
and  familiar  words  and  phrases,  however 
apposite  or  expressive,  are  rejected  as 
undignified ;  antithesis  does  duty  for  bril- 
liancy, and  an  occasional  reversal  of  the 
fi^taz  for  variety.  Each  point  is  handled 
in  the  style  of  a  solemn  argument :  step  by 
step  the  demonstration  proceeds,  often 
leading  to  a  conclusion  which  would  have 
been  admitted  upon  statement.  His  utter- 
ances are  too  frequently  elaborately 
dressed-up  commonplaces ;  and  a  laborious 
paragraph  is  employed  to  evolve  a  thought 
which  might  have  been  more  forcibly 
expressed  in  a  single  terse  idiomatic  phrase. 
Thus,  his  style  has  no  freshness,  no  indi- 
vidual coloring;  we  feel  that  it  is  the 
result  of  a  multitude  of  heterogeneous 
minds,  all  ground  together  in  the  mill 
of  omnivorous  learning.  Johnson's  criti- 
cisms are  learned,  carefully  weighed,  but 
deficient  in  insight.  He  had  no  faculty  of 
entering  into  other  men's  natures,  and 
justly  appreciating  views  which  he  did  not 
himself  hold.  He  was  an  infatuated, 
though  perfectly  honest  and  disinterested, 
Tory ;  and  his  intense  political  bias  often 
led  him  into  absurd  injustice.  In  his 
eyes  Voltaire  was  merely  an  infidel  and 
cynical  buffoon,  and  Rousseau  a  miscreant 
deserving  the  gallows.  Being  absolutely 
destitute  of  the  poetic  faculty,  he  lacked 
the  essential  qualification  for  a  critic  of 
poetry ;  and,  while  sure  to  detect  a  fallacy 
in  reasoning,  or  a  blemish  in  morals,  the 
finer  spirit  of  poetry  he  could  not  appre- 
ciate. On  the  other  hand,  his  writings 
are  everywhere  pervaded  by  a  perfect  love 


of  truth  and  justice,  and  an  utter  abhor- 
rence of  falsehood  and  fraud ;  by  a  pure 
morality,  enforced  with  the  strongest  em- 
phasis; by  a  warm  admiration  for  all 
things  good  and  noble;  and  by  the  sin- 
cerest  spirit  of  Christian  piety ;  all  which 
qualities  he  exemplified  in  his  own  brave 
and  blameless  life.  His  style,  ponderous 
and  constrained  as  it  now  appears,  was  not 
without  many  good  qualities. — Johnston, 
Richard  Malcolm,  and  Browne,  Wiluam 
Hand,  1872,  English  Literature,  p.  229. 

Robert  Hall,  in  his  early  days,  made 
Johnson  a  model,  but  soon  gave  him  up, 
complaining  of  a  want  of  fervour  in  his 
morality.  Though  profoundly  convinced 
of  the  doctrines  of  Religion,  he  seldom 
dilates  on  her  ''august  solemnities,"  or 
on  the  grandeur  of  her  hopes  and  fears. 
What  he  keeps  principally  in  view  is  the 
beneficial  effect  of  religious  belief  on 
human  conduct,  laying  down  the  law  in 
sonorous  dogmas.  In  the  presence  of 
objects  that  raise  emotions  of  sublimity 
in  other  men,  he  was  on  the  watch  to  lay 
hold  of  general  rules.  Instead  of  giving 
way  to  the  aesthetic  influence  of  the  sit- 
uation, he  pondered  on  the  causes  of  the 
moral  value  of  them,  and  meditated  dicta- 
torial, high-sounding,  general  proposi- 
tions.—Minto,  WttULAM,  1872-80,  Man- 
ual cf  English  Prose  Literature,  p.  419. 

A  solid  Doric  column,  chippcKl  into  out- 
line and  assigned  position  by  circum- 
stances, he  nevertheless  chiefly  interests 
us  by  the  rugged  strength  of  his  own 
native  texture. — Bascom,  John,  1874> 
Philosophy  <^  English  Literature,  p.  206. 

His  prose  writings  are  noted  for  their 
formality  of  style  and  vigor  of  thought 
Like  Addison,  he  has  furnished  an  adjec- 
tive descriptive  of  literary  style ;  and  to 
be  "Johnsonian"  is  to  be  ponderous  and 
^andiose.  ''Rasselas,  I^nce  of  Abys- 
sinia," an  allegorical  story  from  which 
we  take  our  extracts,  is  perhaps  the  most 
familiar  of  his  compositions  to  the  general 
reader.  Dr.  Johnson  was  a  man  of  vigor- 
ous intellect,  acute  and  argumentative, 
but  narrow  in  his  views,  dogmatic  and 
positive  in  his  assertions. — Cathcart, 
George  R.,  1874,  The  Literary  Reader, 
;>.  26. 

He  presented  *' common-sense''  in  the 
most  prosaic  sense  of  the  word.— 
Scherr,  J.,  1874,  A  History  qf  English 
Literature  tr.  M.  V.,  p.  150. 
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N  that  we  are  out  of  reach  of  his 
le  voice  and  his  overbearing  demean- 
ind  regarding  him  thas  from  a  safe 
.ce,  we  do  not  find  it  so  difficult  to 
late  his  capacity  for  judging  in  lit- 
matters  as  often  shallow  and  pre- 
us.  .  .  .  The  formidable  lexi- 
pher  was  of  that  class  of  men  who 
most  prepared  to  find  fault  with  the 
cause  of  the  spots  upon  his  surface. 
TH,  George  Barnett,  1875,  Henry 
ng^  Poets  and  Novelists^  pp.  255, 257. 

was  as  good  a  moralist  as  a  man 
)  who  regards  the  ultimate  founda- 
of  morality  as  placed  beyond  the 
of  speculation.  **We  know  we  are 
ind  there's  an  end  on't"  is  the 
r  to  the  great  metaphysical  difficulty, 
efutes"  Berkeley  by  kicking  a  stone, 
inks  that  Hume  is  a  mere  trifler, 
as  taken  to  ''milking  the  bull"  by 
f  variety.  He  laughs  effectually 
ame  Jenyns's  explanation  of   the 

of  evil;  but  leaves  the  question 

3ticaIIy  insoluble,  without  troubling 

f  as  to  why  it  is  insoluble,  or  what 

[uences  may  follow  from  its  insolu- 

Speculation,  in  short,  though  he 

for  a  philosopher,  was  simply 
ent  to  him.  He  passes  by  on  the 
side,  and  leaves  such  puzzles  for 
\,     He  has  made  up  his  mind  once 

that  religion  is  wanted,  and  that 
3t  plan  is  to  accept  the  established 
And  thus  we  have  the  apparent 
ix  that,  whilst  no  man  sets  a  higher 
ipon  truthfulness  in  all  the  ordinary 
of  life  than  Johnson,  no  man  could 
3ss  for  the  foundations  of  specula- 
ruth.  His  gaze  was  not  directed 
:  side.  Judging  in  all  cases  rather 
aition  than  by  logical  processes,  he 
for  granted  the  religious  theories 
fall  in  sufficiently  with  his  moral 
}ions.  To  all  speculation  which 
nd  to  loosen  the  fixity  of  the  social 
e  is  deaf  or  contemptuously  averse, 
d  insidious  Deism  seems  to  him  to 
re  trash;  and  he  would  cure  the 

aggressive  Deism  of  Rousseau  by 
i:  its  author  to  the  plantations. 
*ence  to  speculation  generates  a 
contempt  for  all  theories.  He  has 
1  a  grasp  of  facts  to  care  for  the 
of  fanciful  Utopians;  his  emo- 
'e  too  massive  and  rigid  to  be  easily 
[  by  enthusiasts.     He  ridicules  the 


prevailing  cry  against  corruption.  The 
world  is  bad  enough  in  all  conscience, 
but  it  will  do  no  good  to  exaggerate  or  to 
whine.— Stephen,  Leslie,  1876,  History 
of  English  Thought  in  the  EighteerMi  Cen- 
tury, vol.  II,  p.  374. 

That  great  Luminary  of  Learning,  the 
English  Lexiphanes. — Stoddard,  Richard 
Henry,  1876,  Lord  Maeavlay  and  His 
Friends^  Harpefs  Magazine,  vol.  53, 
p.  85. 

No  writer  delivers  moral  maxims  and 
dictatorial  sentences  with  greater  force, 
or  lays  down  definitions  with  more  grave 
precision.  His  critical  acumen,  setting 
aside  personal  and  political  prejudices,  was 
likewise  very  great;  but  he  is  utterly 
averse  to  the  easy  and  familiar,  both  in 
style  and  sentiment.  His  style  formed  an 
era  in  English  composition.  Its  balanced 
pomp  and  antithetical  clauses  had  with 
many  an  irresistible  charm.  However, 
the  admiration  for  its  exuberance  of  words 
of  Latin  etymology,  and  its  sonorous 
rotundity  of  phrase,  after  having  betrayed 
some  writers  into  an  injudicious  imitation, 
has  at  length  subsided ;  and  the  share  of 
influence  which  remains,  has  certainly 
improved  the  general  language. — Jen- 
kins, 0.  L.,  1876,  The  Students  Handbook 
of  British  and  American  Literature,  p.  244. 

One  clever  writer  has  lately  attempted 
a  defence  of  Dr.  Johnson's  pompous  style, 
saying  that  the  sage  drew  distinctions  as 
he  drew  his  breath,  and  that  he  could  not 
express  these  distinctions  without  couch- 
ing his  diction  in  Latin-born  phrases. 
The  answer  is  most  simple:  he  drew 
distinctions  with  equal  subtility  when  he 
was  talking,  and  he  expressed  them  in  the 
homeliest  Teutonic.  He  has  had  his  re- 
ward: his  ''Rambler"  lies  unread  on  our 
book-shelves;  his  talk,  as  recorded  by 
Boswell,  is  perused  every  year  by  thou- 
sands of  delighted  students.  Any  writer 
of  our  day,  who  has  a  mind  to  be  read  a 
hundred  years  hence,  should  lay  the  les- 
son to  heart.— OuPH ANT,  T.  L.  Kington, 
1878,  The  Old  and  Middle  English,  p.  589, 
note. 

Johnson  gained  his  reputation  by  his 
unrivalled  power  of  concentrating  his  own 
forces,  of  defending  himself  against  the 
aggression  of  outer  influences, — and  strik- 
ing a  light  in  the  process.  Of  course 
Johnson  was  a  man  of  very  strong  general 
understanding.    Had  he  not  b^n  so,  he 
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could  not  have  commanded  the  respect  he 
did,  for  those  who  do  not  in  a  considerable 
degree  understand  others,  will  never  be 
themselves  understood.  Still,  admitting 
freely  that  it  both  takes  a  man  of  some 
character  as  well  as  insight,  to  understand 
distinctly  what  is  beyond  his  own  sphere, 
and  a  man  of  some  insight  as  well  as  char- 
acter, to  teach  others  to  understand  dis- 
tinctly what  is  within  himself,  it  is  clear 
that  Johnson's  genius  lay  in  the  latter,  not 
in  the  former  direction, — in  maintaining 
himself  against  the  encroachments  of  the 
world,  and  in  interpreting  himself  to  that 
world,  not  in  enlarging  materially  the 
world's  sympathies  and  horizons,  except 
so  far  as  he  taught  them  to  include  him- 
self. The  best  things  he  did  of  any  kind 
were  all  expressions  of  himself. — Hut- 
ton,  Richard  Holt,  1878,  Oriticisms  on 
Contemporary  Thoiighi  and  Thinkers,  vol. 
I,  p.  164. 

Merely  a  man  of  keen  perception  and 
shrewd  reasoning.  —  Black,  Wiluam, 
1879,  Goldsmith  (English  Men  of  Letters^ 
p.  95. 

Johnson  unites  in  his  own  style  many  of 
the  opposite  excellences  exhibited  by  his 
predecessor  and  his  friend.  It  was  impos- 
sible that  the  bias  of  his  strong  character 
should  be  altogether  concealed  in  his 
verse,  and  ''London"  in  particular  appears 
to  have  been  largely  inspired  by  personal 
motives  like  those  which  suggested  to 
Pope  his  ''Imitations  of  Horace."  But 
the  different  genius  of  the  two  poets  is 
seen  in  the  selection  of  their  respective 
originals.  Pope  was  struck  by  the  many 
superficial  points  of  resemblance  between 
himself  and  the  lively  egotistical  Horace, 
and  seized  eagerly  on  the  opportunity  of 
presenting  his  own  virtues,  friendships, 
and  enmities  to  the  public  under  a  trans- 
parent veil  of  imitation.  Johnson,  on  the 
contrary,  who,  as  an  unknown  writer, 
could  not  hope  to  interest  the  public  in  his 
personal  concerns,  chose  a  general  theme, 
and  imitated  the  satirist  whose  denuncia- 
tions of  Roman  vice  offered,  in  many  re- 
spects, an  apt  parallel  to  the  manners  of 
his  own  age.  .  .  .  "The  Vanity  of 
Human  Wishes"  marks  a  calmer  and  more 
prosperous  epoch  in  the  poet's  life,  and 
its  philosophical  generalising  spirit  is  an 
anticipation  of  Goldsmith's  "Traveller." 
Johnson  was  now  relieved  from  the  imme- 
diate pressure  of  want ;  and  in  his  second 


"Imitation"  he  takes-  a  wider  survey  of 
mankind ;  he  suppresses  all  personal  sat- 
ire, and  fetches  the  illustrations  of  his 
argument  from  distant  times.  The  style 
of  this  poem  is  also  completely  different 
from  that  of  "London :"  in  the  latter  he 
is  ardent,  animated,  and  colloquial,  while 
in  the  "Vanity  of  Human  Wishes"  he 
speaks  with  the  gravity  of  a  moralist, 
making  his  periods  swelling  and  sonorous, 
balancing  his  verses  against  each  other, 
and  equaling  Pope  himself  in  the  conden- 
sation of  his  language.  Nevertheless,  the 
whole  spirit  of  the  composition,  though 
professedly  an  imitation,  is  highly  charac- 
teristic of  the  man :  we  see  in  it  the  mel- 
ancholy gloom  that  darkened  all  his  views 
of  human  existence,  while  at  the  same 
time  the  noble  lines  of  the  conclusion 
recall  the  language  of  those  touching; 
fragments  of  prayer  which  Boswell  discov- 
ered among  his  papers  and  has  preserved 
in  his  "Life."  His  Prologues  are  of  the 
highest  excellence ;  indeed  it  may  be  con- 
fidently aflirmed  that  he  is  the  best  writer 
of  prologues  in  the  language.  No  nan 
was  ever  so  well  qualified  to  strike  that 
just  mean  between  respectfulness  and  au- 
thority which  such  addresses  to  the  public 
require.  His  sound  critical  power  and 
elevated  feeling  are  well  exemplified  in 
the  "Prologue  spoken  at  the  opening  of 
Drury  Lane  Theatre;"  and  there  is  true 
greatness  of  spirit  in  his  Prologue  to 
"Ck)mus,"  in  which  he  claims  the  liber- 
ality of  the  audience  for  Milton's  grand- 
daughter as  a  tardy  redress  for  the  injus- 
tice shown  by  the  nation  to  the  genius  of 
the  poet  himself.  His  admirable  inde- 
pendence of  the  character  is  perhaps  even 
better  seen  in  the  Prologue  to  "A  Word 
to  the  Wise, "  a  play  which  at  its  first  ex- 
hibition was  damned  in  consequence  of 
political  prejudices  against  the  author, 
but  was  revived  after  his  death.  Noth- 
ing can  be  better  than  the  dignity  with 
which  Johnson,  in  this  address,  while  rec- 
cognising  the  judicial  authority  of  the 
audience,  indirectly  reproves  them  for 
their  previous  disregard  of  the  laws  of 
humanity  by  which  all  their  verdicts  ought 
to  be  determined. — CJourthope,  W.  J., 
1880,  English  Poets^  ed.  Ward,  vol.  m, 
p.  246. 

Johnson  did  more  than  any  other  one  man 
in  English  letters  to  make  literature  a 
working  profession — to  take  it  out  of  the 
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of  patrons,  and  make  the  dealings  of 
r  and  publisher  a  substantial  business 
>n.  He  was  one  of  the  first  English 
rs  who  lived  by  his  work,  and  the 
b  independence  with  which  he  in- 
.  the  profession,  has  been  a  help  to 
rs  ever  since  his  time.  His  diction- 
30,  was  one  of  the  great  works  of 
ntury.  While  we  can  not  help  wish- 
hat  the  Johnsonian  tendency  in 
ige  had  been  towards  greater  sim- 
r  and  not  towards  the  introduction  of 
my  Latin  words,  still  we  must  see 
le  did  a  great  work  for  language, 
time  there  was  no  standard  diction- 
the  best  one  very  imperfect — and 
on  in  arranging  and  defining  the 
of  the  language,  brought  it  into 
and  gave  it  form.  He  singly  and 
attempted  to  do  for  England  what 
rench  Academy  did  for  ^ance,  and 
igh  it  is  a  question  whether  it  is  not 
'  to  have  so  important  a  work  done 
body  of  scholars  rather  than  by  one 
lone,  yet  nobody  in  raising  that  ques- 
^ill  doubt  the  value  and  honesty  of 
)1  Johnson's  labors. — Richardson, 
Sage,  1881,  Familiar  Talks  on 
ih  Literaturey  p.  321. 

taught  others  to  look,  like  himself, 

gh  all  the  fleeting  accidents  of  life 

.t  in  which  a  man  can  really  live,  and 

were  none  who  came  to  know  him 

lit  learning  how  pure  a  spring  of 

Qd  tenderness  kept  the  whole  nature 

within.     Firmly  attached  to  the  es- 

bed  Church,  Johnson  was  a  stout 

on  the  religious  side  of  his  life  and 

:he  First  Georges  in  such  contempt 

may  be  said,  their  lives  had  duly 

i  for  them.     But  no  delusions  of 

feeling  dimmed  his  sense  of  human 

3rhood,  and  of  the  large  interests 

manity.     Negro  slavery  was  to  his 

so  gross  a  wrong  that  he  startled  a 

company  one  day  with  a  toast  ''to 

ext   Insurrection  of  the  Blacks.'' 

)litical  corruption  of  his  time  caused 

on  in  his  Dictionary,  which  appeared 

)5,  to  define  'Tension"  as  **a  grant 

to  any  one  without  an  equivalent," 

*  Pensioner"  as  **a  slave  of  state, 

by  a  stipend  to  obey  his  master." 

.     Johnson's  power  had  grown  with 

ime,  and  he  so  far  shared  the  reac- 

igainst  formalism  in  his  style,  that 

Inglish  of  his  **  Lives  of  the  Poets" 


differs  distinctly  from  the  English  of  his 
"Rambler."— MoRLEY,  Henry,  1881,  Of 
English  Literature  in  the  Reign  of  Victoria 
with  a  Glance  at  the  Past,  pp.  83,  85. 

The  most  able  criticism  of  the  18th 
century  was  Johnson's ;  he  may  be  called 
in  fact  the  first  really  systematic  critic  of 
English  literature;  for,  although  his  re- 
marlffl  on  other  authors  are  scattered  all 
about  his  own  miscellaneous  writings,  it 
may  be  confidently  stated  that  he  made 
criticism  his  profession,  and  earned  his 
living  by  it.  He  is  an  important  link  in 
the  chain  of  English  prose  writers,  for  he 
is  the  first  author  whose  whole  thoughts 
were  turned  to  the  works  of  his  predeces- 
sors.—Fletcher,  C.  R.  L.,  1881,  The 
Development  of  English  Prose  Style,  p.  19. 

In  morals  and  criticism,  it  will  ever 
be  to  his  praise  that  he  has  assailed  all 
sentimentalism  and  licentiousness.  His 
wit,  eloquence,  and  logic  were  always 
enlisted  on  the  side  of  revealed  religion, 
to  deepen  and  extend,  in  heart  and  prac- 
tice, the  human  faith  in  God.  In  the 
fields  of  Literature,  which  were  now  be- 
ginning to  be  cultivated  on  ^11  sides,  he 
did  more  than  any  of  his  contemporaries 
to  create  a  pure  and  invigorating  atmos- 
phere. His  balanced  pomp  of  antithetic 
clauses  soon  had  for  others,  as  it  had  for 
him,  an  irresistible  charm,  and  caused  a 
complete  revolution,,  for  a  time,  in  Eng- 
lish style.  Unhappily,  it  was  too  often 
imitated  by  inferior  writers,  who  had  not 
the  glow  to  kindle  the  massive  structure 
— little  fishes  talking  like  whales.  There 
has  been  no  English  prose  writer,  onward 
to  the  present  day,  whose  style  has  not 
been  influenced  by  that  of  Johnson. — 
Welsh,  Alfred  H.,  1883,  Development  of 
English  Literature  and  Language,  vol.  n, 
p.  178. 

I  never  for  an  instant  compared  John- 
son to  Scott,  Pope,  Byron,  or  any  of  the 
really  great  writers  whom  I  loved.  But 
I  at  once  and  forever  recognized  in  him  a 
man  entirely  sincere,  and  infallibly  wise 
in  the  view  and  estimate  he  gave  of  the 
common  questions,  business,  and  ways  of 
the  world.  I  valued  his  sentences  not 
primarily  because  they  were  symmetrical, 
but  because  they  were  just,  and  clear ;  it 
is  a  method  of  judgment  rarely  used  by 
the  average  public,  who  ask  from  an 
author  always,  in  the  first  place,  argu- 
ments in  favour  of  their  own  opinions,  in 
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«le(^t  terms;  and  are   just  as  ready  a  doubt,  Samuel 

with  their  applause   for  a  sentence  of  an  humble,  and,  i 

Macanlay's,  which    may  have  no  more  Christian. — Van 

sense  in  it  than  a  blot  pinched  between  1886,  A  Sturdy 

doubled  paper,  as  to  reject  one  of  John-  view,  vol,  5,  p.  4£ 

son's,  tellinR  against  their  own  prejudice.  Among  Johns- 

—though  its  symmetry  be  as  of  thunder  the  ones  best  enti 

answering  from  two  horizons.     I  hold  it  perhaps,  his  "Di 

more  than  happy  that,  during  those  con-  Language,"  175f 

tinental    journeys,  in    which    the    vivid  selas,"  1759;  t 

excitement  of  the  greater  part  of  the  day  "Edition  of  Sha 

left  me  glad  to  give  spare  half-hours  to  "Lives  of  the  Poe' 

the  study  of  a  thoughtful  book,  Johnson  a  sonorous,  cadeni 

was  the  one  author  accessible  to  me.     No  words  and  balanci 

other  writer  could  have  secured  tne,  aa  la  more  of  this  : 

he  did,  against  all  chance  of  being  mlBled  and  "Idler"  pa{ 

by   my  own  sanguine  and   metaphysical  work,  the"Livei 

temperament.     He   taught  me  carefully  he  showed  himael 

to  measure  life,  and  distrust  fortune ;  and  critic,  though  wi 

he  secured  me,  by  his  adamantine  common-  His  understandii 

sense,  for  ever,  from  being  caught  in  a  thorough  clac 

the  cobwebs  of  German  metaphysics,  or  poetry  was  fori 

sloughed  in  the  English  drainage  of  them,  unjugt  to  Milton 

— RusKiN,  John,  1885,  Frcderita,  vd.  i,  poraries,  Gray, 

P-116.  Dyer.    He  had  n. 

There  is  hardly  any  among  the  great  snbtler  graces  ol 

men  of  history  who  can  be  called  so  em-  had  a  comical  ind: 

phaticallyanddi8tinctively"a  man  of  let-  of  nature,"     Wl 

ters,"  undoubtedly  none  who  has  won  so  to  remark  that  po 

high  a  personal  position  and  so  large  a  some  "noble,  wil 

contemporary  influence  by  sheer  strength  replied  that  the  n 

of  pen.     The  literary  life  is  not   gen-  ™an  e™^  saw  » 

erally  considered  to  be  especially  favor-  London.— Beers, 

able  to  the  cultivation  of  piety ;  and  John-  OvUine  Sketck  ^ 

son's  peculiar  circumstances  were  not  of  200,  201. 

a  kind  to  make  it  more  favorable  in  his  The  unfading  i 

case  than  usual.     He  was  poor,  neglected,  one  of  the  good 

struggling  during   a  great  part  of  his  ter.     Men  do  no! 

career  against  the  heaviest  odds.    His  never  cease  to  ci 

natural  disposition  was  by  no  means  such  what  hold  the  b 

as  to  predispose  him  to  religion.     He  wag  qualities  always  1 

afflicted  from  childhood  with  a  hypochon-  This  man,  who  ha 

driac  and  irritable  humor ;  a  proud  domi-  before    a  reqaei 

neering  spirit,  housed  in  an  unwieldy  and  whose  friends  anc 

disordered  body;  plagued   by   inordinate  monstrate  with 

physical   appetites ;   inclined   not  unnat-  robin,  was  yet  CJ 

urally  to  rely  with  overconfidence  upon  cacy,  the  purest 

the  strength  and  accuracy  of  his  reason-  gious  love  for  t 

ing  powers ;  driven  by  his  impetuous  tem-  better  than  himsi 

per  into  violent  assertion  and  bitter  con-  of  him  was  his  n 

troversy;    deeply   wounded   by   his   long  nal   protest  agu 

years  of  obscurity,  and  highly  elated  by  nnreajity  of  thai 

his  final   success, — he  was  certainly  not  tury  in  which  b 

one  whom  we  would  select  as  likely    to  LIPS,    1886-94, 

be  a  remarkably  religious  man.     Carlyle  Addrtt»ei,p.  433 

had  less  to  embitter  him.     Goethe  had  JohnsoD  has  i 

no  more  to  self-deify  him.  And  yet,  beyond  mated  aa  a  critii 
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has  hardly  received  fair  consideration. 
His  hasty  remarks,  uttered  in  the  heat  of 
controversy,  have  been  handed  down  as 
the  result  of  deliberate  judgment,  but  his 
literary  instincts  were  more  correct  than 
has  generally  been  imagined.  Personal 
feelings  undoubtedly  often  influenced  his 
opinions,  and  he  was  unwilling  to  allow 
praise  to  writers  of  whose  principles  he 
disapproved.  He  could  see  little  merit 
in  the  vigorous  irony  of  Swift,  and  would 
never  acknowledge  him  to  be  the  author  of 
*'TheTaleof  aTub!"  but  there  is  scarcely 
any  writer  from  whom  Johnson  quoted  so 
often  in  his  dictionary.  ...  On  the 
other  hand,  he  spoke  too  favourably  of 
writers  whose  personal  characters  he  re- 
spected. Beattie  he  loved,  and  he  men- 
tioned his  writings  in  terms  which  now 
appear  ludicrous.  He  was  under  obliga- 
tions to  Richardson,  and  thought  highly 
of  the  moral  tendency  of  his  works,  which 
in  consequence  he  immensely  over-rated, 
but  he  admitted  that  anybody  who  read 
Richardson's  novels  for  the  sake  of  the 
story  would  be  compelled  to  hang  himself, 
and  forgot  the  fact  that  it  is  exactly /or 
the  sake  of  the  story  that  novels  are  gener- 
ally read,  and  that,  however  excellent  may 
be  the  sentiment,  the  reader  of  a  work  of 
fiction  will  soon  close  the  volume  if  there 
is  no  amusement  in  the  plot. — Grant, 
Frederick  Richard  Charles,  1887,  Life 
of  Samuel  Johnson^  pp,  154,  155. 

His  sagacious  words  and  suggestions 
are  likely  to  last  with  the  literature  of 
the  language,  for  they  embody  great  liv- 
ing truths  and  principles  which  are  and 
must  continue  superior  to  the  changes 
which  affect  and  rule  in  the  minor  affairs 
of  life.— Saunders,  Frederick,  1887, 
The  Story  of  Some  Famous  Books,  p.  94. 

Johnson  was  never  designed  to  be  a 
successful  periodical  essayist.  He  had  a 
better  field  in  biography,  lexicography 
and  general  criticism.  He  was  far  more 
than  a  miscellaneous  essayist,  and  in  this 
respect  was  the  superior  of  Addison.  Such 
critics  as  DeQuincey  are  led  to  speak  in 
high  terms  of  Johnson's  style  not  so 
much  on  the  basis  of  his  periodical  work 
as  on  that  of  his  entire  work  as  an  author 
and  commentator.— Hunt,  Theodore  W., 
1887,  Representative  English  Prose  and 
Prose  Writers,  p.  320. 

The  hold  that  Johnson  has  on  the  esteem 
of  mankind,  after  the  lapse  of  a  century, 


proves  that  he  was  no  unreal  giant,  but  a 
hater  of  shams,  and  ever  striving  after 
the  eternal  verities,  although  unquestion- 
ably indebted  to  Boswell  for  his  highest 
fame.  He  could  not  endure  undeserved 
praise,  and  knew  well  enough  that  his 
tragedy  of  ''Irene"  added  neither  to  his 
literary  fame  nor  to  the  sum  of  his  real 
merits.  When  a  gentleman  by  the  name 
of  Pot  was  reported  as  having  said  that  it 
''was  the  finest  tragedy  of  modern  times, " 
Johnson  at  once  replied,  "If  Pot  says  so. 
Pot  lies;"  and  that  verdict  the  public  has 
never  reversed.  Goldsmith  really  touched 
Johnson  in  his  most  vulnerable  point  when 
he  said,  "He  makes  his  little  fishes  talk 
like  whales."— Morrill,  Justin  S.,1887, 
Self-ConseUmsness  cf  Noted  Persons,  p.  106. 

Johnson  has  contributed  many  imper- 
ishable sayings  to  the  English  language. 
Unfortunately,  in  literary  matters  he  had 
a  divided  life.  Macaulay  has  exaggerated 
the  contrast  between  Johnson  talking  at 
his  ease  in  the  club  or  at  Mrs.  Thrale's 
tea-table,  and  Johnson  penning  "Ram- 
blers" in  the  study.  Still,  there  was  a 
difference.  Talk  was  to  the  Doctor  the 
wine  of  life ;  it  stirred  his  pulses,  quick- 
ened his  powerful  but  rather  slug^sh  in- 
tellect, brought  out  his  humour,  drove  off 
his  besetting  melancholy.  Alone  in  Bolt 
Court,  with  blue  devils,  his  pen  lagged, 
and  he  produced,  with  some  profoundly 
interesting  work,  a  good  deal  of  lumber. 
Though  he  raised  the  tone  of  the  essay, 
he  disimproved  its  form,  as  the  masterly 
hand  of  Addison  left  it.  The ' '  Ramblers' ' 
and  "Idlers,"  for  instance,  are,  on  the 
whole,  failures,  for  want  of  the  salt  of 
personality  which  make  the  club  talks 
successes.  "Rasselas"  is  almost  charm- 
ing, but  it  resembles  a  theatrical  per- 
formance by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Vincent  Crum- 
mies and  Company.  One  was  all  Crum- 
mies ;  the  other  is  all  Johnson.  Pakuah, 
Imlac,  Rasselas,  and  the  rest,  all  wear 
knee-breeches  and  buckles;  their  speech 
bewrayeth  them.  Here  and  there,  espe- 
cially in  the  "Idlers,"  there  is  a  lively 
personal  touch  worthy  of  the"  Spectator" ; 
and  weighty  satire  and  vigorous  criticisms 
of  life  are  never  wanting.  ...  As 
a  critic  Johnson  is  excellent — intelligent, 
shrewd,  knowing — and  his  worth  may  be 
well  gauged  by  comparing  him  with  his 
contemporaries,  and  even  with  the  crit- 
ical school  of  the  earlier  years  of  the 
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nineteenth  century.  He  has  been  abased 
for  his  mistakes.  What  critic  is  without 
them  ?  What  about  the  Edinburg  Review- 
ers? How  many  of  Francis  Jeffrey's  lit- 
erary verdicts  remain?  .  .  .  What 
will  Carlyle's  historical  criticism  be  worth 
fifty  years  hence  ?  What  are  Mr.  Proude's 
worth  now  ?  Of  Johnson,  it  may  be  said 
that  as  he  produced  the  best  dictionary  in 
an  age  when  philology  was  in  its  infancy, 
so  he  was  the  best  literary  critic  of  an 
age  when  there  was  very  little  criticism 
to  speak  of.  Look  at  the  stuff  which 
passes  for  literary  judgments  with  Horace 
Walpole,  who  was  always  sneering  at  John- 
son's ''tasteless  pedantry!"  Johnson 
was,  in  fact,  a  good  deal  better  than  his 
age  and  his  prejudices. — Massingham, 
H.  W.,  1890,  Some  Johnson  CharacteriS" 
ticSy  The  Gentleman^s  Magazine^  vol.  268, 
pp.  160,  161. 

When  the  coflbi  was  lowered  into  the 
grave,  one  able  to  read  the  outward  signs 
of  coming  change  might  have  seen  buried 
with  it  the  whole  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury literature,  as  Johnson  understood  lit- 
erature, and  not  to  speak  of  frivolous  pro- 
ductions such  as  those  of  Fielding  and 
Smollett,  who  had  also  gone  before. 
After  Johnson's  name  in  the  list  of  Eng- 
lish poets,  scholars,  and  essayists  may  be 
drawn  a  thick  black  line  such  as  in  rail- 
way guides  they  use  to  indicate  that  here 
the  train  stops.  Johnson's  train  of  liter- 
ature, which  started  merrily  with  Pope, 
Addison,  Steele,  and  a  glorious  company 
of  wits,  had  been  running  slowly  of  late, 
and  has  now  come  to  a  final  stop.  Not 
only  was  the  old  order  changing,  as  hap- 
pens continually,  by  the  laws  of  being, 
but  it  was  completely  dead,  and  its  suc- 
cessor as  yet  was  not  born.  There  was 
to  be  no  more  literature  of  the  old  school : 
nothing  worth  reading  on  the  old  lines 
was  to  be  published ;  and  the  world  must 
wait  until  the  new  men  should  begin  their 
work  with  new  thoughts,  new  ways  of 
looking  at  things,  and  new  forms  of  ex- 
pression.—Besant,  Sir  Walter,  1891, 
Over  Johnson's  Grave,  Harper's  Magazine, 
vol.  82,  p.  927 

Johnson,  in  addition  to  his  other  great 
achievements,  was  capable  of  making 
colossal  errors  without  the  slightest  help 
from  others.— LouxsBURY,  Thomas  R., 
1892,  Studies  in  Cliaucer,  vol.  I,  p.  149. 

There  was  an  intellectual  dress,  as  it 


were,  put  on  by  the  man  of  genius  of 
those  times.  It  hung  loosely  upon  Gold- 
smith's irregular  frame.  It  sat  close, 
well-fitting  and  fashionable  upon  Addison, 
but  Samuel  Johnson's  mighty  limbs  almost 
burst  its  seams  and  betrayed  at  every 
movement  the  giant  who  wore  it. — Craw- 
ford, F.  Marion,  1893,  TTte  Novel,  What 
Is  It? p.  101. 

While  he  wrote  some  strong  and  quota- 
ble verse,  full  of  vigorous  and  telling 
rhetoric,  he  is  pre-eminently  a  prose  writer 
in  an  age  of  prose.  The  uninspired  and 
practical  temper  of  his  time  found  prose 
rather  than  poetry  its  natural  medium. 
•  .  .  While  Johnson  thus  stands  as  the 
bulwark  of  the  old  order,  both  by  his  own 
work  and  by  his  critical  verdicts  on  that 
of  others,  all  about  him  new  agitations 
were  already  rife.  Absolute  as  was  his 
literary  dictatorship,  his  throne  was  reared 
on  the  verge  of  that  revolution  which 
begins  the  modem  period  of  our  literary 
history.— Panco AST,  Henry  S.,  1893, 
Representative  English  IMeraiure,  pp. 
318,  319. 

Johnson's  paragraph  is  remarkably 
short.  In  the  ''Rambler"  there  are  bnt 
2.32  sentences  to  the  paragraph ;  the  two 
rises  to  three  in  ''Rasselas."  The  few- 
ness of  the  sentences  per  paragraph  and 
the  high  percentage  (27  per  cent.)  of 
paragraphed  sentences  are  phenomena  not 
due  in  either  case  to  dialogue.  Johnson 
was  exceedingly  particular  that  each  par- 
agraph should  form  an  integer;  beyond 
this  he  cared  not  how  few  the  sentences. 
His  favourite  order  is  loose,  with  a  large 
share  of  deductive  paragraphs.  He  loves 
a  short  introductory  sentence,  and  when 
the  chance  permits  he  likes  to  make  this 
sentence  a  generalization  far  wider  than 
can  be  substantiated  from  the  subsequent 
details.  In  the  matter  of  proportion  by 
varying  short  sentences  with  long,  John- 
son in  his  later  work  is  by  no  means  weak. 
Even  in  the  earlier  works  the  percentage 
of  sentences  of  less  than  15  words  is  con- 
siderable—-9  per  cent,  in  "Rambler"  and 
**Rasselas,"  while  the  **  Lives"  shows  16 
per  cent,  of  simple  sentences. — Lewis, 
Edwin  Herbert,  1894,  The  History  ai  the 
English  Paragraph,  p.  116. 

To  attempt  the  Johnsonian  period  with- 
out a  familiar  knowledge  of  the  Latin 
tongue  is  to  practice  diving  before  learn- 
ing to  swim ;  thereafter  there  is  life  to 
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be  saved  at  sea.— Raleigh,  Walter,  1894, 
The  English  Novel,  p.  260. 

Johnson's  weighty  and  impressive  style 
suits  well  with  a  subject  of  moral  grandeur 
such  as  not  seldom  employed  his  pen ;  but 
it  grows  monotonous,  and  becomes  even 
ludicrous,  when  applied  on  occasions  of 
ordinary  or  trifling  importance.  It  was 
to  this  uniform  pomposity  of  style  that 
Goldsmith  alluded  when  he  said  that  Dr. 
Johnson  would  make  little  fishes  talk  like 
whales.  But  while  Johnson's  style  of 
writing  is  overloaded  with  long  words  from 
the  Latin,  and  ponderous  with  rolling  sen- 
tences, his  speech  presented  a  contrast  in 
pithy  and  pointed  idiomatic  Saxon  English. 
He  was  to  his  century  what  Dryden  had 
been  to  the  seventeenth — a  literary  dicta- 
tor whose  verdict  was  final.  The  moral 
integrity  of  Johnson  gave  weight  to  his 
decisions.— Robertson,  J.  Logie,  1894, 
A  History  of  English  Literature,  p.  217. 

Perhaps  a  little  over-fond  of  trumpet- 
ing; loving  so  much  his  long  sonorous 
roll  of  Ciceronian  vocables. — Mitchell, 
Donald  G.,  1895,  English  Lands  Letters 
and  Kings,  Queen  Anne  and  the  Georges, 
p.  98. 

In  style  alone,  we  may  justly  claim  that 
he  is  the  vertebrate  column  of  our  prose. 
He  could  not  accomplish  the  impossible. 
Once  more  I  venture  to  express  the 
conviction  that  the  highest  conceivable 
perfection  of  English  prose  was  possible 
only  to  the  Elizabethaiis,  and  that  when 
the  task  passed  unaccomplished  from  their 
hands,  the  hopes  of  it  vanished  beyond 
recall.  But  what  Johnson  could  do,  he 
did  with  consummate  power.  To  him  it 
was  left  to  establish  a  code,  to  evolve 
order  out  of  disorderly  materials,  to 
found  a  new  ideal  of  style  in  absolutely 
logical  precision,  adding  to  that  precision 
dignity  and  eloquence  of  force.  To  ascribe 
to  him  a  slavish  propensity  to  cumbrous 
and  pedantic  sesquipedalianism  is  to  mis- 
take the  travesty  for  the  original.  His 
dictatorship  in  literature,  based  on  native 
strength,  was  most  unquestioned  in  the 
sphere  of  style ;  and  it  is  not  too  much  to 
say  that  all  that  is  best  in  English  prose 
since  his  day  is  his  debtor  in  respect  of 
not  a  few  of  its  highest  qualities,  above 
all  in  respect  of  absolute  lucidity,  unfail- 
ing vigour,  and  saving  common  sense. — 
Craik,  Henry,  1895,  ed.,  English  Prose, 
Introduction,  vol.  iv,  p.  10. 


What,  then,  was  Johnson's  method? 
and  what  its  practical  application  ?  The 
method  is  nothing  if  not  magisterial.  It 
takes  for  granted  certain  fixed  laws — 
whether  the  laws  formulated  by  Aristotle, 
or  by  Horace,  or  the  French  critics,  is  for 
the  moment  beside  the  question— and 
passes  sentence  on  every  work  of  art  ac» 
cording  as  it  conforms  to  the  critical  dec- 
alogue or  transgresses  it.  The  fault  of 
this  method  is  not,  as  is  sometimes  sup- 
posed, that  it  assumes  principles  in  a  sub- 
ject where  none  are  to  be  sought;  but 
that  its  principles  are  built  on  a  miserably 
narrow  and  perverted  basis.  That  there 
are  principles  of  criticism  that  the  artist's 
search  for  beauty  must  be  guided  by  some 
idea,  is  obvious  enough.  It  can  be  ques- 
tioned only  by  those  who  are  prepared  to 
deny  the  very  possibility  of  criticism; 
who  would  reduce  the  task  both  of  critic 
and  of  artist  to  a  mere  record  of  individual 
impressions.  It  need  hardly  be  said  that 
the  very  men  who  are  most  ready  to  pro- 
fess such  a  doctrine  with  their  lips,  per- 
sistently and  rightly,  give  the  lie  to  it  in 
their  deeds.  No  creative  work,  no  crit- 
ical judgment,  either  is  or  can  be  put  for- 
ward as  a  mere  impression;  it  is  the 
impression  of  a  trained  mind — that  is,  of 
a  mind  which,  instinctively  or  as  a  con- 
scious process,  is  guided  by  principles  or 
ideas.  So  far,  then,  as  he  may  be  held  to 
have  borne  witness  to  the  need  of  ideas, 
Johnson  was  clearly  in  the  right.  It  was 
when  he  came  to  ask,  What  is  the  nature 
of  those  ideas,  and  how  does  the  artist  or 
the  critic  arrive  at  them  ?  that  he  began 
to  go  astray.  Throughout  he  assumes 
that  the  principles  of  art — and  that,  not 
only  in  their  general  bearing  (proportion, 
harmony,  and  the  like),  but  in  their  mi- 
nuter details — are  fixed  and  invariable. 
To  him  they  form  a  kind  of  case-law, 
which  is  to  be  extracted  by  .the  learned 
from  the  works  of  a  certain  number  of 
''correct  writers,"  ancient  and  modern; 
and  which,  once  established,  is  binding 
for  all  time  both  on  the  critic  and  on 
those  he  summons  to  his  bar.  In  effect, 
this  was  to  declare  that'beauty  can  be 
conceived  in  no  other  way  than  as  it  pre- 
sented itself,  say,  to  Virgil  or  to  Pope. 
It  was  to  lay  the  dead  hand  of  the  past 
upon  the  present  and  the  future.  •  .  .  . 
Yet  again.  In  the  hands  of  Johnson-— 
and  it  was  a  necessary  consequence  of  his 
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critical  method — poetry  becomes  more 
and  more  a  mere  matter  of  mechanism. 
.  .  .  As  has  already  been  said,  John- 
son is  nothing  if  not  a  hanging  judge; 
and  it  is  just  where  originality  is  most 
striking  that  his  sentences  are  the  most 
severe. — Vaughan,  C.  E.,  1896,  ed.,  Eng- 
lish Literary  Criticism^  Introductiariy^pp. 
Ivi,  Iviii,  lix. 

The  gradual  tendency  of  the  century 
had  more  and  more  come  to  be  concen- 
trated upon  attention  to  common-sense, 
and  in  Johnson  a  character  was  developed, 
of  noble  intelligence,  of  true  and  tender 
heart,  of  lambent  humour,  in  whose 
entire  philosophy  every  impulse  was 
subordinated  to  that  negative  virtue. 
Johnson  became,  therefore,  the  leading 
intellect  of  the  country,  because  display- 
ing in  its  quintessence  the  quality  most 
characteristic  of  the  majority  of  educated 
men  and  women.  Common-sense  gave 
point  to  his  wit,  balance  to  his  morality, 
a  Tory  limitation  to  his  intellectual  sym- 
pathy. He  keeps  the  central  path ;  he  is 
as  little  indulgent  to  enthusiasm  as  to  in- 
fidelity ;  he  finds  as  little  place  in  his  life 
for  mysticism  as  for  coarse  frivolity. 
Viiafumus,  and  it  is  not  for  man  to  waste 
his  years  in  trying  to  weigh  the  smoke  or 
puff  it  away ;  bravely  and  simply  he  must 
labour  and  acquiesce,  without  revolt, 
without  speculation,  in  ''all  that  human 
hearts  endure."  This  virile  hold  upon 
facts,  this  attitude  to  conduct  as  a  plain 
garment  from  which  the  last  shred  of  the 
Shaftesbury  gold-lace  optimism  had  been 
torn,  explains  the  astounding  influence 
Johnson  wielded  during  his  lifetime.  His 
contemporaries  knew  him  to  be  thoroughly 
honest,  profoundly  intelligent,  and  yet 
permeated  by  every  prejudice  of  the  age. 
They  loved  to  deal  with  facts,  and  no  man 
had  so  large  a  stock  of  them  at  his  dis- 
posal as  Johnson.— GossE,  Edmund,  1897, 
Slwrt  History  cf  Modery  English  Litera- 
ture, p.  249. 

Thus,  inured  in  life-long  struggles,  for- 
tified in  spirit  by  a  robust  faith,  exalted 
in  mind  by  the  loftiest  expression  of  Greek 
philosophy,  Johnson  was  one  of  those  few 
who  are  numbered  among  the  immortals 
while  still  in  this  life:  even  as  that  other 
great  Englishman  and  greatest  of  modern 
men,  whom  the  world  has  just  mourned 
with  you,  but  whom  immortality  now 
claims  as  one  of  her  noblest  ornaments.  — 


Gennadius,  J.,  1898,  Dr.  Johnson  as  a 
Grecian,  Johnson  Club  Papers,  p.  48. 

Johnson's  style  is  formal,  balanced,  and 
Latinized,  and  his  manner  is  rather  oracu- 
lar. He  influenced  English  prose  greatly 
for  fifty  years.     His  wTiting  now 

^^Negiected  and  deserted  lie, 

As  they  were  not  of  naturals  company.' 

But  he  is  full  of  good  sense,  often  ex- 
pressed in  apt  and  forcible  language.  His 
range  of  thought  is  limited  and  insular, 
he  is  a  typical  eighteenth-century  \vTiter, 
— a  good  deal  of  a  Philistine,  but  a  great 
deal  of  a  man.— Johnson,  Charles  F., 
1900,  Outline  History  (f  English  and 
American  Literature,  p.  279. 

Some  wits  of  the  day  said  that  he  used 
long  words  to  make  his  ''Dictionary"  a 
necessity.  If  we  read  much  of  Johnson, 
we  are  in  danger  of  imitating  him  uncon- 
sciously. A  critic  in  the  latter  part  of 
the  nineteenth  century,  describing  John- 
son's style,  says:  **He  delivers  himself 
with  severe  majestical  dignity  and  vigor- 
ous authoritative  brevity."  This  critic 
was  unconsciously  writing  Johnsonese.  In 
the  second  place,  John^n  loved  formal 
balance  so  much  that  he  used  too  many 
antitheses.  Many  of  his  balancing  clauses 
are  out  of  place  or  add  nothing  to  the 
sense.  ...  As  a  rule,  Johnson*s 
prose  is  too  abstract  and  general,  and  it 
awakens  too  few  images. — Halleck,  Reu- 
ben Post,  1900,  History  of  Bhiglish  Liter- 
ature,  pp.  299,  300. 

All  true    Johnsonians    treat    with  an 
amused  contempt  the  statement  so  freely 
circulated  in  newspapers  that  nobody  now- 
adays reads  Johnson's  writings.     People 
are,  of  course,  free  to  read  what  they  like, 
and   (if  they  like)  not  to  read  at  all. 
Some  of  us  keep  books,  other  poultn-. 
One  man  drives  a  motor  car,  whilst  his 
brother  is  perhaps  an  amateur  photogra- 
pher.    All    the  tastes  are    respectable. 
But  if  it  so  happens  that  you  are  fond  of 
English  literature,  you  will  be  a  reader  of 
Johnson,  and  from  his  works,  whether  in 
prose  or  verse,  you  will  be  infected  and 
become  possessed  with  a  perception  of  a 
strong  character,  and  a  constant  habit  of 
mind  presented  in  the  pages  of  Boswell 
and  Bumey  and  Thrale,  and  indeed  all  the 
other  sources  of  our  knowledge. — Bir- 
rell,   Augustine,    1901,  Do  We  Really 
Know  Dr.  Johnson,  Outlook,  vol.  69,   p. 
914. 
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